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PREI'ACE  TO  THE  SECOND  EDITION. 


A  NEW  edition  of  this  work  having  "boon  called  for,  owing 
to  tlie  first  edition  having  been  for  some  time  out  of 
print,  I  have  taken  advantage  of  the  opportunity  to  add 
translations  of  a  remarkable  collection  of  Poems  by  Heine, 
published  for  the  first  time  since  the  appearance  of  my 
work  in  1859.  They  consist  of  as  many  as  twelve  hundred 
lines,  described  partly  as  "  Early  Poems,"  which  will  bo 
found  at  the  beginning  of  the  volume,  and  partly  as 
"  Posthumous  Poems,"  which  are  placed  at  the  end.  The 
metres  of  the  original  have  been  again  retained  through- 
out. 

Various  errors  discovered  by  me  in  the  first  edition 
have  now  been  corrected ;  and  it  only  remains  for  me  to 
express  my  thanks  for  the  kind  manner  in  which  the 
critical  and  the  general  public,  both  in  England  and  abroad, 
have  received  the  work,  and  for  the  indulgence  extended 
by  them  to  its  many  imperfections. 

E.  A.  B. 


PREFACE. 


IT  may  perhaps  be  thought  that  I  exhibit  something  of  the 
bi-azen-facedness  of  a  hardened  offender  in  venturing 
once  more  (but,  I  hope,  for  the  last  time)  to  present  myself  to 
the  public  ia  the  guise  of  a  translator, — and,  what  is  more, 
a  translator  of  a  great  poet.  The  favourable  reception,  how- 
ever, that  my  previous  translations  of  the  Poems  of  Schiller 
and  Goethe  have  met  with  at  the  hands  of  the  public,  may 
possibly  be  admitted  as  some  excuse  for  this  new  attempt  to 
make  that  public  acquainted  with  the  works  of  a  third  great 
German  minstrel.  Comparatively  little  known  and  little 
appreciated  in  England,  the  name  of  Heiae  is  in  Germany 
familiar  as  a  household  word ;  and  while,  on  the  one  hand, 
many  of  his  charming  minor  poems  have  become  dear  to  the 
hearts  of  thousands  and  tens  of  thousands  of  his  fellow- 
countrymen,  and  are  sung  alike  in  the  palace  and  the  cottage, 
in  the  country  and  the  town,  on  the  other  his  sterner  works 
have  done  much  to  influence  the  political  and  religious 
■tendencies  of  the  modern  German  school. 

Having  prefixed  to  this  Volume  a  brief  memoir  of  ITcinc, 
accompanied  by  a  few  observations  on  his  various  works  and 
their  distinguishing  characteristics,  I  will  here  confine  myself 
to  stating  that  I  have  adhered  with  the  utmost  strictness  to 
the  principles  laid  down  by  me  for  my  guidance  in  the  case 
of  the  previous  translations  attempted  by  me, — those  prin- 
ciples being  (1)  As  close  and  literal  an  adherence  to  the 
original  as  is  consistent  with  good  English  and  with  poetry, 
and  (2)  the  preservation  throughout  the  -work  of  the  original 
metres,  of  which  Heine  presents  an  almost  unprecedented 
variety.  I  have,  on  the  occasion  of  my  former  publicationsj 
fnlly  explained  my  reasons  for  adopting  this  course,  and  will 
not  weary  the  reader  with  repeating  them.    I  have  sufficient 
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evidence  before  me  of  the  approval  of  the  public  in  this 
respect  to  induce  me  to  frame  my  translation  of  Heine's 
Poems  on  the  same  model. 

In  addition  to  thus  preserving  both  the  language  and  the 
metre  of  the  original,  I  have  in  one  other  respect  endeavoured 
to  reproduce  my  author  precisely  as  I  found  him,  and  that  is 
in  the  important  particular  of  completeness.  There  are  doubt- 
less many  poems  written  by  Heine  that  one  could  wish  had 
never  been  written,  and  that  one  would  willingly  refrain  from 
translating.  But  the  omission  of  these  would  hide  from  the 
reader  some  of  Heine's  chief  peculiarities,  and  would  tend  to 
give  him  an  incomplete  if  not  incorrect  notion  of  what  the 
poet  was.  A  translator  no  more  assumes  the  responsibility  of 
his  author's  words  than  a  faithful  Editor  does,  and  he  goes 
beyond  his  province  if  he  omits  whatever  does  not  happen  to 
agree  with  his  own  notions. 

In  claiming  for  the  present  work  (extending  over  more  than 
20,000  verses)  the  abstract  merits  of  literalness,  completeness, 
and  rigid  adherence  to  the  metrical  peculiarities  of  the 
original,  it  is  very  far  from  my  intention  to  claim  any  credit 
for  the  manner  in  which  I  have  executed  that  difficult  task, 
or  to  pretend  that  I  have  been  successful  in  it.  That  is  a 
question  for  the  reader  alone  to  decide.  The  credit  of  con- 
scientiousness and  close  application  in  the  matter  is  all  that  I 
would  venture  to  assert  for  myself.  All  beyond  is  left 
exclusively  to  the  candid,  and,  I  would  fain  hope,  generous, 
appreciation  of  those  whom  I  now  voluntarily  constitute  mjr 
judges. 


HEINRICH  HEINE. 


ALTHOUGH  little  more  than  tkreo  years  have  elapsed 
since  Heinrich  Heine  was  first  numbered  amongst  tiie 
dead;  his  name  has  long  been  enrolled  in  the  lists  of  fome. 
Even  during  his  lifetime  he  had  the  good  fortune, — and,  m  a 
poet,  the  most  unusual  good  fortune,— of  being  generally 
accepted  as  a  Eepresentative  Man,  and  of  passing  as  the 
National  Bard  of  Young  Germany.  Altliough  perhaps 
scarcely  entitled  to  rank  with  Goethe  and  Schiller  in  the 
very  highest  order  of  poets,  the  name  of  Heine  will  assuredly 
always  occupy  a  prominent  place  amongst  the  minstrels  not 
only  of  Germany,  but  of  the  world. 

It  is  only  recently  that  his  works  have  been  for  the  first 
time  published  in  an  absolutely  complete  form,  the  poetry 
extending  over  more  than  two  of  the  six  volumes  of  which 
they  consist.  Universally  known  and  read  in  his  native  land, 
and  highly  popular  in  France,  which  was  for  so  many  years 
liis  adopted  country,  the  works  of  Heine  are  to  the  generality 
of  Englishmen  (as  stated  in  the  Preface)  almost  entirely 
unknown.  As  the  present  volume  is,  as  far  as  I  am  aware, 
the  only  attempt  that  has  been  made  to  bring  the  far-i\imcd 
poems  of  Heine  in  their  integrity  before  the  English  reader,* 
it  seems  desirable  to  preface  it  by  a  brief  sketch  of  his  life,  so 
that  in  seeing  v)hat  Heine  is  as  a  poet,  we  may  be  able  to  form 
some  idea  as  to  who  he  was  as  a  man.  One  wlio  has  been 
compared  in  turns  to  Aristophanes,  Eabelais,  Burns,  Cer- 
vantes, Sterne,  Jean  Paul,  Voltaire,  Swift,  Byron,  and  Bera^iger 

*  I  bclievo  that  a  translation  of  one  of  Heine's  works— his  "  r.ook 
fif  Songs" — wa.s  published  in  tliis  country  a  few  years  a;;o,  l)nt  [ 
havf!  not  met  ^Yifh  it.  An  American  version  of  the  "rictures  of 
Travel "  alao  appeared  in  1855. 
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(and  to  all  these  has  he  been  likened),  can  lie  of  no 
common  stamp.  The  discrepancies  both  as  to  facts  and  dates 
that  occur  between  the  various  biographies  of  Heine  are,  how- 
ever, so  numerous,  that  it  has  been  no  easy  task  to  avoid  error 
in  the  following  brief  sketch  of  his  life. 

Heinrich  (or  Henry)  Heine  was  bom  in  the  Bolkerstrasse, 
at  Dusseldorf,  on  the  12th  of  December,  1799  ;  but,  singularly 
enough,  the  exact  date  of  his  birth  was,  tintil  recently, 
unlmown  to  his  biographers,  who,  on  the  authority  of  a 
saying  of  his  own,  assigned  it  to  the  1st  of  January,  1800, 
Avhich  he  boasted  made  him  "  the  first  man  of  the  century." 
In  reply,  however,  to  a  specific  inquiry  addressed  to  him  by 
a  friend  on  this  subject  a  few  years  before  his  death,  he  stated 
that  he  was  really  born  on  the  day  first  mentioned,  and  that 
the  date  of  1800  usually  given  by  his  biographers  was  the 
result  of  an  error  voluntarily  committed  by  his  family  in  his 
favour  at  the  time  of  the  Prussian  invasion,  in  order  to 
exempt  him  from  the  service  of  the  king  of  Prussia. 

By  birth  he  was  a  Jew,  both  of  his  parents  having  been  of 
that  persuasion.  He  was  the  eldest  of  four  children,  and  his 
two  brothers  are  (or  were  recently)  still  alive,  tlie  one  being  a 
physician  in  Eussia,  and  the  other  an  officer  in  the  Austrian 
service.  The  famous  Solomon  Heine,  the  banker  of  Hamburg, 
whose  wealth  was  only  equalled  by  his  philanthropy,  was  his 
uncle.  His  father,  however,  was  far  from  being  in  opulent 
circumstances.  When  quite  a  child,  he  took  delight  in 
reading  Don  Quixote,  and  used  to  cry  with  anger  at  seeing 
how  ill  the  heroism  of  that  valiant  knight  was  requited.  He 
«iays  somewhere,  speaking  of  his  boyish  days,  "apple-tarts 
"  were  then  my  passion.  Now  it  is  love,  truth,  freedom,  and 
"crab-soup."  He  received  his  earliest  education  at  tho 
Franciscan  convent  in  his  native  town,  and  while  there  had 
the  misfortune  to  be  the  innocent  cause  of  the  death  by 
drowning  of  a  schoolfellow,  an  incident  recorded  in  one  of  the 
poems  in  his  "Komancero."  He  mentions  the  great  effect 
produced  upon  him  by  the  sorrowful  face  of  a  large  wooden 
Christ  which  was  constantly  before  his  eyes  in  the  Convent. 
Even  at  that  early  ago  the  germs  of  what  has  been  called 
"  lois  fantastic  sensibility,  tho  food  for  infinite  irony,"  seem  to 
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have  been  developing  themselves.  A  visit  of  tlio  Emperor 
Napoleon  to  Dusseldorf  when  he  was  a  boy  affected  him  in  a. 
Bmgular  manner,  and  had  probably  much  to  do  with  the 
formation  of  those  imperialist  tendencies  which  are  often  to 
be  noticed  in  his  character  and  writiags.  He  was  next 
placed  in  the  Lyceum  of  Dusseldorf,  and  in  1816  was  sent  to 
Hamburg  to  study  commerce,  being  intended  for  mercantile 
pursuits.  In  1819  he  was  removed  to  the  University  at  Bonn 
which  had  been  founded  in  the  previous  year,  and  there  he 
had  the  advantage  of  studying  under  Augustus  Schlegcl. 
He  seems,  however,  to  have  remained  there  only  six  months, 
and  to  have  then  gone  to  the  University  of  Gottingen,  where, 
as  he  tells  us,  he  was  rusticated  soon  after  matriculation. 
Jle  nest  took  up  his  abode  at  Berlin,  where  he  applied 
himself  to  the  study  of  philosophy,  under  the  direction  ol 
the  great  Hegel,  whose  influence,  combined  with  that  of  the 
works  of  Spinosa,  undoubtedly  had  much  to  do  with  the 
formation  of  Heine's  mind,  and  also  determined  his  future 
career.  From  this  time  we  hear  no  more  of  his  turning 
merchant ;  and  it  is  from  the  date  of  his  residence  at  Berlin 
that  we  may  date  the  rise  of  that  spirit  of  universal  indiffer- 
ence and  reckless  daring  that  so  strongly  characterizes  the 
writings  of  Heine.  Amongst  his  associates  at  this  period  may 
be  mentioned,  in  addition  to  Hegel,  Chamisso,  Varnhagen  von 
Ense  and  his  well-known  wife  Rachel,  Bopp  the  philologist, 
and  Grabbe,  the  eccentricities  of  whose  works  were  only 
equalled  by  the  eccentricities  of  his  life. 

Heine's  first  volume  of  poetry,  entitled  "Gedichte"  or 
Poems,  was  pubUshed  in  1822,  the  poems  being  those  which, 
under  the  name  of  "  Youthful  Sorrows,"  now  form  the  open- 
ing of  his  "Book  of  Songs."  Notwithstanding  the  extra- 
ordinary success  afterwards  obtained  by  this  latter  work,  his 
first  publication  was  very  coldly  received.  Some  of  tho 
poems  in  it  were  written  as  far  back  as  1817,*  and  originally 

*  One  of  the  finest  in  tho  collection,  *'  The  Grenadiers,"  whicli  is 
thoroughly  imbued  with  the  spirit  of  Beranger,  was  written  as  early 
us  1815,  when  Heine  was  not  sixteen  years  old,  and  boforo  Bei;ingcr 
l:a<l  wiiiieii  his  analogous  poems  "Le  Vieux  Dnijieuu,"  "Lo  Vicujs 
Bcrjjvnt,"  &c. 
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a]Dpeai-ed  in  the  Hamburg  periodical  "Der  "Wacliter"  oi 
"  Watcliman."  Offended  at  this  result,  he  left  Berlin  and 
returned  to  Gottingen  ia  1823,  where  he  took  to  studying 
law,  and  received  the  degree  of  Doctor  in  1825.  He  was 
baptized  into  the  Lutheran  Church  in  t'he  same  year,  at 
Heiligenstadt,  near  that  place.  He  afterwards  said  jocularly 
that  he  took  this  course  to  prevent  M.  de  Eothschild  treating 
him  too  fa-millionairely.  It  is  to  be  feared,  however,  from  the 
tone  of  all  his  works,  that  his  nominal  religious  opinions  sat 
very  lightly  upon  him  through  life.  He  writes  as  follows  on 
this  subject  in  1852 :  "  My  ancestors  belonged  to  the  Jewish 
"  religion,  but  I  was  never  proud  of  this  descent ;  neither  did  I 
"ever  set  store  upon  my  quality  of  Lutheran,  although  I 
"  belong  to  the  evangelical  confession  quite  as  much  as  the 
"  greatest  devotees  amongst  my  Berlin  enemies,  who  always 
"  reproach  me  with  a  want  of  religion.  I  rather  felt  humiliated 
"  at  passing  for  a  purely  human  creature,— I  whom  the  philo- 
"  sophy  of  Hegel  led  to  suppose  that  I  was  a  god.  How  proud 
"I  then  was  of  my  divinity!  What  an  idea  I  had  of  my 
"  grandeur!  Alas !  that  charming  time  has  loug  passed  away, 
"  and  I  cannot  think  of  it  without  sadness,  now  that  I  am 
"lying  stretched  on  my  back,  whilst  my  disease  is  making 
"  terrible  progress." 

Previous  to  this  date,  and  whilst  living  at  Berlin,  Heine 
published  (in  1823)  his  only  two  plays,  "Almanzor"  and 
"  Eatcliff,"  which  were  equally  unsuccessful  on  the  stage  and 
in  print,  and  which  are  certainly  the  least  worthy  of  all  his 
works.  Between  these  two  plays  he  mserted  a  collection  of 
poetry  entitled  "Lyrical  Interlude,"  which  attracted  little 
attention  at  the  time.  In  the  year  1827,  however,  he  ^re- 
published this  collection  at  Hamburg,  in  conjunction  with  his 
"  Youthful  Sorrows,"  giving  to  the  whole  the  title  of  the 
"Book  of  Songs."  In  proportion  to  the  indifference  with 
which  his  poems  had  been  received  on  their  first  appearance, 
was  the  enthusiasm  which  they  now  excited.  They  were  read 
with  avidity  in  every  direction,  esi^ecially  in  the  various 
universities,  where  their  influence  upon  the  minds  of  the 
students  was  very  great.  In  the  year  1852,  this  work  had 
reached  the  tenth  edition 
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Heine's  next  great  "work,  his  "  Eeisebilder/'  or  Pictures  of 
Travel,  written  partly  in  poetry  and  partly  in  prose,  was 
published  at  Hambm-g  at  vai'ious  intervals  from  1826  to 
1831,  and,  as  its  name  implies,  is  descriptive  of  his  travels  in 
different  countries,  especially  in  England  and  Italy.  The 
poetical  portion  of  the  "  Eeisebilder,'^  the  whole  of  which  is 
translated  in  this  volume,  is  divided  into  thi-ee  jDarts, — "  The 
Eetui-n  Home,"  the  " Hartz- Journey,"  and  "The  Baltic," 
written  between  1823  and  1826.  This  work  again  met  with 
an  almost  unprecedented  success,  and  from  the  date  of  its 
publication  and  that  of  the  "Book  of  Songs,"  may  be 
reckoned  the  commencement  of  a  new  era  in  German  litera- 
ture. These  remarkable  poems  exhibit  the  whole  nature  of 
Heine,  free  fi'om  all  disguise.  The  striking  originality,  the 
exuberance  of  fancy,  and,  above  all,  the  singular  beauty  and 
feeling  of  the  versification  that  characterize  nearly  the  whole 
of  them,  stand  out  in  as  yet  iinheard-of  contrast  to  the 
intense  and  bitter  irony  that  pervades  them,— an  irony  that 
spared  nobody,  that  spared  nothing,  not  even  the  most  sacred 
subjects  being  exempt  from  the  poet's  mocking  sarcasm. 
This  characteristic  of  Heine  only  increased  as  years  passed 
on.  In  the  later  years  of  his  life,  which  were  one  long- 
continued  agony,  his  bodily  sufferings  offer  some  excuse,  it 
may  be,  for  what  would  otherwise  have  been  incxcusal)le  in 
the  writings  of  a  great  poet.  There  was  doubtless  much 
affectation  in  the  want  of  all  religious  and  political  faith  that 
is  so  signally  apparent  in  the  works  of  Heine,  and  yet  they 
betray  a  real  bitterness  of  feeling  that  cannot  be  mistaken. 
At  every  page  may  be  traced  the  malicious  pleasiu-e  felt  by 
him  in  exciting  the  sympathy  and  admiration  of  the  reader  to 
the  highest  pitch,  and  then  with  a  few  words, — with  the  last 
line  or  the  last  verse  of  a  long  poem,  it  may  be, — rudely 
insulting  them,  and  dashing  them  to  the  ground.  No  better 
parody  of  this  favourite  amusement  of  Heine  can  be  givcii 
than  by  citing  two  well-known  verses  of  Dr.  Johnson : 

"  Hermit  old  in  mossy  cell, 

"  Wearing  out  life's  cveniug  gray, 
"  Strike  thy  pensive  breast,  anil  tell 

"  Wiiero  in  Llibs,  aud  which  tho  way  ?" 
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Thus  I  spate,  and  frequent  sigh'd, 

Scarce  repress'd  the  falling  tear. 
When  the  hoary  sage  rephed  : 

"Come,  my  lad,  and  drink  some  beer  ." 

The  exuberance  of  Heme's  heart,  as  has  been  well  said, 
was  only  equalled  by  the  dryness  of  his  spirit;  a  real 
enthusiasm  was  blended  with  an  unquenchable  love  of  satire ; 
"his  exquisite  dilettanteism  made  him  adore  the  gods  and 
goddesses  of  Greece  at  the  expense  even  of  Christianity." 
In  short,  qualities  scarcely  ever  found  in  combination,  were 
combined  in  him ;  in  one  weak,  suffering  body  two  distinct 
and  opposite  natures,  each  equally  mighty,  were  united. 
Perhaps  the  best  name  ever  applied  to  Mm  is  that  of  the 
"  Julian  of  poetry." 

The  French  Eevolution  in  1830  determined  Heine's  future 
life.  He  was  then  living  at  Berlin  again,  after  having  resided 
at  Hamburg  and  Munich.  He  now  turned  politician  and 
newspaper  writer.  His  Essay  on  Nobility  was  written  at  this 
time.  He  presently  (in  May  1831)  went  to  live  in  Paris, 
where  he  resided  until  his  death,  with  the  exception  of 
making  one  or  two  short  visits  to  his  native  land.  Though 
the  fact  is  not  exactly  stated,  there  can  be  no  doubt  that  he 
received  some  very  broad  hints  from  the  authorities  of 
Prussia  to  leave  that  country.  Prom  that  time,  France 
becarao  his  adopted  fatherland,  and  he  himself  was  thence- 
forward more  of  a  Frenchman  than  a  German.  The  Germans 
have  indeed  always  reproached  him  as  being  frivolous  and 
French ;  he  has  often  been  called  the  Voltaire  of  Germany ; 
but  Thiers  perhaps  described  him  the  most  accurately  when 
he  spoke  of  him  as  being  "the  wittiest  Frenchman  since 
Voltaire."  He  wrote  French  as  fluently  as  German ;  and  tho 
translations  of  hit',  various  works  that  were  published  in 
Paris  ii  the  Bevue  des  deux  Mondes  and  the  Bihliotlieque 
Contemj.<oraine,  or  as  separate  works,  were  either  written  by 
himself,  or  by  his  personal  friends  under  his  own  immediate 
superintendence. 

Some  of  his  more  important  prose  works  were  written  soon 
after  he  took  up  his  abode  in  Paris.  Ho  wrote,  in  1831,  a 
series  cif  articles  for  the  Augsburg  Gazette  on  the  State  of 
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France,  which  he  subsequently  collected  and  puMislied  both 
in  French  and  German.  In  1883  appeared  his  well-kuown 
"History  of  Modern  Literature  in  Germany,"  republished 
afterwards  tinder  the  title  of  "  The  Eomantio  School,"  and  in 
French  under  that  of  "  L'Allemagne."  This  may  be  looked 
upon  as  his  most  remarkable  prose  work,  and  as  tlie  one  that 
most  exhibits  his  characteristic  peculiarities.  The  following 
h'vely  description  of  it  is  from  the  pen  of  an  eminent  Freneli 
critic  :  "  According  to  M.  Heine,  the  whole  of  the  intellectnal 
"  movement  of  Germany  since  Lessing  and  Kant  has  been  a 
"  death-struggle  against  Deism.  Tliis  struggle  he  describes 
''  with  passion,  and  it  may  be  said  that  he  heads  it  in  person. 
■'  He  ranges  his  army  in  order  of  battle,  he  gives  the  signals, 
"  and  marches  the  Titans  against  heaven, — Kant,  Fichte,  Hegel, 
"  all  those  formidable  spirits  whose  every  thought  is  a  victory, 
"  whose  every  formula  is  a  cosmogonic  boulever semen  t.  Around 
"  them,  in  front  or  behind,  are  grouped  a  crowd  of  writers, 
"  theoljgiaca  and  poets,  romance  writers  and  savans.  If  one 
"  of  the  combatants  stops  short,  like  Schelling,  the  author 
"  overwhelms  him  with  invectives.  If  a  timid  and  poetic  band 
"<)f  dreamers,  such  as  Tieck,  Novalis,  Brentanc,  and  Arnim, 
"  try  to  bring  back  this  feverish  Germany  to  the  fresh  poetry 
"  of  the  middle  ages,  ho  throws  himself  upon  them  and  dis- 
"  perses  them,  lik(!  those  Cobolds  in  the  '  Book  of  Songs  '  who 
"  overthrew  the  angels  of  paradise.  And  when  the  philoso- 
•'  phical  conflict  is  over,  he  predicts  its  consequences  with  a  sort 
"  of  savage  delirium  ....  He  compares  Kant  to  the  blood- 
"  thirsty  dictators  of  '93,  and  proclaims  the  gospel  of  pantheism. 
"His  theory  of  the  intellectual  history  of  the  Germans  is 
■'  altogether  false,  and  should  only  be  consulted  as  an  illustra- 
"  tion— alas,  too  positive! — of  the  fever  at  once  mystical  and 
".sensual  of  a  certain  period  of  our  age."  This  book  produced 
a  perfect  storm  of  fury  in  Germany.  "  Denounced  by  Menzel 
"  and  the  pietists  as  an  emissary  of  Modern  Babylon,  cursed  by 
"  the  austere  tcutornaniucs  as  a  representative;  of  Parisian  cor- 
"  ruption,  Heine  was  not  the  less  su.spected  by  tlie  democrats, 
"  who  accused  him  of  treason.  To  this  was  added  official 
"  persecution." 

Proceeding  to  his  next  work,  the  ])ubiii'ution  of  his  "  Salon." 

b 
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consisting  of  an  interesting  series  of  essays,  &c.,  commenced 
at  Hamburg  in  1834,  its  fourth  and  last  volTime  not  appear- 
ing till  1S4U.  A  long  essay  on  the  Women  of  Sliakospeare 
appeared  in  1889,  and  in  1840  a  violent  jjersonal  attack  on 
his  old  friend,  the  republican  poet  Borne,  then  only  recently 
dead, — a  work  which,  with  all  its  talent,  did  great  injury  to 
his  reputation.  His  remaining  great  prose  work,  entitled 
"  Lutezia,"  or  Paris,  consists  of  a  collection  of  valuable  articles 
on  French  politics,  arts,  and  manners,  written  by  him  as  the 
correspondent  of  the  Augsburg  Gazette,  between  1840  and  1844. 
The  only  other  writings  of  his  in  prose  that  need  be  specified, 
entitled  respectively  "  Confessions,"  "  Dr.  Faust,"  and  the 
"  Gods  in  Exile,"  were  written  a  few  years  before  his  death. 

After  the  publication  of  the  "  Eeisebilder,"  Heine's  next 
poetical  production  was  the  charming  i^oem  of  "  Atta  Troll," 
which  appeared  in  1841,  written  in  a  simple  trochaic  metre, 
— "  four-footed  solemn  trochees,"  as  he  himself  expresses  it. 
This  poem  has  been  described  as  the  work  of  a  German 
Ariosto,  combining  gaiety  and  poetry,  irony  and  imagination 
in  i^erfect  proportions.  Much  worldly  wisdom  is  to  be  learnt 
from  the  instructive  history  of  Atta  Troll,  the  dancing  bear  of 
the  Pyrenees.  The  striking  interlude  in  it  of  the  vision  of  Hero- 
dias  amongst  the  spirit  huntsmen  should  not  be  overlooked. 

The  marriage  of  Heine  seems  to  have  taken  place  at  about 
this  i)eriod.  His  wife,  who  is  often  spoken  of  in  his  poems  in 
terms  of  deep  affection,  and  whose  name  was  Mathilde,  was 
a  Frenchwoman  and  a  Eoman  Catholic,  and  they  were  married 
according  to  the  rites  of  that  church.  With  all  his  love  for 
Madame  Heine,  however,  he  seems  to  have  been  very  jealous 
of  her,  and  it  is  recorded  that  on  one  occasion  he  took  it  into 
his  liead  that  she  had  run  away  from  him.  He  was  reassured 
by  hearing  the  voice  of  her  favourite  parrot  "  Cocotte,"  which 
led  him  to  say,  that  she  would  never  have  gone  oil"  without 
taking  "  Cocotte "  with  her.  In  spite  of  the  bitterness  of 
spirit  that  pervades  all  his  writings,  it  is  clear  that  he  pos- 
sessed deep  natural  affections.  His  mother  siywived  him; 
and  though  almost  entirely  separated  from  her  for  the  last 
twenty-fivo  years  of  his  life,  he  often  introduces  her  name  in 
his  works  with  expressions  of  tiliftl  reverence.     His  last  visit 
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lo  Germany  in  the  winter  of  1843  seems  to  have  been  for  the 
special  purpose  of  visiting  her  at  Hamburg,  where  she  resided. 
His  ft-iends  fancied  that  the  "  old  woman  at  the  Dammthor  " 
(one  of  the  gates  of  Hamburg),  of  whom  he  nsed  to  speak, 
was  a  myth,  but  she  was  no  other  than  his  mother.  Nothing 
«;an  be  more  charming  tlian  the  manner  in  which  he  speaks 
of  both  her  and  his  wife  in  the  beautiful  little  poem  called 
"Night  Thoughts."     (See  page  179.) 

In  1844  he  published  a  fresh  collection  of  poems  under  the 
title  of  "  New  Poems,"  to  which  was  added  as  an  appendix 
"  Germany,  a  Winter  Tale."  The  former  of  these  was  siib- 
soquently  added  by  him  to  liis  "  Book  of  Songs,"  and  will  be 
found  in  its  place  accordingly  in  the  present  volume,  as  well 
as  Ms  "  New  Spring,"  which  formed  a  part  of  the  same  work. 
The  "  Germany "  is  one  of  his  most  remarkable  works,  and 
contains  an  account  of  h's  journey  to  Hamburg  the  previous 
winter  to  see  his  mother  that  has  just  been  referred  to.  None 
of  liis  productions  are  more  thoroughly  impregnated  with 
the  spirit  of  satire.  Every  stage  of  his  journey,  from  its 
commencement  at  the  Prussian  frontier,  to  its  termination  at 
Hamburg,  gives  occasion  for  the  disi)lay  of  his  wit  and  sar- 
castic raillery,  it  will  be  seen  that  many  of  the  passages  in 
the  poem  were  struck  out  of  the  original  edition  by  the  official 
Censors.  Perlia})s  the  most  amusing  portions  are  the  episode 
of  the  author's  adventures  in  the  Cavern  of  Kyffhauser  with 
the  famous  Emperor  Barbarossa  (not  omitting  their  little  con- 
versation respecting  the  guillotine),  and  tlie  rencontre  with  the 
Goddess  Hammonia  in  the  streets  of  Hamburg,  and  his  sub- 
sequent tete-a-tete  with  her.  Tlie  extravagance  (slightly 
coarse  it  must  be  confessed)  of  the  latter  scene  is  quite  worthy 
of  Pabelais,  though  the  poet  takes  care  to  tell  us  that  it  is 
intmdeil  to  imitate  Aristophanes.  The  remonstrances  to  the 
King  of  Prussia,  with  wliicli  the  poem  concludes,  should  also 
not  be  passed  over. 

Ju  the  year  1848,  after  a  premonitory  attack  in  1847  that 
passetl  away,  that  terrible  disease  which  eventually  destroyed 
Heine's  life,  first  assaikxl  him  in  an  aggravated  form.  Com- 
mencing with  a  paralysis  of  the  left  eyelid,  it  extended  pre- 
sently to  botii  eyes  and  finally  terniinated  in  paralysis  and 
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atrophy  of  the  legs.  The  last  time  he  ever  left  his  house  wa* 
iu  May,  IS-ilS.  For  eight  Joug  years  he  was  contincd  to  hie 
couch,  to  use  his  own  expression,  in  a  state  of  "  death  with* 
"  out  its  repose,  and  without  the  privileges  of  the  dead,  who 
"  have  no  need  to  spend  money,  and  no  letters  or  books  to 
"  write."  But  despite  his  bodily  sufferings,  liis  good  spirits 
never  seemed  to  leave  him,  his  love  of  raillery  did  but  in- 
crease, and  little  did  that  public  whose  interest  he  continued 
to  excite  by  the  wonderful  i^rodiwits  of  his  genius  know  of 
his  distressing  state. 

In  the  years  1850  and  1851,  in  the  midst  of  his  fearful 
malady,  Heine  composed  his  last  great  poetical  work  entitled 
"  Komancero."  This  singular  volume  is  divided  into  three 
Books,  called  respectively  "Histories,"  Lamentations,"  and 
"  Hebrew  Melodies."  The  first  of  these  contains  a  large  num- 
ber of  romantic  ballads  and  poems  of  the  most  dissimilar 
character,  but  all  bearing  the  stamp  of  the  author's  peculiar 
genius ;  the  second  opens  M'ith  several  miscellaneous  pieces, 
including  some  literary  satires,  and  concludes  with  twenty 
pieces  bearing  the  lively  title  of  "  Lazarus,"  and  comjorising, 
as  some  one  has  observed,  the  journal  of  his  impressions  as  a 
sick  man.  The  "  Hebrew  Melodies  "  are  subdivided  into  three, 
entitled  by  Heine  "  Princess  Sabbath,"  "  Jehuda  ben  Halevy," 
a  poem  itself  in  three  parts,  and  "  Disputation."  The  Jewish 
descent  and  Jewish  sympathies  of  the  poet  are  plainly  dis- 
cernible in  these  Melodies,  the  most  interesting  of  which,  and 
Ijrobably  the  best  of  the  whole  collection  contained  in  the 
"  Eomancero,"  is  that  which  sets  forth  the  life  of  Jehuda  ben 
Halevy,  the  great  Hebrew  poet  of  the  middle  ages.  Some 
critics  rank  this  poem  amongst  Heine's  very  best  productions 
The  concluding  piece,  "  Disputation,"  is  in  Heine's  wildest 
style,  and  seems  written  for  the  express  purpose  of  destroying 
the  pleasure  excited  by  the  one  that  precedes  it.  In  none  of 
his  works  is  his  mocking  spirit  more  plainly  discernible.  "It 
"  is  the  most  Voltairian  scene  ever  imagined  by  the  sceptical 
"  demon  of  his  mind."  No  one  can  read  this  polemical  poem 
without  seeing  how  little  Heine  himself  cared  for  any  received 
form  of  religion, — for  the  Christian  faith  as  professed  by  him, 
or  the  Jewish  faith  into  wliicli  he  was  born.     The  piece  ler- 
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minates  in  Heine's  favourite  manner,  namely,  with  an  nnex- 
pected  joke  in  the  last  lino. 

The  collection  entitled  "  Latest  Poems  "  was  written  three 
years  afterwards.  Its  name  shows  that  the  end  was  now  not 
far  oflf.  The  hand  of  a  master  is  still  visible  in  all  these 
poems,  the  most  interesting  of  which  is  perhaps  the  "  SlaA'o 
Ship,"  one  of  the  most  powerful  productions  of  Heine's  pen. 
In  the  year  1855,  he  published  a  French  translation  of  his 
"  New'  Spring  "  in  the  Bevue  des  deux  Mondes.  And  now  the 
end  really  arrived. 

On  the  17th  February,  1856,  Henry  Heine  -\ras  at  length 
released  from  his  suiferings  in  his  house  in  the  Avenue 
Matignon,  No.  3,  as  appears  from  the  obituary  notice.  The 
Bmalhiess  of  the  attendance  at  his  funeral  would  seem  to 
show  that  there  was  some  truth  in  the  saying  that  he  had 
many  admirers  but  few  friends.  The  only  names  of  note 
that  are  recorded  as  having  been  present  on  the  occasion  are 
iMignct,  Gautier,  and  Dumas.  And  this  was  the  man  who 
was  recognized  as  the  successor  of  Goethe  in  the  throne  of 
poetry  in  Germany,  and  whose  songs  were  already  household 
words  in  all  parts  of  that  country!  His  humour  did  not 
leave  him  till  the  very  last.  A  few  days  before  his  death 
Hector  Berlioz  called  on  him  just  as  a  tiresome  German  pro- 
fessor was  Icavmg  the  room  after  wearying  him  with  his 
iminteresting  conversation.  "  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  mc 
"  very  stupid,  my  dear  fellow  !     The  fact  is,  I  have  just  been 

"  exchamjing  thoughts  with  Dr. "  was  his  remark.    Only  a 

day  or  two  before  he  expired,  he  sent  back  to  tlie  printer  the 
last  ijroofs  of  a  new  edition  of  the  "  IJeiscbilder." 

Heine  left  a  singular  will  behind  him,  in  which  he  begged 
that  all  religious  solemnities  should  be  dispensed  with  at  his 
funeral,  and  that,  although  he  called  himf<elf  a  Lutheran,  no 
fiutherau  minister  should  officiate  on  the  occasion.  He  added 
tliatthis  was  not  a  mere  freak  of  a  freethinker,  for  that  ho 
had  for  the  last  four  years  dismissed  all  Die  pride  with  Avhicli 
philosophy  had  filled  him,  and  fi^lt  once  more  the  power  of 
Hiligious  truth.  He  also  begged  for  forgiveness  for  any 
offence  which,  in  his  ignorance,  he  might  have  given  to  good 
niiinners  and  morals. 
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^Yhen  the  private  papers  of  Louis  Pliilippe  ioll  into  the 
bauds  of  the  populace  at  the  sack  of  the  Tuileries  in  Fe- 
bruary, 1848,  it  was  discovered  that  Heine  had  for  many  years 
enjoyed  a  pension  of  some  200/.  a  year  on  the  Civil  List, 
This  discovery  gave  an  opening  to  the  republicans  for  violent 
attacks  on  him ;  but  there  does  not  appear  to  have  been  any- 
tliing  in  the  circumstances  of  the  ca»so  to  make  this  transac- 
tion discreditable  to  either  the  giver  or  the  receiver  of  the 
pension. 

Heine  is  described  as  leaving  lived  in  the  simplest  maimer, 
occupying  three  small  rooms  on  the  thii-d  floor,  the  menage 
comprising,  in  addition  to  his  wife  and  himself,  no  one  but 
an  old  negi'ess  as  a  servant,  and  "Cocotte,"  Avho  has  been 
already  alluded  to. 

Heine  is  beyond  question  the  greatest  poet  that  has  ap- 
peared in  Germany  since  the  death  of  Goethe.  Enough  has 
been  said  in  the  coui'se  of  this  brief  sketch  of  his  life  to  show 
the  singular,  the  imprecedented  character  of  his  genius,  and 
to  illustrate  that  combination  in  his  person  of  two  separate 
natures  that  we  have  stated  to  exist.  What  more  touching 
trait  of  character  was  ever  heard  of,  than  tlie  simple  fact  that 
although  the  last  eight  years  of  his  life  were  spent  in  a  state 
of  intolerable  agony,  he  left  his  mother  in  ignorance  of  his 
sufferings  to  the  very  last!  Yes,  when  stricken  with  total 
blindness,  and  when  dying  literally  by  inches,  all  his  letters 
to  the  "  old  woman  at  the  Dammthor  "  were  written  in  the 
most  cheerful,  hajjpy  tone,  and  he  made  her  believe  that  his 
only  reason  for  employing  an  amanuensis  instead  of  writing 
with  his  own  hand  was  that  he  had  a  slight  affection  in  his 
jyes,  which  would  be  cured  with  a  little  care ! 

The  following  appreciation  of  the  character  of  Heine, 
written  while  he  was  still  alive,  but  when  the  shades  of  dark- 
ness and  death  were  slowly  gathering  round  him,  may  servo 
as  a  fitting  terminalion  to  these  few  pages:—"  It  may  be  said 
"  that  Jieine  boars  within  him  all  the  misery  of  a  mighty 
"  literature  that  has  fallen  from  liis  ideal.  Let  this  be  his 
"excuse.  But  now  his  eyes  are  closing  on  this  pcrishablo 
"world,  whose  contradictions  and  wretchedness  provoked  liLs 
"  painful  gaiety ;  another  wo>'ld  is  opening  on  his  mind.  There, 
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"  no  more  misery,  no  more  irritating  contrasts,  no  more  revolt- 
"  ing  disenohantments ;  there,  all  problems  are  resolved,  all 
"struggles  cease.  If  irony,  in  the  case  of  a  capricious  and 
"ardent  intelligence,  could  be  the  faithful  mirror  of  things 
"below,  there  is  no  room  savt;  for  confidence  and  respect  in 
"  that  .s})iritual  world  that  his  .soul's  looks  are  fast  discovering. 
"He  sought  for  serenity  in  that  light  raillery  which  enveloped 
"  the  whole  universe,  and  played  his  part  in  it  with  grace ; 
"  but  this  serenity  was  incomplete  and  false,  and  often  suftered 
"  his  ill-cured  sorrows  to  break  forth.  True  .serenity  is  a  higher 
"  thing  ;  it  is  to  be  found  in  the  intelligence  and  adoration  of 
"  that  ideal  which  nothing  can  affect,  that  truth  which  no 
"  shadow  can  obscure."  And  so  with  these  words  of  kiudlj 
jjtnpathy,  Heinrich  Heine,- feireweU! 
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SONGS  OF  LOVE. 


1.  LOVES  SALUTATION. 

DAKLING  maiden,  who  can  be 
Ever  found  to  equal  thee  ? 
To  thy  service  joyfully 
Shall  my  life  be  pledged  by  me. 

Thy  sweet  eyes  gleam  tenderly, 
Like  soft  moonbeams  o'er  the  sea  ; 

Lights  of  rosy  harmony 

O'er  thy  red  cheeks  wander  free. 

From  thy  small  mouth,  full  of  glee, 
Eows  of  pearls  peep  charmingly  ; 

But  thy  bosom's  drapery 
Veils  thy  fairest  jewelry. 

Pure  love  only  could  it  be 

That  so  sweetly  thrill'd  through  mo, 
"When  I  whilome  gazed  on  thee, 

Darling  maid,  so  fair  to  sec. 

2.  LOVE'S  LAMENT. 

ON  night's  secrecy  relying. 
Silently  I  breatlic  my  woes  ; 
From  tlie  haunts  of  mortals  flying, 
Where  the  cup  of  pleasure  flows. 

Down  my  cheeks  run  tears  all  burning, 

Silently,  unceasingly ; 
But  my  bosom's  fiery  yearning 

Queuch'd  by  tears  can  never  be. 

B 
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When  a  laugliing  urcliirij  gaily 
Many  a  merry  game  I  play'd ; 

In  life's  sunshine  basking  daily, 
Knowing  nought  of  grief  or  shade. 

For  a  garden  of  enjoyment 

Was  the  world  I  then  lived  in, 

Tending  flowers  my  sole  employment, 
Eoses,  violets,  jessamine. 

By  the  brook's  side,  on  the  meadow, 
Sweetly  mused  I  in  those  days  ; 

Now  I  see  a  pale  thin  shadow, 
When  upon  the  brook  I  gaze. 

Pale  and  thin  my  gi-ief  hath  made  me, 
Since  mine  eyes  upon  her  fell ; 

Socret  sorrows  now  pervade  me, 
Wonderful  and  hard  to  tell. 

Deep  within  my  heart  I  cherish'd 
Angel  forms  of  peace  and  love. 

Which  have  fled,  their  short  joys  j)erisb'J, 
To  their  starry  home  above. 

Ghastly  shadows  rise  unbidden, 

Black  night  round  mire  eyes  is  thrown; 
In  my  trembling  breast  is  hidden 

A  sad  whisp'ring  voice  unknown. 

Unknown  sorrows,  miknown  onguish 

Toss  me  wildly  to  and  fro, 
And  I  pine  away  and  languish, 

Tortured  by  an  unknown  gl(iw. 

But  the  cause  why  I  am  lying 
Eack'd  by  fiery  torments  now, — • 

Wliy  from  very  grief  I'm  dying, — 
Love,  behold ! — The  cause  ari  thou  ! 


8.  YEARNING. 

XX/'ITH  sweetheart  on  arm,  all  my  comrftdcii  with  joj 

*  *       Bencflth  the  linden  trees  move  ; 
But  I,  alas,  poor  desolate  boy. 
In  utter  solitude  rove 
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Mine  eye  grows  dim,  my  heart  is  oppress'd, 

When  happy  lovers  I  see ; 
I'or  a  sweetheart  by  mc  is  also  posscss'd. 

But,  alas,  far  distant  is  she. 

I  liave  borne  it  for  years,  with  a  lieart  fit  to  break, 

But  no  longer  can  bear  with  the  pain ; 
So  pack  np  my  bundle,  my  pilgrim's  staif  take, 

And  start  on  my  travels  again. 

And  onward  I  go  for  hundreds  of  miles, 

Till  I  come  to  a  city  renown'd  ; 
A  noble  river  beneath  it  smiles, 

With  three  stately  towers  'tis  crown'd. 

And  now  my  late  sorrows  no  longer  annoy. 

Made  hai)iiy  at  last  is  my  lo-ve  ; 
For  there,  with  my  sweetheart  on  arm,  I  with  joy 

Can  beneath  the  sweet  linden  trees  rove. 


4.  THE  WHITE  FLOWER. 

IN  father's  garden  there  silently  grows 
A  flow'ret  mournful  and  pale  ; 
The  spring-time  returns,  the  winter's  frost  goe>, 

Pale  flow'ret  rcmaincth  as  pale. 
The  poor  pale  flower  looks  still 
Like  a  young  bride  that's  ill. 

Pale  flow'ret  gently  saith  to  mc  — 
"  Dear  brother,  pluck  mo,  I  pray  !" 

I  answer  pale  flow'ret — "  That  must  not  be, 
"  I  never  will  take  thee  away. 

"  I  seek  witli  anxious  care 

"  A  purple  flow'ret  fair." 

Pale  flow'ret  saith — "  Seek  here,  seek  there, 
"  Seek  e'en  till  the  day  of  thy  deatli, 

"  But  still  that  2)urplc  flow'ret  fair 
"  Thou'lt  seek  in  vain,"  she  saitli. 

"  But,  ])rythcc,  })luck  me  now, 
J  am  as  ill  as  thou." 
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Thus  wliispers  pale  flow'ret,  bcseccliing  me  soro ; 

I  tremblingly  pluck  her,  aud  lo ! 
I  fiud  my  heart  suddenly  bleeding  no  more, 

Mine  inward  eye  brightly  doth  glow. 
Mute  angel-rapture  blest 
Now  fills  my  wounded  breast. 

5.  PRESENTIMENT. 

YONDER,  where  the  stars  glow  nightly, 
We  shall  fiud  those  joys  smile  brightly 
Which  on  earth  seem  far  away. 
Only  in  Death's  cold  embraces 
Life  grows  warm,  aud  light  replaces 
Night's  dark  gloom  at  dawn  of  day. 


WHEN  I  am  with  my  sweetheart  kicd, 
A  happy  youth  am  I ; 
So  great  the  wealth  within  my  mind, 
I  the  whole  world  could  buy. 

But  when  her  swanlike  arms  I  quit, 

In  that  sad  hour  of  pain, 
Away  my  boasted  wealth  doth  flit, 

And  I  am  poor  again. 

7. 

I  WOULD  the  songs  I'm  singing 
Had  little  flow'rets  been  ; 
I'd  send  them  to  my  sweetheart 
For  her  to  smell,  I  ween. 

I  would  the  songs  I'm  singing 

Were  kisses  all  unseen  ; 
I'd  send  them  all  in  secret 

Upon  her  checks  to  glean. 

I  would  the  songs  I'm  singing 

Were  little  peas  so  green ; 
'd  make  some  capital  pea-soup 
All  in  a  soup-tui'cen ! 
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8. 


OF  peace,  and  happiness,  ancl  lieart, 
Thou,  loved  one,  long  time  hast  bereft  mo ; 
And  of  the  gifts  that  thou  hast  left  me 
Not  one  of  these  doth  form  a  part. 

For  peace,  heart,  happiness,  hast  thou 
To  mo  a  life-long  sorrow  given, 
With  bitter  words  commingled  even, — • 

0  take  these  back,  my  loved  one,  now. 

9. 

REMEMBER'ST  thou  those  fiery  glances 
In  which  his  trust  the  novice  plac'd  ? 
That  long-denied  first  kiss  of  passion 
The  ardent  lover  stole  in  haste  ? 

0  glances,  ye  experienced  fish-hooks, 
On  which  the  fish  is  captive  brought ! 

0  kiss,  thou  charming  rod  of  honey, 

With  which  the  bird  is  limed  and  caught ! 

10. 

^pIIOU  spak'st  and  gav'st  a  lock  to  mo 
X      Of  thy  dear  silken  hair ; 
"  Wear  this,  and  I  for  ever  thee 
•'  Within  ray  heart  will  wear." 

Full  oft  have  heart  and  hair  been  call'd 

To  act  this  loving  part. 
Now  say  :  is  not  thy  head  yet  bald  ? 

And  full  thy  little  heart  ? 

11. 

YOU,  loved  one,  assured  me  so  strongly, 
I  wellnigh  fancied  it  true  ; 
That  you  ass(!rtcd  it  was  so, 

Was  no  sign  of  folly  in  you. 
But  that  T  almost  Ijolicvod  it, 
'Tis  this  that  I  so  rue. 


6  Heine's  poems. 


12. 


I'VE  seen  full  many  a  tragedy  play'd, 
Extracting  my  tears  like  magic  ; 
But  'mongst  them  all,  that  touching  sccuo 
Had  an  end  by  for  the  most  tragic, 

Wherein  thou  tookedst  the  principal  part, 
While  I  at  thy  feet  was  panting, — 

How  well  thou  actedst  the  innocent  onOj, 
Thou  actress  most  cnchantinfj ! 


o 


18. 

ASK  not  what  I  have,  my  loved  one. 
Ask  me  rather  what  I  am ; 
For  hut  little  wealth  I  boast  of. 
But  I'm  gentle  as  a  lamb. 

Do  not  ask  mc  how  I'm  living, 
But  for  what,  that  ask  of  me  ; 

For  I  live  in  want,  and  lonely, 
Yet  I  live  alone  for  thee. 

Do  not  ask  me  of  my  pleasures, 
Ask  not  of  my  bitter  smart ; 

Pleasure  ever  flies  his  presence 
Who  doth  own  a  broken  heart. 
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GEKMANY.  1815, 

LET  me  sing  Germania's  glory  I 
Hearken  to  my  noblest  strains  ! 
While  my  si)irit  tells  the  story, 

Thrilling  bliss  runs  through  my  veins 

Time's  book  is  before  mo  lying, 

All  things  that  have  happened  here, 

Good  with  Evil  ever  vying— 
All  before  my  gaze  stands  clear. 
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From  tlie  Frencliman's  distant  nation 
Hell  approacli'd,  with  impious  hand, 

Bringing  shame  and  desecration 
On  our  much-loved  German  land. 

All  our  faith  and  virtue  soiling, 

All  our  heavenly  yearnings  fled, 
All  we  deemed  of  worth,  despoiling, — • 

Giving  sin  and  pain  instead. 
German  shame  to  gild  refusing. 

Dark  the  German  sun  soon  grew, 
And  a  mournful  voice  accusing 

Pierced  the  German  oak  trees  through. 

Now  the  sun  once  more  is  glancing, 
And  the  oak  trees  roar  with  joy  ; 

The  avengers  are  advancing. 
Shame  and  sorrow  to  destroy. 

And  deceit's  proud  altars  hateful 
Totter,  fall  with  hideous  sound; 

Every  German  heart  is  grateful. 
Free  is  German  holy  ground. 

Sce'st  the  glare  yon  mount  illuming  ? 

Say,  what  can  that  wild  flame  he  '? 
Yes !  that  fire  proclaims  the  blooming 

Image  pure  of  Germany. 
From  the  night  of  sin  emerging 

Germany  uninjured  stands ; 
Wildly  is  the  spot  still  surging, 

Where  that  fair  form  burst  her  bands. 

On  the  old  oak's  stems  in  splendour 
Glorious  blossoms  fast  unfold ; 

Foreign  blossoms  fall,  and  tender 
Breezes  greet  us  as  of  old. 

All  that's  virtuous  is  returning, 

All  that's  good  appears  once  more 
Aud  tlic  German,  fondly  yearning. 

Is  exulting  as  of  yore. 
Ancient  manners,  ancient  German 

Virtues,  and  heroic  deeds  ! 
Valiantly  each  son  of  Hermann* 

Waves  his  sword  and  proudly  bleeds. 
*  The  Armiuiua  of  Tacitub. 
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Heroes  never  doves  engender, 
Lionlike  is  Hermann's  race  ; 

Yet  may  love's  religion  tender 
Well  near  valour  take  its  place. 

Germans  through  their  sorrows  lonely 
Learnt  Christ's  gentle  word  to  prize; 

Their  land  'genders  brethren  only, 
And  humanity  is  wise. 

Once  again  returns  the  glorious 
Noble  love  of  minstrel's  song, 

Well  becoming  the  victorious 

Breasts  of  German  heroes  strong, 

As  they  to  the  war  arc  going 

With  the  Frank  to  cross  the  sword, 

To  take  signal  vengeance  glowing 
For  their  perfidy  abhorr'd. 

And  at  home,  no  laboiu'  heeding, 
Woman  plies  her  gentle  hand. 

Tends  the  sacred  wounds  all  bleeding 
In  defence  of  fatherland. 

In  her  black  dress  robed,  entrancin^: 
Looks  the  beauteous  German  damo, 

Deck'd  with  flow'rs  and  jewels  glancing, 
IXiamond-girded,  too,  her  frame. 

But  a  nobler,  prouder  feeling 

Through  me  at  her  vision  thrills, 

When,  beside  the  sick-bed  kneeling, 
Acts  of  mercy  she  fulfils. 

Heavenly  angels  she  resembles 

When  the  last  draught  she  supplies 

To  the  wounded  man,  who  trembles, 
Smiles  his  grateful  thanks,  and  dies. 

He  to  whom  to  die  'tis  given 
On  the  battle-field,  is  blest ; 

But  a  foretaste  'tis  of  lieaven, 
Dying  on  a  woman's  breast. 

Poor,  poor  sonS  of  France  !  Fate  ever 
Unto  you  unkind  has  been  ; 

On  the  Seine's  banks,  beauty  never 
Save  in  search  of  gok]  is  isieeD, 
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German  women  !  German  women  1 
What  a  charm  tlio  words  convey  ! 

German  women  !  German  women  I 
Flourish  on  for  many  a  day  ! 

All  our  daughters  like  Louisa, 

All  our  sons  like  Frederick  be  1 
Hear  me  in  the  grave,  Louisa  ! 

Ever  flourish  Germany ! 


DREAM.  1816. 

SON  of  folly,  dream  thou  ever, 
When  thy  thoughts  within  thee  burn; 
But  in  life  thy  visions  never 
To  reality  will  turn. 

Once  in  happier  days  chance  bore  mo 
To  a  high  mount  on  the  Ehine ; 

Smiling  lay  the  land  before  me, 
Gloriously  the  sun  did  shine. 

Far  below,  the  waves  were  singing 

Wild  and  magic  melodies  ; 
In  my  inmost  heart  were  ringing 

Blissful  strains  in  wondrous  wise. 

Now,  when  gazing  from  that  station 
On  the  laud — how  sad  its  doom  1 

I  but  sec  a  pigmy  nation 
Crawling  on  a  giant's  tomb. 

So-oall'd  men  wear  silken  raiment. 
Deem  themselves  the  nation's  flower  ; 

Honours  now  arc  gain'd  by  payment, 
Eogues  possess  both  wealth  and  power. 

Of  descent  they  boast,  not  merit, 

'Tis  their  dress  that  makes  thc;m  men  ; 

Ohl  coats  now  alone  the  spirit 
Of  old  times  bring  back  again  ; 

When  respect  and  virtue  holy 
Modestly  went  liand  in  hand  ; 

Wbeii  the  youth  witli  deference  lowly 
By  the  aged  took  his  stiiiidi 
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When  a  hand-shake  was  more  valid 
Than  au  oath  or  written  sheet ; 

When  men,  iron-clad,  forth  sallied, 
And  a  heart  inside  them  beat. 

Our  fair  garden  borders  nourish 
Many  a  thousand  flow'rets  fair ; 

In  the  fostering  soil  they  flourish, 
While  the  sim  smiles  on  them  there. 

But  the  flower  most  fair,  most  golden^ 
In  our  gardens  ne'er  is  known, — 

That  one  which,  in  days  now  olden, 
On  each  rocky  height  was  gi-own ; 

Which,  in  cold  hill-fortress  dwelling, 
Men  endued  with  iron  frame 

Deem'd  the  flower  all  flowers  excelling,  - 
Hospitality  its  name. 

Weary  wanderer,  never  clamber 

To  the  mountain's  fort-crown'd  brow  ; 

'Stead  of  warm  and  friendly  chamber, 
Cold,  hard  walls  receive  thee  now. 

From  the  watch-tower  blow  no  warders 
Not  a  drawbridge  is  let  fall  ; 

For  the  castle's  lord  and  warders 
In  the  cold  tomb  slumber  all. 

In  dark  coflins,  too,  are  sleeping 
Those  dear  maids  bards  sang  of  old ; 

Shrines  like  these  within  them  keeping 
Greater  wealth  than  pearls  and  gold. 

Strange  soft  whispers  there  are  blendec. 

Like  sweet  minnesinger's  lays  ;  ' 

To  those  dark  vaults  has  descended 

The  fair  love  of  olden  days. 

True,  I  also  prize  our  ladies, 
For  they  blossom  like  the  May  ; 

And  delightful,  too,  their  trade  is, — ■ 
'Tis  to  dance,  stitch,  paint  all  day. 

And  they  sing,  in  rhymes  delicious, 

Of  old  love  and  loyalty, 
Feeling  all  the  timo  suspicious 

Whc'tlier  such  things  e'er  could  bo. 
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In  tlieii'  simple  minds,  our  motliers 

Used  to  think  in  days  of  yore, 
That  the  gem  above  all  others 

Fair,  man  in  his  bosom  bore. 

Very  different  from  this  is 

What  their  daughters  wisdom  call ; 

In  the  present  day  our  misses  i 
Love  the  jewels  most  of  all. 

Lies,  deceit,  and  superstition 

Eule, — life's  charms  are  thrown  aside, 

Whilst  Rome's  sordid  base  ambition 
Jordan's  pearls  has  falsified. 

To  your  dark  domain  return  you, 

Visions  of  far  happier  days  ; 
O'er  a  time  which  thus  doth  spurn  you, 

Vain  laments  no  longer  raise  ! 


THE  CONSECRATION. 

LONELY  in  the  forest  chapel, 
At  the  imago  of  the  Virgin, 
Lay  a  gentle,  pallid  stripling, 
Bent  in  humble  adoration. 

O  Madonna  !  Tjct  me  ever 
On  the  tlircshold  liere  be  kneeling ; 
Tliou  wilt  never  drive  me  from  thee, 
To  the  world  so  cold  and  sinful. 

O  Madonna  !  Sunny  radiance 
Round  thy  head's  bright  locks  is  gloaming, 
And  a  mild  sweet  smile  is  playing 
Round  thy  fair  mouth's  holy  roses. 

O  Madonna  !  Thine  eyes'  lustre 
Lightens  me  like  stars  in  heaven; 
While  life's  l)ark  doth  drift  at  random, 
Stars  lead  on  for  ever  surely. 

0  Madonna !  Without  wavering 

1  have  borne  thy  test  of  sorrow, 
On  kind  love  relying  blindly, 
lu  tliy  glow  alone  e'er  glowing. 
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0  Madonna  !  This  day  hear  me, 
Full  of  mercy,  rich  in  wonders  I 
Grant  me  then  a  sign  of  favour, 
Just  one  little  sign  of  favour. 

Then  presently  happen'd  a  marvellous  wondei . 
The  forest  and  chapel  were  parted  insunder  ; 
The  boy  understood  not  the  miracle  strange. 
For  all  around  him  did  suddenly  change. 

In  a  brilliant  hall  there  sat  the  Madonna, 
Her  rays  were  gone,  as  he  gazed  upon  her ; 
She  bore  the  form  of  a  lovely  maid, 
Around  her  lips  a  childlike  smile  j)lay'd. 

And  see  !  from  her  fair  and  flowing  tresses 
She  steals  a  lock,  as  she  thus  addresses 
In  a  heavenly  tone,  the  raptured  boy  : 
The  sweetest  reward  on  earth  enjoy  ! 

What  attests  this  consecration  ? 

Saw'st  thou  not  the  rainbow  shedding 
Its  sublime  illumination, 

O'er  the  wide  horizon  spreading  ? 

Angels  up  and  down  are  moving, 
Loudly  do  their  pinions  flutter ; 

Breathing  music  strange  and  loving, 
Sweet  the  melodies  they  utter. 

Well  the  stripling  knows  the  yearning 
Through  his  frame  that  now  doth  quiver  j 

To  that  land  his  footsteps  turning, 
Where  the  myrtle  blooms  for  ever. 


THE  MOOR'S  SERENADE. 

^PO  my  sleeping  dear  Zulcima's 
J-      Bosom  run,  yc  tears  all  burning ! 
Then  will  her  sweet  licart  for  Abdul 
'Gin  to  beat  with  tender  yearning. 

Round  my  sleeping  dear  Zuleirna's 
Ear  disport,  ye  tears  of  angnisli ! 

Then  will  her  fair  head  in  vision 

Sweet  for  Abdul's  love  straight  langiiijah 
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O'er  my  sleeping  dear  Zuleima's 

Soft  liand  stream,  my  heart's  blood  gushing  ! 
Then  will  her  sweet  hand  bear  on  it 

Abdul's  heart's  blood,  crimson  flushing. 

Sorrow  is,  alas,  born  voiceless, 

In  its  mouth  no  tongue  is  growing, 

It  hath  only  tears  and  sighing, 

And  blood  from  the  heart's  wounds  flowing. 

DREAM  AND  LIFE. 

THE  day  was  glowing,  my  heart,  too,  glow'd, 
In  silence  I  bore  my  sorrow's  load ; 
When  night  arrived,  I  hastened  then 
To  the  blossoming  rose  in  the  silent  glen. 

I  softly  approach'd,  and  mute  as  the  grave, 
While  tears  my  checks  did  secretly  lave, 
I  peep'd  in  the  cup  of  the  rose  so  fair, 
And  lo !  a  bright  light  was  glimmering  there. 

By  the  rose  I  joyfully  fell  asleep. 

When  a  sweet  mocking  dream  did  over  mc  creep ; 

The  form  of  a  rosy  maid  was  reveal'd  ; 

A  rosy  bodice  her  bosom  conceal'd. 

She  gave  me  soon  a  rich  golden  store. 
To  a  golden  cottage  the  prize  I  bore ; 
Strange  goings-on  in  the  cottage  I  found, ^ 
Small  elves  are  dancing  in  graceful  round. 

Twelve  dancers  are  dancing,  and  taking  no  rest, 
And  closely  their  hands  together  arc  press'd  ; 
And  soon  as  a  dance  has  come  to  a  close, 
Another  begins,  and  each  merrily  goes. 

And  the  music  they  dance  to  thus  soimds  in  my  eciT : 

"  The  ha])piest  of  liours  will  ne'er  reappear, 

"  The  wliole  of  tliy  life  was  only  a  dream, 

"  And  this  hour  of  pleasure  a  dream  within  droam." 

The  dream  is  over,  the  sun  is  up, 

I  eagerly  peep  in  tlie  rose's  cup. 

Alas  !  in  the  place  of  the  glimmering  light, 

A  nasty  insect  meets  my  sight 


V 
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THE  LESSOR. 
"i/f  OTHER  tells  little  bee, 
-  -^'-JL     Yonder  wax  taper  floe  j 
But  for  Ills  mother's  prayers 
Little  bee  little  cares. 
Round  the  light  hovers  ho, 
Humming  all  merrily ; 
Mother's  cry  hears  not  he, 
Little  bee !  Little  bee  I 

Youthful  one  !   Foolish  one  I 
Poor  little  simpleton ! 
In  the  flame  rusheth  he, 
Little  bee  !  Little  bee  ! 
Now  the  flame  flickers  high, 
In  the  flame  he  must  die  : 
'  Ware  of  the  maidens,  then, 
Sons  of  men  !  Sons  of  men ! 

TO  FRANCIS  V.   Z . 

I'M  drawn  to  the  North  by  a  golden  star ; 
Farewell,  brother  !  forget  me  not  when  I  au  far  ; 
To  poetry  ever  faithful  abide, 
And  never  desert  that  charming  bride. 
As  a  priceless  treasure  preserve  in  thy  breast 
The  German  language  so  fair  and  blest ; 
And  shouldst  thou  e'er  come  to  the  Northern  strand 
0  listen  awhile  at  that  Northern  strand ; 
And  list  till  thou  hearest  a  ringing  remote 
That  over  tlie  silent  waters  doth  float. 
When  this  thou  hearest,  expect  ere  long 
The  sound  of  the  well-known  minstrel's  song. 
Then  strike  thou  in  turn  thine  echoing  chord, 
And  give  me  news  that  may  i^lcasurc  afford ; 
How  matters  with  thee,  dear  minstrel,  go. 
And  with  the  others  wliom  I  loved  so  ; 
And  how  it  fares  with  the  lovely  girl 
Who  set  so  many  young  hearts  in  a  whirl, 
And  filled  so  many  with  yearnings  divine — • 
The  blossoming  rose  on  the  blossoming  RliinG. 
And.  give  me  news  of  my  fatherland  too, 
If  still  'tis  the  land  of  affection  true  ; 
If  still  the  old  God  in  Germany  lives. 
And  none  to  the  Evil  One  homage  now  gives. 
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And  when  thy  sweet  song  thus  lovingly  rings. 
And  joyous  stories  with  it  thus  brings 
Far  over  the  waves  to  the  distant  strand, 
The  bard  will  rejoice  in  the  far  North  land. 

A  PROLOGUE  TO  THE  HARTZ-JOURNEY 

ALL  I  saw  and  heard  when  travelling, 
All  that  sou]  and  heart  found  pleasing, 
All  that  gave  me  food  for  cavilling, 
All  that  tedious  was  or  teasing  ; 

Solemn  jostlings,  wild  excitement, 

Both  of  simpletons  and  sages, — 
All  shall  swell  the  long  indictment 

Of  my  travels  in  these  pages. 

Give  not  travels  life  twice  over  ? 

"When  at  home  one  lives  once  only ; 
Wouldst  thou  nobler  ends  discover, 

Thou  must  leave  thy  closet  lonely. 

On  the  world's  wide  stage,  each  player 

Is  a  mimic  or  a  puppet, 
Eides  his  hobby  his  own  way,  or 

Bids  the  others  clamber  up  it. 

If  we're  laughed  at  by  our  neighbour, 

Riding  in  this  curious  fashion, 
Let  us  liim  in  turn  belabour, 

Jeering  him  without  compassion. 

Read  these  travels  in  the  manner 

And  the  sense  in  which  I'm  writing ; 

Each  one  has  his  fav'ritc  banner 
Under  which  he  fancies  fighting. 

DEFEND  NOT. 

DEFEND  it  not,  defend  it  not, 
Tliis  ^^Tctched  world  below; 
Defend  its  gaping  people  not, 

Who  care  for  nought  but  pomp  and  sliow 

Tlic  tedious  ones,  defend  them  not, 

Who  cause  us  such  onnui  ; 
The  learned  ones,  defend  them  not, 

In  their  o'crpow'ring  pe(huitry. 
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The  women,  too,  defend  them  not, 

Though  good  ones  may  be  there  ; 
The  best  amongst  them  scorneth  not 

The  man  she  loves  not,  to  ensnare. 
And  then  my  fi'iends — defend  them  not  : 

Count  not  thyself  one  now  ; 
For  thou  those  friends  resemblest  not, — 

No !  firm,  and  good,  and  true  art  thou, 

A  PARODY. 

INDEED  they  have  wearied  me  greatly, 
And  made  me  exceedingly  sad. 
One  half  with  their  prose  so  wretched, 

The  other  with  poetry  bad. 
Their  terrible  discord  has  scatter'd 

What  little  senses  I  had, 
One  half  with  their  prose  so  wretched, 
The  other  with  poetry  bad. 

But  'mongst  the  whole  army  of  scribblers, 

They  most  have  stirr'd  up  my  bile, 
"Who  write  in  neither  prosaic 
Nor  true  poetical  style. 

WALKING  FLOWERS  AT  BERLIN. 

YES  !  under  the  lindens,  my  dear  friend, 
Thy  yearnings  may  satisfied  be ; 
The  fairest  of  womankind  here,  friend, 

All  walking  together,  thou'lt  see. 
How  charming  they  look,  how  delicious, 

In  gay  silken  garments  all  dressd ! 
A.  certain  jioet  judicious 

"  Walking  flowers  "  has  named  them  in  jest. 

How  very  charming  each  bonnet ! 

Each  Turkish  shawl,  how  it  gleams ! 
Each  cheek,  what  a  bright  glow  upon  it  1 

Each  neck,  how  swanlikc  it  seems  I 

EVENING  SCINGS. 
1. 

WITHOUT  any  aim,  forth  I  sallied, 
And  roam'd  by  the  pond  o'er  the  loe; 
The  charming  flowers  look'd  pallid, 
And  spectre-like  gazed  upon  mo. 
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Upon  mo  they  gazed,  and  to  cliatter 

And  tell  my  dull  tale  I  began  ; 
They  ask'd  me,  what  was  the  matter 

With  me,  poor  sad-looking  man. 

The  truth,  I  valiantly  said  it. 

No  love  in  the  world  can  I  find  ; 
And  as  I  have  lost  all  my  credit. 

With  want  of  cash  'tis  combin'd. 

2. 

AND  over  the  pond  are  sailing 
Two  swans  all  wliitc  as  snow ; 
Sweet  voices  mysteriously  wailing 
Pierce  through  me  as  onward  they  go. 

They  sail  along,  and  a  ringing 

Sweet  melody  rises  on  high, 
And  when  the  swans  begin  singing, 

They  presently  must  die. 

3. 

WHEN  in  sorrow,  they  dare  not  sliow  it, 
However  mournful  their  mood, 
For  tlie  swan,  like  the  soul  of  the  poet, 
By  the  dull  world  is  ill  understood. 

And  in  their  death-liom-  they  ^^•akeu 

The  air,  and  break  into  song  ; 
And,  unless  my  ears  arc  mistaken, 

They  sing  now,  while  sailing  along. 


^piIE  cloudlets  arc  lazily  sailing 
J-      O'er  the  blue  Atlantic  sea  ; 
And  mid  the  twilight  there  hovers 
A  shadowy  figure  o'er  me. 

Full  deep  in  my  soul  it  gazes, 
With  old-time-recalling  eye, 

Like  a  glimpse  of  joys  long  buried, 
And  liappiness  long  gone  by. 

Familiar  the  vision  appcarcth, 
Mf^thinks  T  know  it  full  well  : 

'Tis  tli<!  mucli-loved  shadow  of  Mary, 
Who  uu  earth  no  lontrcr  doth  dwell. 
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Sho  beckons  in  friendly  silence, 
And  clasjis  mo  with  gentle  despair ; 

But  I  seize  hold  of  my  glasses, 
To  have  a  better  stare  ! 


SONNETS. 

1.  TO  AUGUSTUS  WILLIAM  VON  SCHLEGEL. 

^r'  HE  worst  of  worms :  the  dagger  thoughts  of  doubt — • 
JL      The  worst  of  poisons  :  to  mistrust  one's  power — 

These  struggled  my  life's  marrow  to  devour ; 
I  was  a  shoot,  whose  props  were  rooted  out. 

Thou  pitiedst  the  poor  shoot  in  that  sad  hour, 
And  bad'st  it  climb  thy  kindly  words  about ; 
To  thee,  great  Master,  owe  I  thanks  devout. 

Should  the  weak  shoot  e'er  blossom  into  flower. 
0  still  watch  o'er  it,  as  it  gi'ows  apace, 
That  as  a  tree  the  garden  it  may  grace 

Of  that  fair  fay,  whoso  favourite  child  thou  wert. 

My  nurse  used  of  that  garden  to  assort 
That  a  strange  ringing,  wondrous  sweet,  there  dwells, 
Each  flower  can  speak,  each  tree  vnth  music  swells. 

2.  TO  THE  SAME. 

CONTENTED  not  with  thine  o^vn  property, 
The  Rhine's  fair  Nibelung-treasure  thou  didst  steal, 

The  wondrous  gifts  the  Thames'  far  banks  conceal, — 
The  Tagus'  flowers  were  boldy  pluck'd  by  thee, 

Thou  mad'st  the  Tiber  many  a  gem  reveal, 
The  Seine  paid  tribute  to  thine  industry. 
Thou  pierced'st  e'en  to  Brama's  sanctuary. 

Pearls  from  the  Ganges  taking  in  thy  zeal. 
Thou  greedy  man,  I  pray  thee  be  conteu.t 
With  that  which  seldom  unto  man  is  lent ; 

Instead  of  adding  more,  to  spend  prepare ! 
And  with  the  treasures  whicl  thou  with  such  caso 
From  North  and  South  accustom'd  wert  to  seize, 

Enrich  the  scholar  and  the  joyful  heir. 
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3.  TO  COUNCir.LOPv  GEORGE  S ,  OF  GOTTINGEN 

^I^  HOUGH  the  deincanour  be  imperious,  proud, 
J-      Yet  round  the  lips  may  gentleness  play  still ; 

Though  the  eye  gleam  and  every  muscle  thrill, 
Yet  may  the  voice  with  calmness  be  cndow'd. 
Thus  art  thou  in  the  rostrum,  when  aloud 

Thou  spcak'st  of  governments  and  of  the  skill 

Of  cabinets,  and  of  the  people's  will, 
Of  Germany's  long  strifes  and  ends  avow'd. 
Ne'er  be  thine  image  blotted  from  my  mind  ! 

In  times  of  barbarous  self-love  like  these, 

How  doth  an  imago  of  such  greatness  please ! 
What  thou,  in  fashion  fatherly  and  kind, 

Spak'st  to  my  heart,  while  hours  flew  swiftly  by, 

Deep  in  my  heart  I  still  bear  faithfully. 

4.  TO  J.  C.  ROUSSEAU. 

rpilY  friendly  greetings  open  wide  my  breast, 
J-      And  the  dark  chambers  of  my  heart  unbar  ; 

Home  visions  greet  me  like  some  radiant  star. 
And  mag"c  pinions  fan  me  into  rest. 
Once  more  the  lihino  flows  by  me,  on  its  crest 

Of  waters  mount  and  castle  mirror'd  are  ; 

On  vine-clad  hills  gold  clusters  gleam  afar, 
Vine-dressers  climb,  wliile  slioot  the  flow'rets  blest. 
Could  I  but  see  thee,  truest  friend  of  all, 

Who  still  dost  link  tliyself  to  me,  as  clings 
The  ivy  green  around  a  crumbling  wall ! 
Could  1  but  be  with  thee,  and  to  thy  song 

In  silence  listen,  while  the  redbreast  sings, 
And  the  Rhine's  waters  softly  flow  along  ! 

5. 

ATORTUPtE-CHAMBER  was  the  world  to  mo, 
Wlierc  I  suspended  by  the  feet  did  hang; 
Hot  pincers  gave  my  body  many  a  pang, 
A  vice  of  iron  crush'd  me  fearfully. 
I  wildly  cried  in  nameless  agony, 

From  mouth  and  eyes  the  blood  in  torrents  sprang,—' 
A  maid  passed  by,  who  a  gold  liannner  swang, 
And  presently  the  coup-de-gracc  gave  she. 
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My  quivering  limbs  slie  scans  with  eager  eye, 
My  tongue  protruding,  as  death's  hour  draws  nigh, 
From  out  my  bleeding  mouth, — a  ghastly  sight, 
My  hearts  wild  pantings  hears  she  with  delight ; 
My  last  death-rattle  music  is  the  while 
To  her,  who  stands  with  cold  and  mocking  smile. 


G.  THE  NIGHT  WATCH  ON  THE  DRACHENFELS. 
TO  FRITZ  YON  B . 

'^T^^^'AS  midnight  as  we  scaled  the  mountain  height, 
-L    The  wood  pile  'neath  the  walls  the  flames  devour \l, 

And  as  my  joyous  comrades  round  it  cower'd. 
They  sang  of  Germany's  renown  in  fight. 
Her  health  we  drank  from  Rhine  wine  beakers  bright, 

The  castle-spirit  on  the  summit  tower'd, 

Dark  forms  of  armed  knights  around  us  lower 'd, 
And  women's  misty  shajjcs  appear'd  in  sight. 
And  from  the  ruins  there  arose  low  moans, 
Owls  hooted,  rattling  sounds  wore  heard,  and  groans ; 

A  fui'ious  north  wind  blustcr'd  fitfully. 
Such  was  the  night,  my  friend,  that  I  did  pass 
On  the  high  Drachenfels, — but  I,  alas, 

A  wretched  cold  and  cough  took  homo  with  mo  I 


7.  IN  FRITZ  STEIN]MANN'S  ALBUSl. 

a^IIE  bad  victorious  are,  the  good  lie  low ; 
The  myrtles  are  replaced  by  j)oplars  dry. 

Through  which  tlie  evening  breezes  loudly  sigh. 
Bright  flashes  take  the  place  of  silent  glow. — 
In  vain  Parnassus'  heights  you'll  plough  and  sow, 

Image  on  image,  flower  on  flower  pile  high, 

In  vain  you'll  struggle  till  you're  like  to  die, 
Unless,  before  the  egg  is  laid,  you  know 
How  to  cluck-cluck ;  and,  bulls'  horns  putting  on, 
Learn  to  write  sage  critiques,  both  pro  and  con. 

And  your  own  trumpet  blow  with  decent  prid«j. 
Write  for  the  mob,  not  for  posterity, 
liCt  blustering  noise  your  jiocms'  lever  be, — 

You'll  then  be  by  the  public  deified. 
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8.  TO  HER. 

^pflE  flow'rets  red  and  wliite  that  I  hold  here, 
-I-      Which  blossom'd  erst  from  out  the  heart's  deej 
Wound, 

Into  a  lovely  nosegay  I  have  bound, 
And  offer  unto  thee,  my  mistress  dear. 

By  its  acceptance  bo  thy  bard's  love  crown'd ! 
T  cannot  from  this  earth's  scene  d»isappcar, 
Till  I  have  left  a  sign  of  love  sincere. 

Kemember  me  when  I  my  death  have  found. 
Yet  ne'er,  0  mistress,  shalt  thou  pity  me ; 

My  life  of  grief  was  enviable  e'en, — ■ 
For  in  my  heart  I  bore  thee  lovingly. 
And  greater  blisg  shall  soon  be  mine,  when  I 

Shall,  as  thy  guardian  spirit,  watch  unseen, 
Thy  heart  with  peaceful  greetings  satisfy. 

9.  GOETHES  MONUMENT  AT  FllANKFORT-ON-THE 

MAIN.  1821. 

G^  OOD  German  men,  maids,  matrons,  pray  give  ear 
^     Collect  subscribers  with  the  utmost  speed, 

The  worthy  folk  of  Franlvfort  have  agreed 
To  build  a  monument  to  Goethe  here. 
"  At  fair  time  "  (think  they)  "  this  will  make  it  clear 

"  To  foreign  traders  that  we're  of  his  breed, 

"  That  'twas  our  soil  that  nurtured  such  fair  seed, 
"  And  then  in  trade  they'll  trust  us  without  fear." 
0  touch  the  bard's  bright  wreath  of  laurel  never, 

And  keep  your  money  in  your  pockets  too  ; 
'Tis  Goethe's,  his  own  monuniLiit  to  raise. 
He  dwelt  amongst  you  in  his  infant  days, 

But  half  a  world  now  severs  him  from  you, 
Whom  a  stream  doth  from  Sachsenliauscu*  se\er  I 

10.  DRESDEN  POETRY. 

AT  Dresden  on  the  Elbe,  that  handsome  city, 
Where  straw  liats,  verses,  and  cigars  arc  made, 
Tliey'vo  built  (it  well  may  make  us  feel  afraid) 
A  music-club  and  music  warehouse  pretty. 

•  A  suburb  of  Fraukfort,  on  tlie  further  side  of  tlie  Main. 
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There  meet  tlie  geutlemcn  and  ladies  witty  , 

Herr  Kulin,*  Mias  Nostitz* — adepts  at  the  la-ade,- 
Spout  verses,  calling  action  to  their  aid. 

How  grand  !     Avaunt,  ye  critics  ! — more's  the  pity  ! 

Next  day  the  pajier  tells  us  all  the  facts, 

Bright'sf  brightness  flies,  Child's"]"  childishness  is 

childlike, 
The  critic's  sujjplement  is  mean  yet  wildlike. 

Arnoldi*  takes  the  cash,  as  salesman  acts  ; 

Then  Bottiger*  appears,  with  noise  infernal — • 
'Tis  a  true  oracle,  that  Evening  Journal ! 


11.  BREADLESS  ART. 

HOW  soon  my  poverty  would  ended  be, 
Could  I  the  pencil  use,  and  paint  away, 

The  walls  of  castles  proud  and  churches  gay 
Adorning  with  my  pictures  merrily  ! 
How  soon  would  wealth  replace  my  penury, 

Could  I  the  fiddle,  flute,  and  piano  play. 

And  with  such  elegance  perform  each  day, 
That  lords  and  ladies  all  applauded  me  ! 
But  ah  !  in  Mammon's  smiles  I  ne'er  had  part, 

For  I  have  follow'd  thee  alone,  alas  ! 
Thee,  Poetry,  most  thankless,  breadless  art ! 
When  others  (how  I'm  blushing,  now  I've  said  it  !j 

Drink  their  champagne  from  out  a  brimming  glass, 
I  needs  must  go  without,  or  drink  on  credit ! 

*  German  litterateurs  of  more  or  kss  note, 
t  In  the  oiigiiml,  Hell  and  Kind,  well-known  writers.     II  it 
iieoisaary  to  tmnslate  the  names  lor  the  aike  of  tlie  pun. 
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PREFACE. 

Hi  "^ HIS  is  the  olden  fairy  wood ! 
JL      The  linden  blossoms  smell  sweetly, 
The  strange  mysterious  light  of  the  mc«n 
Enchants  my  senses  completely. 

I  onward  went,  and  as  I  went, 

A  voice  above  me  was  ringing; — 
'Tis  surely  the  nightingale's  notes  that  I  hear 

Of  love  and  love's  sorrows  she's  singing. 

She  sings  of  love  and  love's  sorrows  as  well, 

She  sings  of  smiling  and  aching. 
She  sadly  exults,  she  joyfully  sobs, 

Forgotten  visions  awaking. 

I  onward  went,  and  as  I  went, 

I  saw  before  me  lying, 
On  open  ground,  a  castle  vast, 

With  gables  in  loftiness  vying. 

The  windows  were  closed,  and  all  things  appc.ir'd 
To  stillness  and  sadness  converted  ; 

It  seem'd  as  though  silent  death  had  his  home 
Within  those  walls  deserted. 

A  sphinx  was  lying  before  the  door, 

Part  comical,  part  not  human ; 
Its  body  and  paws  a  lion's  were, 

With  the  breasts  and  head  of  a  woman. 

A  woman  fair !  her  white  eyes  spoke 

Of  yearnings  wild  but  tender  ; 
Ilcr  lips,  all  mute,  were  closely  archd. 

And  smiled  a  silent  surrender. 
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The  niglitingalo  so  sweetly  sang, 

I  found  it  in  vaiu  to  resist  it — 
I  kiss'd  the  beauteous  face,  and,  ah ! 

Was  ruined  as  soon  as  1  kissed  it. 

The  marble  figure  with  life  was  fill'd, 
The  stone  began  sighing  and  groaning ; 

She  drank  my  kisses'  tremulous  glow 
With  thirsty  and  eager  moaning. 

She  well  nigh  drank  my  breath  away, 

And  then,  with  sensual  ardour. 
Embraced  me,  while  her  lion's  paws  press'd 

My  body  harder  and  harder. 

0  blissful  torment  and  rapturous  woe  ! 

The  pain,  like  the  pleasure,  imbounded  ! 
For  while  the  mouth's  kisses  filled  me  with  joy, 

The  paws  most  fearfully  wounded. 

The  nightingale  sang  :  "  0  beauteous  sphinx  ! 

"  0  loved  one,  explain  the  reason 
"  Why  all  thy  raptures  with  jjains  of  death 

"  Are  mingled,  in  cruel  treason  ? 

"  0  beauteous  sphinx!  explain  to  me 

"  The  riddle  so  full  of  wonder  ! 
"  I  over  it  many  a  thousand  years 

"  Have  never  ceased  to  ponder." 
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YOUTHFUL  SOBBOWS. 

T817-21. 

I.   VISIONS. 
I. 
V  love's  wild  glow  I  dreamt  in  former  days, 


Of  mignonette,  fair  locks,  and  myrtle  tvvinii  g, 
Of  lips  so  sweet,  with  bitter  words  combining, 
Of  mournful  melodies  of  mournful  lays. 

Those  dreams  have  long  been  scatter'd  far  and  bauvsih'd^ 
My  dearest  vision  fled  for  evermore, 
And,  save  the  burning  glow  I  used  to  pour 

Into  my  tender  numbers,  all  is  vanish'd. 


BOOK  OF   SONGS.  25 

Thou  liug'rost  still,  desert ccl  song!     Now  go, 

And  seek  that  long-lost  vision ;  shouldst  thou  meet  it, 
On  my  behalf  in  loving  fashion  greet  it, — 

An  airy  breath  to  that  dim  shade  I  blow. 


2. 

A  DREAM  both  strange  and  sad  to  soe 
Once  startled  and  delighted  me  ; 
The  dismal  vision  haunts  me  still, 
And  in  my  heart  doth  wildly  thrill. 

There  was  a  garden  wondrous  fair,— 
I  fain  would  wander  gladly  there  ; 
The  beauteous  flowers  upon  me  gazed, 
And  high  I  found  my  rapture  raised. 

The  birds  were  twittering  above 
Their  joyous  melodies  of  love  ; 
The  sun  was  red  with  rays  of  gold, 
The  flowers  all  lovely  to  behold. 

Sweet  fragrance  all  the  herbs  exhale, 
And  sweetly,  softly  blows  the  gale  ; 
And  all  thiiigs  glisten,  all  things  smilo, 
And  show  their  loveliness  the  while. 

Amid  that  bright  and  flowery  land 
A  marble  fountain  was  at  hand, 
And  there  I  saw  a  maiden  fair 
Washing  a  garment  white  with  care. 

Ilcr  cheeks  were  sweet,  her  eyes  were  mild, 
Fair  hair'd  and  saintly  look'd  the  child, 
And  as  I  gazed,  she  secm'd  to  be 
So  strange,  yet  so  well  known  to  me. 

The  beauteous  girl,  who  made  all  speed, 
A  song  was  humming,  strange  indeed  : 
"Water,  water,  quickly  run, 
"  Let  the  washing  soon  be  done." 

I  went  and  stood  tlion  in  her  way. 
And  whisper'd  gently  :  "  i'rythee  say, 
"  Thou  maiden  sweet  and  wondrous  fair, 
"  For  whom  dost  thou  this  dress  prepare ?" 
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Then  spake  she  quickly :  "  Ready  be  ! 
"  I'm  wasliing  thiue  own  slu'oud  for  thee  '"— 
Scarce  had  her  lips  these  words  let  fall, 
Like  foam  the  vision  vanish'd  all. 

And  still  entranced,  ere  long  I  stood 
Within  a  desert,  gloomy  w^ood  : 
To  reach  the  skies  the  branches  sought ; 
I  stood  amazed,  and  thought  and  thought. 

And  hark  !  what  hollov/  echoing  sound 
Like  axe-strokes  tills  the  air  around 
Through  waste  and  wood  I  speed  apace, 
Until  I  reach  an  open  place. 

In  the  green  plain  before  me  spread 
A  mighty  oak  tree  rcar'd  its  head ; 
And  lo !  the  maiden,  strange  to  see^ 
Was  felling  with  an  axe  the  tree. 

With  blow  on  blow  a  song  she  sings 
Unceasing,  as  the  axe  she  swings  : 
"  Iron  glittering,  iron  bright, 
"  Hew  the  oaken  chest  aright." 

I  went  and  stood  then  in  her  way, 
And  whisper'd  gently :  "  Prythee  say, 
"  Thou  sweet  and  wondrous  maiden  mine, 
"  For  whom  dost  hew  the  oaken  shrine?" 

Then  spake  she  quickly  :  "  Time  is  short, 
"  To  hew  thy  coffin  is  my  sport  I" — 
Scarce  had  her  lips  these  words  let  fall. 
Like  foam  the  vision  vanish'd  all. 

Bleak,  dim  was  all  above,  beneath, 
Around  was  barren,  barren  heath  : 
I  felt  in  strange  mysterious  mood, 
And  shuddering  inwardly  I  stood. 

And  as  I  roam'd  on  silently, 
A  whitish  streak  soon  caught  mine  eye ; 
I  hasten'd  tow'rd  it,  and  when  there. 
Behold,  I  found  the  maiden  fair  ! 

On  wide  heath  stood  the  snowy  maid. 
Digging  the  ground  with  sexton's  sjiade  ; 
Scarce  dared  I  gaze  on  her  aright, 
So  fair  yet  fearful  was  the  sight. 
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The  beauteous  girl,  mLo  made  all  speed, 
A  song  was  liumming,  strange  iucleed  : 
"  Spade,  O  spade,  so  sharp  and  tried, 
"  Dig  a  pit  both  deep  and  wide." 

I  went,  and  stood  then  in  her  way, 
And  whisper'd  gently  :  "Pry thee  say, 
"  Thou  maiden  sweet  and  wondrous  fair, 
"What  means  the  pit  that's  lying  there  r" 

Then  spake  she  quickly  :  "  Silent  be  I 
"  A  cold,  cold  grave  I  dig  for  thee." 
And  when  the  fair  maid  thus  replied, 
Its  mouth  the  pit  straight  opened  wide. 

And  when  the  pit  was  full  in  view, 
A  chilling  shudder  piurced  me  through, 
And  in  the  grave  so  dark  and  deep 
Headlong  I  fell,  and — woke  from  sleep. 

3. 

IN  midnight  vision  I  myself  have  spied, 
As  for  some  festival,  in  ruffles  dress'd, 

In  a  black  gala-coat  and  silken  vest ;  — 
My  sweet  and  trusting  love  with  scorn  I  eyed  ; 
And  bow'd  low  down,  and  said  "  Art  thou  a  bride  ?" 

"  I  wish  thee  joy,  dear  Madam,  I  protest !" 

And  yet  my  lips  reluctantly  express'd 
The  words  so  cold  and  tauntingly  applied. 
And  bitter  tears  then  suddenly  'gan  falling 

From  her  dear  eyes,  and  in  a  sea  of  weeping 
Wellnigh  dissolved  her  image  so  enthralling. 
0  lovely  eyes,  ye  stars  of  love  so  kindly, 

What  though  ye,  when  awake,  and  e'en  when  sleeping 
Deceived  me  oft,  I  trust  ye  still  as  blindly  ! 

1. 

IN  dream  I  saw  a  tiny  manikin. 
Who  went  on  stilts,  with  steps  a  yard  ai)art  • 
White  was  his  linen,  and  his  dress  was  smart, 
]'ut  he  was  coarse  and  most  unclean  within. 
Yes,  worthless  inwardly,  and  full  of  sin; 
Woi-thy  to  seeni  outside  was  his  great  art, 
Of  courage  he  discoursed,  as  from  his  hdirt, 
Defiant,  stubburn,  'neath  a  veil  but  Uiiu. 
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*'  And  know'st  tliou  wlio  lie  is  ?  Come  here  and  See  !" 
So  spake  the  dream-god,  slily  showing  me 

Within  a  mirror's  frame  this  vision  then. 
Tlie  manikin  before  an  altar  stood, 
My  love  beside  him,  both  said  "  Yes,  they  would," 

And  thousand  laughing  devils  cried  "  Amen !" 


WHY  stirs  and  chafes  my  madden'd  blood  ? 
Why  burns  my  heart  in  furious  mood  ? 
My  blood  fast  boils,  and  foams  and  fumes, 
And  passion  fierce  my  heart  consumes. 

My  mad  blood  boils  in  foaming  stream, 
Because  I've  dreamt  an  evil  dream  : 
Night's  gloomy  son  appear'd  one  day, 
And  bore  me  in  his  arms  away. 

To  a  bright  house  soon  brought  he  me. 
Where  sounded  harp  and  revelry. 
And  torches  gleam'd  and  tapers  shone — • 
The  hall  I  entered  then  alone. 

I  saw  a  merry  wedding  feast, 

The  glad  guests  round  the  table  press'd ; 

And  when  the  bridal  pair  I  6pic<l, 

0  woe !  my  mistress  was  the  bride. 

There  was  my  love,  and  strange  to  say, 
A  stranger  claim'd  her  hand  to-day. 
Then  close  behind  her  chair  of  honour 

1  silent  stood  and  gazed  upon  her. 

The  music  sounded — still  I  stood  ; 

Their  joy  but  swcllVI  my  mournful  mood  ; 

The  bride  she  look'd  so  highly  blest. 

Her  hand  the  while  the  bridegroom  press'd. 

The  bridegroom  next  fill'd  full  his  cup, 
And  from  it  drank,  then  gave  it  up 
Unto  the  bride ;  she  smiled  a  thank  ; 
O  woe  !  my  red  blood  'twas  she  drank. 

The  bride  a  rosy  apple  took, 
And  gave  it  him  with  smiling  look ; 
He  took  his  knife,  and  cut  a  part ; 
O  woe  !  it  was  indeed  my  heart. 
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TLey  lovingly  each  other  eyed, 
The  bridegroom  boldly  clasp'd  the  bride, 
And  kissed  her  on  her  cheeks  so  red  ; 
O  woe !  cold  death  kiss'd  me  instead. 

Like  lead  my  tongue  within  me  lay, 
Vainly  I  strove  one  word  to  say ; 
A  noise  was  heard, — the  dance  began, 
The  bridal  pair  were  in  the  van. 

Whilst  I  stood  rooted  to  the  ground, 

The  dancers  nimbly  whirl'd  around ; 

The  bridegroom  sjioke  a  whisper 'd  word,— 

She  blush'd,  well  pleased  with  what  she  heard. 


IN  blissful  dream,  in  silent  night, 
There  came  to  me,  with  magic  might, 
With  magic  might,  my  own  sweet  love, 
Into  my  little  room  above. 

I  gazed  upon  the  darling  child, 
I  gazed,  and  she  ail-gently  smiled, 
And  smiled  until  my  heart  swell'd  high, 
When  stormlikc  daring  words  breath'd  I : 

"  Take,  take  thou  everything  that's  mine, 

"  My  All  will  I  to  thee  resign, 

"  If  I  may  be  thy  paramour 

"  From  midnight  till  the  morning  hour." 

Then  on  me  gazed  tlie  beauteous  maid. 
With  looks  that  inward  strife  betray 'd, 
So  sweet,  so  sad,  while  thus  she  said : 
"  Give  me  thy  hope  of  heaven  instead  !" 

"  My  life  so  sweet,  my  youthful  blood, 
"  I'll  give  with  cliecrfnl  joyous  mood, 
"  For  thee,  O  maiden  angcl-fair, — • 
"  But  hope  of  lieavcn  hereafter — ne'er  !** 

My  daring  speech  flow'd  readily, 
Yet  ever  fairer  Idos.som'd  she, 
And  still  the  beauteous  maiden  said 
•*  Give  me  thy  hope  of  heaven  instead  I" 
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Tlicso  words  fell  on  mc  heavily, 
Then  rusli'd,  like  some  fierce  flowing  OOA, 
Down  to  my  spirit's  depth  most  deep, — 
I  scarce  had  power  my  breath  to  keep. 

There  came  a  hand  of  angels  whito 
Graced  witli  a  golden  halo  bright, 
But  wildly  followed  in  their  track 
A  grisly  train  of  goblins  black. 

They  wrestled  with  the  angels  whito, 
And  drove  away  those  angels  bright, 
And  then  the  gloomy  squadron  too 
Melted  like  morning  mist  from  view.— 

Fain  had  I  died  of  rapture  there. 
My  arms  upheld  my  maiden  fair ; 
She  nestled  near  me  like  a  roe. 
But  also  wept  with  bitter  woe. 

Sweet  maiden  wept ;  well  knew  I  why, 
Her  rosy  mouth  to  peace  kiss'd  I : 
"  0  still,  sweet  love,  that  tearful  flood, 
"  Surrender  to  my  loving  mood ! 

"  Surrender  to  my  loving  mood !" — 
When  sudden  froze  to  ice  my  blood ; 
The  earth  beneath  me  groan'd  and  sigh'd, 
A  yawning  chasm  open'd  wide. 

And  from  the  chasm's  gloomy  veil 

Eose  the  black  troop, — sweet  love  turn'd  pale ; 

My  arms  were  of  sweet  love  bereft, 

And  I  in  solitude  was  left. 

The  gloomy  trooji  around  me  danced 
In  wondrous  circle,  then  advanced. 
And  seized  and  bore  me  to  the  ground, 
While  scornful  laughter  rose  around. 

And  still  the  circle  narrower  grew. 
And  ever  humm'd  the  fearful  crew : 
•'  Thy  hope  of  heaven  was  pledg'd  by  then, 
•'  Tbou'rt  ours  for  all  eternity  I" 
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''l^nOU  now  liast  Uic  money, — why  longer  delay? 
J-      Thou  dark  scowling  fellow,  why  lingering  stay  ? 
I  sit  in  my  chamber,  and  patiently  wait. 
And  midnight  is  near,  but  the  bride  is  still  late. 

From  the  churchyard  the  shuddering  breezes  arise ; — 
Ye  breezes,  0  say,  has  my  bride  met  your  eyes  ? 
Pale  demons  come  round  me,  and  hard  on  me  press, 
Make  curtsies  with  grinning,  and  nod  their  "  O  yes !" 

Quick,  tell  me  the  message  you're  coming  about, 
Black  villain,  in  liv'ry  of  fire  trick'd  out! 
My  mistress  sends  word  that  slie  soon  will  be  here ; 
Tn  a  car  drawn  by  dragons  she'll  shortly  appear. 

Dear  grey  little  man,  say,  what  would'st  thou  to-day  ? 
Dead  master  of  mine,  what's  thy  business,  pray  ? 
He  gazes  upon  me  with  mute  mournful  mien, 
Shakes  his  head,  turns  away,  and  no  longer  is  seen. 

His  tail  wags  the  shaggy  old  dog,  and  he  whines  ; 
All  brightly  the  eye  of  the  black  tom-cat  shines  ; 
The  women  are  howling  with  long  flowing  hair, — 
Why  sings  my  old  nurse  my  old  cradle-song  there  ? 

Old  nurse  stops  at  home,  to  her  song  to  attend, 
The  eiapopeia  is  long  at  an  end ; 
To-day  1  am  keeping  my  gay  wedding  feast ; 
Only  watcli  the  arrival  of  each  gallant  guest ! 

Only  watch  them  !  Good  sirs,  how  polite  is  your  band  1 
Ye  carry  your  licads,  'stead  of  liats,  in  your  hand  ; 
With  yoiu"  clattering  bones,  and  like  gallows-birds 

drcss'd, 
Why  arrive  here  so  late,  when  the  wind  is  at  rest  ? 

The  old  witch  on  licr  broomstick  comes  galloping  on ; 
Ah,  bless  me,  good  mother,  I'm  really  thy  son. 
'J'hc  mouth  in  her  pale  face  beginning  to  twitcli, 
"  For  ever,  amen,"  soon  readies  the  old  wih  h. 

Twelve  with(!r'd  musicians  come  creeping  along. 
The  lim]>iiig  blind  iiddh^r  is  seen  in  the  throng 
Jackpudding  dress'd  out  in  liis  motley  arraj', 
On  the  gravedigger's  back  is  grimacing  away 
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Witli  dancing  twelve  nuns  from  tlie  convent  advauoo, 
The  leering  old  procuress  leading  tiic  dance  ; 
Twelve  merry  young  priests  follow  close  in  their  train, 
And  sing  their  lewd  songs  in  a  church-going  strain. 

Till  you're  black  in  the  face,  good  old  clothesman,  d  jn't 

Your  fur-coat  will  nothing  avail  you  in  hell ; 
'Tis  heated  for  nought  all  the  year  with  odd  things, — 
'Stead  of  Avood,  with  the  bones  of  dead  beggars  an;l 
kings. 

The  girls  with  the  flowers  seem'd  hunchback'd  and  bent, 
Tumbling  head  over  heels  in  the  room  as  they  went ; 
With  your  faces  like  owls,  and  a  grasshopper's  leg, 
That  rattling  of  bones  discontinue,  I  beg. 

The  squadrons  of  hell  all  appear  in  their  shrouds, 
And  bustle  and  hustle  in  fast-swelling  crowds  ; 
The  waltz  of  damnation  resounds  in  the  ear, — 
Hush,  hush !  my  sweet  love  is  at  length  drawing  near. 

Now,  rabble,  be  quiet,  or  get  you  away  ! 
I  scarcely  can  hear  e'en  one  word  tliat  I  say ; 
Hark !  Is't  not  the  sound  of  a  chariot  at  hand  ? 
Quick,  open  the  door !     Why  thus  loitering  stand  ? 

Thou  art  welcome,  my  darling !  how  goes  it,  my  sweet  ? 
You're  welcome,  good  parson  !   stand  up,  I  entreat  t 
Good  parson,  with  hoof  of  a  horse  and  with  tail, 
I'm  your  dutiful  servant,  and  wish  you  all  hail ! 

Dear  bride,  wherefore  stand'st  thou  so  pale  and  so 

dumb? 
The  parson  to  join  us  together  has  come  ; 
Full  dear,  dear  as  blood,  is  the  fee  I  must  jiay. 
And  yet  to  possess  thee  is  merely  child's  play. 

Kneel  down,  my  sweet  bride,  by  my  side  prythee  kneel 
She  kneels  and  she  sinks, — 0  what  rapture  I  feel !  — 
She  sinks  on  my  heart,  on  my  fast-heaving  breast ; 
With  shuddering  pleasure  I  hold  her  close  press'd. 

Like  billows  her  golden  locks  circle  the  pair, 
'Gainst  my  heart  beats  the  heart  of  tlie  maiden  so  fair 
They  beat  with  a  union  of  sorrow  and  love, 
^Jid  soar  to  tJie  regions  of  heaven  above 
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While  our  hearts  arc  thus  floating  in  rapture's  wide  sea, 
In  God's  holy  realms,  all  untrammell'd  and  free, 
On  our  heads,  as  a  terrible  sign  and  a  brand, 
Has  hell  in  derision  imposed  her  grim  hand. 

In  propria  persona  the  dark  son  of  night 
As  parson  bestows  the  priest's  blessing  to-night ; 
From  a  bloody  book  breathes  he  the  formula  terse, 
Each  prayer  execration,  each  blessing  a  curse. 

A  crashing  and  hissing  and  howling  is  heard, 
Like  rolling  of  thunder,  like  waves  wildly  stirr'd  ; 
When  sudden  a  bluish-tinged  light  brightly  flames, 
"  For  ever,  ameu !"  the  old  mother  exclaims. 

8. 

I  CAME  from  the  house  of  my  mistress  dear, 
And  wandcr'd,  half  frenzied,  in  midnight  fear. 
And  when  o'er  the  churchyard  I  mournfully  trod. 
In  solemn  silence  the  graves  seem'd  to  nod. 

The  musician's  old  tombstone  seem'd  nodding  to  be  ; 
'Tis  the  flickering  light  of  the  moon  that  I  see. 
There's  a  w^hisper  "  Dear  brother,  I  soon  shall  be  here !" 
Then  a  misty  pale  form  from  the  tomb  doth  appear. 

The  musician  it  was  who  arose  in  the  gloom, 
And  pcrch'd  himself  high  on  the  top  of  the  tomb  ; 
The  chords  of  his  lute  he  struck  vnth  good  will, 
And  sang  with  a  voice  right  hollow  and  shrill : 

"  All,  know  ye  still  the  oldon  song, 

"  That  thrill'd  the  breast  with  passion  strong, 

"  Ye  chords  so  dull  and  unmoving  ? 
"  The  angels  they  call  it  the  Joys  of  heaven, 
"  The  devils  they  call  it  hell's  torments  even, 

"And  mortals  they  call  it — loving!" 

The  last  word's  sound  had  scarcely  died. 

When  all  tlie  graves  their  months  opcn'd  wide; 

Many  airy  figures  step  forward,  and  each 

Tlie  musician  draws  near,  while  in  chorus  they  screech  ; 

"  Love,  0  love,  thy  wondrous  miglit 
"Brought  us  to  this  dreary  plight, 
"  Closed  our  eyes  in  endless  niglit, — 
"To  disturb  us  why  dcliglit  ?" 
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Thus  howl  they  confusedly,  hissing  and  groaning, 
With  roaring  and  sighing  and  crashing  and  moaning ; 
The  mad  troop  the  musician  surround  as  before, 
And  the  chords  the  musician  strikes  wildly  once  more 

"  Bravo !  bravo  !     How  absurd ! 

""Weicome  to  ye  ! 

"  Plainly  knew  ye 
"  That  I  spake  the  magic  word ! 

"  As  we  pass  the  livelong  year 
"  Still  as  mice  in  prison  drear, 
"  Let's  to-day  be  full  of  cheer ! 

"First,  though,  please 
"  See  that  no  one  else  is  here ; 
"  Fools  were  we  as  long  as  living, 
"  To  love's  maddening  passion  giving 

"  All  our  maddeu'd  encrgie-s. 
"  Let,  by  way  of  recreation, 
"  Each  one  give  a  true  narration 

"  Of  his  former  history,— 
"  How  devour'd, 
"  How  o'erpower'd 

"  In  love's  frantic  chase  was  he." 

Then  as  light  as  the  air  from  the  circle  there  broke 
A  wizen'd  thin  being,  who  hummingly  spoke : 

"  A  tailor  was  I  by  profession 
"  With  needle  and  with  shears  ; 

"  None  made  a  better  impression 
"  With  needle  and  vrith  shears. 

"  Then  came  my  master's  daughter 

"  With  needle  and  with  shears, 
"  And  pierced  my  sorro\ving  bosom 

"  With  needle  and  with  shears." 

In  riglit  merry  chorus  the  spirits  then  laughed  j 
I  a  solemn  silence  a  second  stepp'd  aft : 

"  Great  Einaldo  Rinaldini, 

"  Schinderhanno,  Orlandini, 

"  And  Charles  Moor  especially,  w^.^ 

"  Were  my  patterns  made  by  me. 


BOOK    OF    SONGS.  35 

"  Like  those  mighty  heroes,  I 
"  Fell  in  love,  I'll  not  deny, 
"  And  the  fairest  woman  most 
"  Haunted  me  like  any  ghost. 

"  Sighing,  cooing  like  a  dove, 
"  I  was  driven  mad  with  love, 
"  And  my  fingers,  by  ill-luck, 
"  In  my  neighbour's  pocket  stuck. 

"  But  tht)  constable  abused  me, 
"  And  most  cruelly  ill-used  me, 
"  And  I  sought  to  hide  my  grief 
"  In  my  neighbour's  handkerchief. 

"  Then  their  arms  policemen  placed 
"  Quietly  around  my  waist, 
"  And  the  bridewell  then  and  there 
"  Took  me  'neath  its  tender  care. 

"  There,  with  thoughts  of  love  quite  full, 
"  Long  time  sat  I,  spinning  wool, 
"  Till  Rinaldo's  ghost  one  day 
"  Came  and  took  my  soul  away." 

In  right  merry  chorus  the  spirits  then  laughed  ; 
A  third,  all-berougcd  and  bedizen'd,  stepp'd  aft : 

"  As  monarch  I  ruled  on  the  stage, 
"  The  part  of  the  lover  jilayed  I, 

"  Oft  bellowed  '  Ye  Gods,'  iu  a  rage, 
"  Breath'd  many  a  heart-rending  sigh. 

"  I  play'd  Mortimer's  i)art  best,  methinks, 

"  Maria  was  always  so  fair  ; 
"  But  despite  the  most  natural  winks, 

"  She  never  gave  heed  to  my  prayer. 

"  Once  when  I,  with  desperate  look, 
"  '  Maria,  thou  holy  one !'  cried, 

"  The  dagger  I  hastily  took, 

"  And  plunged  it  too  deep  iu  my  side," 

In  riglit  merry  chorns  the  spirits  then  laugli'd  ; 
A  fourth  in  a  white  Howiiig  garment  stepp'd  alt ; 

"  Ex  cathedra  kept  prating  the  learned  jirijfessor, 
"  He  prated,  and  I  went  to  sleep  all  tlie  while ; 

"  Yet  my  pleasure  had  certainly  not  been  tlic  lesser, 
*'  Had  1  revcll'd  instead  in  his  daugliter's  sweet  smile 


8fi  HEIXe's   POEilS. 

"  From  tlie  window  she  oft  to  mo  tenderly  beckon'd, 
"  That  flower  of  flowers,  my  life's  only  light ; 

"  Yet  that  flower  of  flowers  was  pluck'd  in  a  second 
"  By  a  stupid  old  blockhead,  an  opulent  wight. 

"  Then  cursed  I  all  women  and  rogues  of  high  station, 
"  And  mingled  some  poisonous  herbs  in  my  wine, 

"  And  held  ■^•ith  old  Death  a  jollification, 

''  While  he  said  :  '  Your  good  health !  from  this 
moment  you're  mine!' " 

In  right  merry  chorus  the  spirits  then  laugh'd ; 

A  fifth,  with  a  rope  round  his  neck,  next  stepp'd  aft : 

"  There  boasted  and  bragg"d  a  coimt,  over  his  wine, 
"  Of  his  daughter  so  fair,  and  his  jewels  so  fine. 
•'  What  care  I,  Sii'  Count,  for  thy  jewels  so  fine  ? 
"  Far  rather  would  I  that  thy  daughter  were  mine ! 

"  'Tis  true  under  bar,  lock,  and  key  they  both  lay, 
"  And  the  Count  many  servants  retain'd  in  his  pay 
"  What  cared  I  fir  servants,  for  bar,  lock,  or  key  ? 
"  Up  the  rungs  of  the  ladder  I  mounted  with  glee. 

"  To  my  mistress's  window  I  climb'd  with  good  cheer, 
"  Where  curses  beneath  me  saluted  my  ear. 
"  '  Stop,  stop,  my  fine  fellow  !  I  too  must  be  there, 
" '  I'm  likewise  in  love  with  the  jewels  so  fair,' 

"  Thus  jested  the  Count,  while  he  grappled  me  tight, 
"  His  servants  came  round  me  with  shouts  of  delight. 
"  '  Pooh,  nonsense,  you  rascals  !     No  robber  am  I, 
"  '  I  but  came  for  my  mistress — 'tis  really  no  lie.' 

"  In  vain  was  my  talking,  in  vain  what  I  said, 
"  They  got  ready  the  rope,  threw  it  over  my  head, 
"  And  the  sun,  when  he  rose,  with  amazement  extreme 
*'  Found  me  hanging,  alas,  from  the  gallows'  high 
beam !" 

In  right  merry  chorus  the  spirits  then  laugh'd ; 

A  sixth,  with  his  head  in  his  hand,  next  stepp'd  aft ; 

"  Love's  torments  made  me  seek  the  chace  ; 
"  Rifle  in  hand,  I  roam'd  apace. 
"  Down  from  the  tree,  with  hollow  scoff, 
"  The  raven  cried :  '  head  off  I  head  off  1' 
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"  0,  could  I  only  see  a  dove, 

**  I'd  take  it  home  for  my  sweet  love  1 

**  Thus  thought  I,  and  midst  bush  and  tree 

"  With  sportsman's  eye  sought  carefully. 

'•  What  billing's  that  ?     What  gentle  cooing  ? 

"  It  sounds  like  turtle  doves'  soft  wooing. 

"  I  stole  up  slily,  cock'd  my  gun, 

"  And,  lo,  my  own  sweet  love  was  one  ! 

"  It  was  indeed  my  dove,  my  bride ; 

"  A  stranger  clasp'd  her  waist  with  pride. 

"  Old  gun,  now  let  thy  aim  be  good  !  — 

"  The  stranger  welter'd  in  his  blood. 

"  Soon  through  the  wood  I  had  to  pass, 

"  With  hangmen  by  my  side,  alas  ! 

"  Down  from  the  tree,  Avith  bitter  scoif, 

"  The  raven  cried  :  '  head-off!  head-oti'!'  " 
In  right  merry  chorus  the  spii-its  then  laughed ; 
At  length  the  musician  in  person  stepp'd  aft : 

"  I've  sung  my  own  song,  friends,  demurely, 
"  That  charming  song's  at  an  end ; 

"  When  the  heart  is  once  broken,  why  surely 
"  The  song  may  homeward  wend !" 
Then  began  the  wild  laughter  still  louder  to  sound, 
And  tlie  pale  spectral  troop  in  a  circle  swept  round. 
From  the  neighbouring  church-tow'r  the  stx-oke  of 

"  One  !"  fell, 
A.ud  the  spirits  rusli'd  back  to  their  gi-aves  with  a  yell 

9. 

I  WAS  asleep,  and  calmly  slept, 
All  pain  and  grief  allay 'd  ; 
A  wondrous  vision  o'er  me  crept, 
There  came  a  lovely  maid. 

As  pale  as  marble  was  her  face, 

And,  O,  so  passing  fair  ! 
Her  eyes  they  swam  with  pearl-like  grace, 

And  strangely  waved  lier  hair. 

And  softly,  softly  moved  her  foot 

The  pale-as-marble  maid  ; 
And  on  my  licart  lieistlf  slie  put, 

The  palc-as-marble  maid. 
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How  sliook  and  throbb'd,  half  sad,  half  blesK 
My  licart,  which  hotly  burn'd ! 

Cut  iieithor  shook  nor  throbb'd  her  breast, 
Wliich  into  ice  seem'd  tiu-n'd. 

"  It  neither  shakes  nor  throbs,  my  breast, 

"  And  it  is  icy  cold  ; 
"  And  yet  I  know  love's  yearning  blest, 

"  Love's  mighty  pow'r  of  old. 

*'  No  colour's  on  my  lips  and  cheek, 
"  No  blood  my  veins  doth  swell ; 

"  But  start  not,  thus  to  hear  me  speak, 
"  I  love  thee,  love  thee  well !" 

And  wilder  still  embraced  she  me, 

And  I  Avas  sore  afraid  ; 
Then  crow'd  the  cock, — straight  vanish  d  she, 

The  palc-as-marblc  maid. 


10. 

I  OFT  have  pale  spectres  before  now 
Conjured  with  magical  might ; 
They  refuse  to  return  any  more  now 
To  their  former  dwelling  of  night. 

The  word  that  commands  their  submission 

I  forgot  in  my  terror  and  fear ; 
My  own  spirits  now  seek  my  perdition, 

Within  their  prison-house  drear. 

Dark  demons,  apj^roach  not  a  finger ! 

Away,  nor  to  torment  give  birth ! 
Full  many  a  joy  still  may  linger 

In  the  roseate  light  of  this  earth. 

I  .r.eeds  must  be  evermore  striving 

To  reach  the  flower  so  fair  ; 
0,  v.'hat  were  the  use  of  my  living 

If  I  may  cherish  her  ne'er  ? 

To  my  glowing  heart  fain  would  I  press  her, 
Would  clasj)  her  for  once  to  my  breast, 

On  her  lips  and  her  cheeks  once  caress  her, 
With  sweetest  of  torments  be  blest 
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If  once  from  licr  moutli  I  could  licar  it, 
Gould  Lear  one  fond  whisper  bestow'd, 

I  would  follow  thee,  beckoning  Spirit, 
Yea,  e'en  to  thy  darksome  abode. 

The  spirits  have  heard,  and  draw  nigh  mo, 

And  nod  with  tcrricle  glee  : 
Sweet  love,  witn  an  answer  supply  mo, -- 

Sweet  lovo.  J  lovcst  thou  me  V 
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I ;^  VERY  morning  rise  I,  crying  : 
J     Comes  my  love  to-day  ? 
Then  sink  down  at  evening,  sighing  : 
She  is  still  away  ! 

Sleepless  and  oppress'd  with  sorrow, 

All  night  long  I  lie 
Dreaming,  half  asleep  ;  the  morrow 

Sadly  wander  I. 

2. 

'M  driven  hither  and  thither  along  ! 

But  yet  a  few  hours,  I  shall  see  her  again. 
Herself,  the  most  fair  of  the  fair  maiden-train  ;- 
True  heart,  what  means  thy  throbbing  so  strong  ? 

The  hours  are  only  a  slothful  race  ! 
Lazily  they  move  each  day, 
And  with  yawning  go  their  way  ; — 

Hasten  on,  ye  slothful  race ! 

Wild-raging  eagerness  thrills  me  indeed  ; 

Never  in  love  have  the  hours  delighted  ; 

So,  in  a  cruel  bond  strangely  united, 
Slily  deride  they  the  lovers'  wild  speed. 

3. 

T>Y  nouglit  but  sorrow  attended, 
y     I  wandcr'd  under  the  trees ; 
Tliat  olden  vision  descended. 

And  stole  to  my  h(;art  by  degrees., 


1 
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Wlio  taught  you  the  word  ye  are  singing, 
Ye  birds  in  the  branches  on  high  ? 

0  hush  !  when  my  hf-art  hears  it  ringing, 
It  makes  it  more  mournfully  sigh. 

"  A  fail'  young  maiden  'twas  taught  it, 
"  Who  came  here,  and  sang  like  a  bird  ; 

"  And  so  we  birds  easily  caught  it, 
"  That  pretty,  golden  word." 

No  more  shall  this  story  deceive  me, 
Ye  birds,  so  wondi'ously  sly  : 

Of  my  sorrow  ye  fain  would  bereave  mc, 
On  your  friendship  I  cannot  rely. 


SWEET  love,  lay  thy  hand  on  my  heart,  and  tell 
If  thou  hearest  the  knocks  in  that  narrow  cell  ? 
There  dwells  there  a  carpenter,  cimning  is  he, 
And  slily  he's  hewing  a  coffin  for  me. 

He  hammers  and  knocks  by  day  and  by  night, 
My  slumber  already  has  banish'd  outright ; 
Oh,  Master  Carpenter,  prythee  make  haste, 
That  I  some  slumber  at  length  may  taste. 

5. 

BEAUTEOUS  cradle  of  my  sorrow, 
Beauteous  grave  of  all  my  peace, 
Beauteous  town,  we  part  to-morrow, 
Fare  thee  well,  our  ties  must  cease  1 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  threshold  holy, 
Where  my  loved  one  sets  her  feet ! 

Fare  thee  well,  thou  spot  so  holy, 
Where  we  chanced  at  first  to  meet  I 

Would  that  we  had  been  for  ever 
Strangers,  queen  of  hearts  so  fair  ! 

Then  it  would  have  happen'd  never 
That  I'm  driven  to  despair. 

Ne'er  to  stir  thy  bosom  thought  I, 

For  thy  love  I  never  pray'd  ; 
Silently  to  live  but  sought  I 

Where  thy  breath  its  balm  convey 'd 
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Yet  thou  spura'st  me  in  my  sadness. 
Bitter  words  thy  mouth  doth  speak, 

In  my  senses  riots  madness, 
And  my  heart  is  faint  and  weak 

And  my  limbs,  in  wanderings  dreary, 

Sadly  drag  I,  full  of  gloom, 
Till  I  lay  my  head  all  weary 

In  a  cliilly  distant  tomb. 

6. 

PATIENCE,  surly  pilot,  shortly 
To  the  port  I'll  follow  you ; 
From  two  maidens  I'm  departing, 
From  my  love  and  Europe  too. 

Blood-spring,  from  mine  eyes  'gin  ruuniii{». 

Blood-spring,  from  my  body  flow, 
So  that  I  then,  with  my  hot  blood, 

May  write  down  my  tale  of  woe. 

Ah,  my  body,  wherefore  shudder 

Thus  to-day  my  blood  t>  see  ? 
Many  years  before  thee  standing 

Pale,  heart-bleeding,  saw'st  thou  me ! 

Know'st  thou  still  the  olden  story 

Of  the  snake  in  Paradise, 
Who,  a  cursed  apple  giving. 

Caused  our  parents  endless  sighs  ? 

Apples  brought  all  evils  on  us, 

Death  through  Eve  by  apples  came; 

Flames  on  Troy  were  brought  by  Eris, — 
Both  thou  broughtcst,  death  and  flame  I 

7. 

HILL  and  castle  fair  are  glancing 
O'er  the  clear  and  ghissy  lihino, 
And  my  bark  is  gaily  diuicing 
In  the  sunliglit  all-divine. 

On  the  golden  waters,  breaking 

Sportively,  my  calm  eyes  rest ; 
Gently  are  the  frdings  waking 

That  I  nuurish'd  in  my  breust 
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With  a  fond  and  kindly  greeting, 
Lure  me  those  deep  waters  bright, 

Yet  I  know  their  smoothness  cheating 
Hides  beneath  it  death  and  night. 

Joy  above,  below  destruction, — 

Thou'rt  my  loved  one's  image,  stream 

Blissful  is  Jier  smile's  seduction, 
Kind  and  gentle  can  she  seem. 

8. 

FIRST  methought  in  my  affliction, 
I  can  never  stand  the  blow. — 
Yet  I  did — strange  contradiction  ! 
How  I  did,  ne'er  seek  to  know. 


~Y\7'  ITH  rose  and  cypress  and  tinsel  gay, 

'  '        I  fain  would  adorn  in  a  charming  way 
This  book,  as  though  a  coffin  it  were, 
And  in  it  my  olden  songs  inter. 

0,  could  I  but  bury  love  also  there  ! 
On  love's  grave  grows  rest's  floweret  fair  ; 
'Tis  there  'tis  pluck'd  in  its  sweetest  bloom, — ■ 
For  me  'twill  not  blossom  till  in  my  tomb. 

Here  now  are  the  songs  that  formerly  rose. 
As  wild  as  the  lava  from  Etna  that  flows, 
From  out  the  depths  of  my  feelings  true, 
And  glittering  sparks  around  them  threw ! 

Like  corpses  now  lie  they,  all  silent  and  dumb, 
And  cold  and  pallid  as  mist  they've  become ; 
But  the  olden  glow  their  revival  will  bring 
When  the  spirit  of  love  waves  o'er  them  its  w  iug 

In  my  heart  a  presentiment  loudly  cries  : 
The  spirit  of  love  will  over  them  rise  : 
This  book  will  hereafter  come  to  thy  hand, 
My  sweetest  love,  in  a  distant  land. 

Then  the  spell  on  my  song  at  an  end  will  be, 
Tlie  pallid  letters  will  gaze  on  thee, 
Imjiloringly  gaze  on  thy  beauteous  eyes. 
And  whisper  with  sadness  and  loving  sighs. 
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3.  ROMANCES. 

1.  THE  MOURNFUL  ONE. 

IJ^Vl'illY  heart  with  pain  is  smitten 
J     When  they  see  the  stripling  jalo, 
Who  upon  his  face  bears  written 
Grief  and  sorrow's  mournful  tale. 

Breezes  with  compassion  lightly 

Fan  his  burning  brow  the  wliiloj 
And  his  bosom  many  a  sprightly 

Damsel  fair  would  fain  beguile. 

From  the  city's  ceaseless  bustle 

To  the  wood  for  peace  he  flies. 
Merrily  the  leaves  there  rustic, 

Merrier  still  the  bird's  songs  rise. 

But  the  merry  song  soon  ceases, 

Sadly  rustle  leaf  and  tree, 
"When  he,  while  his  grief  increases, 

Nears  the  forest  mournfully. 

2.  THE  MOUNTAIN  ECHO. 

AT  sad  slow  pace  across  the  vale 
There  rode  a  horseman  brave  : 
Ah  I  travel  I  now  to  my  mistress's  anuc^ 
"  Or  but  to  the  darksome  grave  ?" 
The  echo  answer  gave  : 
"  The  darksome  grave  I" 

And  farther  rode  the  horseman  on, 

With  sighs  his  thoughts  cxpress'd  : 
"  If  I  thus  early  must  go  to  my  grave, 
"  Yet  in  the  grave  is  rest." 

The  answering  voice  confess'd : 
"  The  grave  is  rest !" 

Adown  the  horseman's  furrow'd  chct.k 

A  tear  fell  on  his  breast : 
•*  If  rest  I  can  only  find  in  the  grave, 
"  For  me  the  grave  is  best." 

The  hollow  voice  confess'd: 
"  The  grave  is  best  I" 
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3.     THE  TWO  BROTHERS. 

ON  the  mountain  simimit  darkling 
Lies  the  castle,  veil'd  in  night  j 
Lights  are  in  the  valley  sparlding, 
Clasliing  swords  are  gleaming  bright 

Brothers  'tis,  who  in  fierce  duel 
Fight,  with  wrath  to  fury  fann'd ; 

Tell  me  why  these  brothers  cruel 
Strive  thus  madly,  sword  in  hand  ? 

By  the  eyes  of  Countess  Laura 
Were  they  thus  in  strife  array'd ; 

Both  with  glowing  love  adore  her, — 
Her,  the  noble,  beauteous  maid. 

Unto  which  now  of  the  brothers 
Is  her  heart  the  most  inclined  ? 

She  her  secret  feelings  smothers, — 
Out,  then,  sword,  the  truth  to  find  ! 

And  they  fight  with  rage  despairing, 
Blows  exchange  witli  savage  might ; 

Take  good  heed,  ye  gallants  daring,— 
Mischief  walks  abroad  by  night. 

Woe,  0  woe,  ye  brothers  cruel ! 

Woe,  O  woo,  thou  vale  abhorr'd ! 
Both  fall  victims  in  the  duel, 

Falling  on  each  other's  sword. 

Races  are  to  dust  converted, 

Many  centuries  have  flown. 
And  the  castle,  now  de&crted. 

Sadly  from  the  mount  looks  down. 

But  at  night-time  in  the  valley 

Wondrous  forms  appear  again  ; 
At  the  stroke  of  twelve,  forth  sally 

To  the  fight  the  brothers  twain. 

4.  POOR  PETER. 
I. 

WHILE  Hans  and  Grcttel  are  dancing  willi  glea^ 
And  eacli  of  them  loudly  rejoices, 
Poor  Peter  looks  as  pale  as  can  be, 
And  perfectly  mute  his  voice  is. 
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While  Hans  and  Grettel  are  bridegroom  and  brido, 

And  glitter  in  smart  ostentation, 
Poor  Peter  must  still  in  his  working  drees  bido, 

And  bites  his  nails  with  vexation. 

Then  softly  Peter  said  to  himself, 

As  he  gazed  on  the  couj^le  sadly  : 
•'  Ah,  had  I  not  been  such  a  sensible  elf, 

"  It  had  fared  with  my  life  but  badly  !" 

ir. 

"  "VITITHIN  my  breast  there  sits  a  woo 
T  T      "  That  seems  my  breast  to  sever  • 
"  Where'er  I  stand,  where'er  I  go, 
"  It  drives  me  onward  ever. 

"  It  makes  me  tow'rd  my  loved  one  fly, 

"As  if  she  could  restore  me  ; 
"  Yet  when  I  gaze  upon  her  eye, 

"  My  sorrows  rise  before  me. 
"  I  clamber  up  the  mountain  now, 

"  In  lonely  sorrow  creeping, 
"  And  standing  silent  on  its  brow, 

"  I  cannot  cease  from  weeping." 

in. 

POOR  PETER  slowly  totters  by. 
Pale  as  a  corpse,  and  stealthily ; 
The  very  people  in  the  street 
Stand  still,  when  his  sad  form  they  meet. 

The  maidens  whisper'd  as  they  pitied : 
"  The  grave  he  has  this  moment  quitted." 
Ah  no,  my  dear  young  maidens  fair. 
He's  just  about  to  lie  down  there ! 
As  he  is  of  his  love  bereft, 
The  grave's  the  best  place  that  is  left, 
Where  he  his  aching  heart  may  lay. 
And  sleci)  until  the  Judgment  Day. 

5.    THE  PRISONER'S  SONG. 
"VXyTHEN  my  grandmother  once  had  bewitch'd  a  pool 
y        girl, 

Tlie  mob  would  liavc  burnt  her  quite  readily  ; 
But  tliougli  liercely  tlie  judge  his  mustachios  might  twirl. 
She  refused  to  confess  her  crime  stcadilj. 
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And  when  in  tlie  ciildron  tliey  held  her  fast, 

She  shouted  and  yell'd  like  a  craven ; 
But  when  the  black  vapour  arose,  she  at  last 

Flew  up  in  the  air  as  a  raven. 

IVIy  black  and  feathery  grandmother  dear, 

0  visit  me  soon  in  this  tower ! 
Quick,  fly  through  the  grating,  and  come  to  mc  bexo, 

And  bring  me  some  cakes  to  devour  ! 

My  black  and  feathery  grandmother  dear, 

0  prythce  protect  me  from  sorrow  ! 
For  my  aunt  will  be  picking  my  eyes  out,  I  fear, 

When  I  merrily  soar  hence  to-morrow. 

6.    THE  GRENADIERS. 

''P^WO  grenadiers  travell'd  tow'rds  Franco  one  day, 
JL      On  leaving  their  prison  in  Russia, 
And  sadly  they  hung  their  heads  in  dismay 
When  they  reach'd  the  frontiers  of  Prussia. 

For  there  they  first  heard  the  story  of  woe, 

That  France  had  utterly  perish'd, 
Tlie  grand  army  had  met  with  an  overthrow, 

They  had  captured  their  Emperor  cherish'd. 

Then  both  of  the  grenadiers  wept  full  sore 

At  hearing  the  terrible  story ; 
And  one  of  them  said  :  "  Alas !  once  more 

"  My  wounds  are  bleeding  and  gory." 

The  other  one  said :  "  The  game's  at  an  end, 

"  With  thee  I  would  die  right  gladly, 
"  But  I've  wife  and  child,  whom  at  home  I  should  tend, 

"  For  without  mo  they'll  fare  but  badly. 

"  What  matters  my  child,  what  matters  my  wife  ? 

"  A  heavier  care  has  arisen  ; 
'•  Let  them  beg,  if  they're  hungry,  all  their  life,^ 

"  My  Emperor  sighs  in  a  prison! 

"  Dear  brother,  pray  grant  me  this  one  last  jirayor ; 

"  If  my  hours  I  now  must  number, 
"  0  take  my  corpse  to  my  country  fair, 

"  That  there  it  may  peacefully  slimiber. 
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"  Th()  leglou  of  lionour,  witli  ribbou  red, 

"  Upon  my  bosom  place  tbou, 
"  Ai.d  put  iu  my  hand  my  musket  dread, 

"  And  my  sword  aroxmd  me  brace  thou. 

"  And  so  in  my  grave  will  I  silently  lie, 
"  And  watch  like  a  guard  o'er  the  forces, 

**  Until  the  roaring  of  cannon  hear  I, 
"  And  the  trampling  of  neighing  horses, 

"  My  Emperor  then  will  ride  over  my  grave, 
"  While  the  swords  glitter  brightly  and  rattle  ; 

"  Then  armed  to  the  teeth  ^vill  I  rise  from  the  gravo, 
"  For  my  Emperor  hasting  to  battle  !" 

7.    THE  MESSAGE. 

GOOD  servant !  up,  and  saddle  quick, 
And  leap  upon  thy  steed, 
And  to  King  Duncan's  castle  tlieu 
Through  plain  and  forest  speed. 

Into  the  stable  creep,  and  wait, 

'Till  by  the  helper  spied  ; 
Then  say  :  "Of  Duncan's  daughters,  which 

"  Has  just  become  a  bride  T 

And  if  he  says  :  "  The  brown  one  'tis," 

The  news  bring  quickly  home  ; 
But  if  he  says :  "  The  fair  one  'tis," 

More  slowly  thou  mayst  come. 

Then  go  to  the  ropemaker's  shop, 

And  buy  a  rope  for  me ; 
And  riding  slowly,  bring  it  here, 

And  mute  and  silent  be. 

8,   TAKING  THE  BKIDE  HOME. 

I'LL  go  not  alone,  my  sweetheart  dear ! 
With  mo  thou  must  go  now 
To  the  cheery,  old,  and  cosy  room 
In  the  dreary  cold  abode  of  gloom, 
\Vh(!re  at  tlie  door  my  mother  keeps  guard, 
And  for  her  son's  return  looks  hard. 
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"  Away  from  mc,  tliou  gloomy  man  I 

"  Who  bid  thcc  come  hither  ? 
"  Thy  hand's  like  ice,  thine  eye  glows  bright, 
''  Thy  breath  is  burning,  thy  cheek  is  white;  — 
"  But  I  would  rather  my  time  beguile 
"  With  smell  of  roses  and  sun's  sweet  smile." 

The  roses  may  smell,  and  the  sun  may  shine, 

My  darling  sweetheart ! 
Throw  thy  spreading  white  veil  thy  figure  arounil, 
Make  the  chords  of  the  echoing  lyre  resound, 
And  sing  a  wedding  song  to  me ; 
The  night-wind  pipes  the  melody. 

9.  DON  RAMIRO. 

«  T^ONNA  CLARA !  Donna  Clara  ! 
JL'     "  Through  long  years  the  hotly-loved  one 
"  Thou  hast  will'd  now  my  destruction, 
"  Will'd  it,  too,  without  compassion. 

"Donna  Clara!  Donna  Clara! 
*'  Very  sweet  the  gift  of  life  is ! 
"  But  beneath  us  all  is  fearful, 
"  In  the  tomb  so  dark  and  chilly. 

"  Donna  Clara,  joy  !  to-morrow 
*'  Will  Fernando  at  the  altar 
"  As  his  wedded  bride  salute  thee, — 
"  Wilt  thou  ask  me  to  the  wedding  ?" 

"  Don  Eamiro  !  Don  Eamiro ! 
"  Bitterly  thy  words  are  sounding, 
"  Bitt'rer  than  yon  stars'  decree  is, 
"  Scoffing  at  my  heart's  own  wishes. 

"  Don  Bamiro  !  Don  Eamiro  ! 
"  Shake  thy  gloomy  sadness  from  theo  ; 
''  On  the  earth  are  many  maidens, 
"  But  by  God  have  we  been  parted. 

"  Don  Eamiro,  who  so  bravely 
"  Many  Moors  hast  overpower'd, 
*'  Ovcrjiower  nov/  thyself  too, — 
"  Come  to-morrow  to  my  wedding.* 
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"  Donna  Claris  !  Donna  Clara ! 

"  ^cs,  I  swear  it,  yes,  I'll  come  there ! 

"  And  the  dance  will  lead  off  with  thee ; — 

"  So  good  night,  I'll  come  to-morrow." 

"  So  good  night  I" — The  window  rattled  ; 
Sighing  stood  below  liamiro, 
Seeming  turn'd  to  stone  long  stood  he  ; 
Then  he  vanish'd  in  the  darkness. 

Lastly,  after  lengthen'd  conflict. 
Night  to  day  in  turn  surrcnder'd  ; 
Like  a  blooming  flowery  garden 
Lies  extended  fair  Toledo. 

Palaces  and  splendid  buildings 
Glitter  in  the  radiant  sunlight, 
And  the  churches'  domes  so  lofty 
Glisten  proudly,  as  though  gilded. 

Humming  like  a  busy  beehive, 
Merrily  the  bells  are  sounding  ; 
Sweetly  rise  the  solemn  psalm-tunes 
From  the  Gcd-dcvoted  churches. 

But  look  yonder !  but  look  yonder ! 
Wlicre  from  out  the  market  chapel, 
Mitlftt  the  heaving  crowd  and  uproar, 
Streams  the  throng  in  chequer 'd  masses 

Glittering  knights  and  stately  ladies 
In  gay  courtly  dresses  spai'klc, 
And  tl:c  clcar-toncd  bells  are  ringing, 
And  the  organ  peals  between  times. 

But  with  reverence  saluted, 
In  the  people's  midst  are  walking, 
Nobly  clad,  the  j'outhful  couple, 
Donna  Clara,  Don  Fernando. 

To  the  bridegroom's  palace  entrance 
Slowly  moves  the  gay  procession  ; 
There  begin  the  cercuKmies, 
Stately,  and  in  olden  fashion. 

Knightly  games  and  merry  feasting 
Interchange  with  loud  rejoicing  ; 
Swiftly  fly  the  hours  thus  gladly 
Till  the  Bhades  of  uiglit  havo  fallen. 
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And  tlie  wedding-guests  assemble 

In  tlie  liall,  to  hold  the  dances, 

And  their  chequer'd  gala  dresses 

Midst  the  glittering  lights  are  sparkling. 

On  a  high-exalted  dais 
Bride  and  bridegi'oom  are  reclining, 
Donna  Clara,  Don  Fernando, 
Holding  loving  conversation. 

In  tlic  liall  arc  gaily  moving 
All  the  festal  crowd  of  people, 
And  the  kettle-drums  sound  loudly, 
And  the  trumpets,  too,  are  crashing. 

"  Wherefore,  0  my  heart's  fair  mistress. 
"  Are  thy  glances  so  directed 
"  Tow'rd  the  hall's  most  distant  corner?' 
Thus  the  knight  exclaim'd  with  wonder. 

"  Seest  thou  not,  then,  Don  Fernando, 
"  Yonder  man  in  dark  cloak  hidden?" 
And  the  knight  with  smiling  answered  : 
"  Ah,  'tis  nothing  but  a  shadow." 

But  the  shadow  soon  approach'd  them, 
And  a  man  was  in  the  mantle, 
And  Ramiro  recognising, 
Clara  greeted  him  with  blushes. 

And  the  dancing  has  begun  now. 
And  the  dancers  whirl  round  gaily 
In  the  waltz's  giddy  mazes, 
And  the  gi'ound  beneath  them  trembles. 

"  Gladly  will  I,  Don  Eamiro, 
"In  the  dance  become  thy  partner, 
"  But  thou  didst  not  well  to  come  hero 
"  In  a  bhxck  and  nightlike  mantle." 

But  with  eyes  all  fix'd  and  piercing 
JLooks  Eamiro  on  the  fair  one ; 
Clamping  her,  with  gloom  thus  speaks  he  - 
"  At  thy  bidding  have  I  come  here  !" 

And  the  pair  of  dancers  vanish 
In  the  dance's  giddy  mazes, 
And  the  kettle-drums  sound  loudly, 
And  the  trumpets,  too,  arc  crashing. 
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•'  Snow-white  are  tliy  clieeks,  Eamiro," 
Clara  speaks  with  secret  trembling. 
"  At  thy  bidding  have  I  come  here !" 
In  a  hollow  voice  replies  he. 

In  the  hall  the  wax-lights  glimmer 
Through  the  ebbing,  flowing  masses, 
And  the  kettle-drums  sound  loudly, 
And  the  trumpets,  too,  are  crashing. 

"  Ice-cold  are  thy  hands,  Eamiro," 
Clara  speaks  with  shudd'ring  terror, 
"At  thy  bidding  have  I  come  here  I" 
And  within  the  whirl  they  vanish. 

"  Leave  me,  leave  me,  Don  Eamiro  ! 
'•  Ah,  thy  breath  is  like  a  corpse's  !" 
Once  again  the  dark  words  speaks  he 
"  At  thy  bidding  have  I  come  here  !" 

And  the  very  ground  seems  glowing. 
Fiddle,  viol  sound  right  merry ; 
Like  a  wondrous  weft  of  magic 
All  within  the  hall  is  whirling. 

"  Leave  me,  leave  me,  Don  Eamiro  !" 
Sadly  sounds  amidst  the  tumult ; 
Don  Eamiro  ever  answers  : 
"  At  thy  bidding  have  I  come  here !" 

"  In  the  name  of  God  depart,  then  !" 
Clara  with  a  firm  voice  utters. 
And  the  words  she  scarce  had  spoken 
When  Eamii'O  vanish'd  from  her. 

Clara,  death  in  every  feature, 
Chilly,  night-surrounded,  stood  there. 
And  a  swoon  her  lightsome  figure 
To  its  darksome  kingdom  carries. 

But  at  last  hcT  misty  slumber 
Yields,  at  last  her  eyelids  open  , 
But  again,  with  deep  amazement. 
Would  she  fain  have  closed  her  fair  eyt». 

For  since  they  began  the  dancing, 
From  her  seat  had  slic  not  moved  once, 
And  she  still  sits  by  the  bridcgi-oom, 
And  the  anxious  kniglit  thus  asks  her 
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"  Say,  wliy  are  thy  clieeks  so  pallid  ? 
"  Wherefore  is  thine  eye  so  darksome  ?'*— 
"And  Eamiro?" — stammers  Clara, 
And  her  tongue  is  mute  with  horror. 

But  with  deep  and  solemn  wrinkles 
Is  the  bridegroom's  brow  now  furrow'd : 
"  Lady,  bloody  news  why  seek'st  thou  ? 
"  This  day's  noontide  died  Ramiro," 

10.  BELSHAZZAE. 

THE  midnight  hour  was  coming  on, 
In  deathlike  calm  lay  Babylon. 

But  in  the  monarch's  castle  nigh 

Held  the  monarch's  attendants  gay  revelry. 

And  in  the  regal  ha^x  upstairs 
A  regal  feast  Bclshazzar  shares. 

The  servants  in  glittering  circles  recline, 
And  emj)ty  the  goblets  of  sparkling  wine. 

The  servants  are  shouting,  the  goblets  ring, 
Delighting  the  heart  of  the  ruthless  king. 

The  king's  cheeks  feel  a  ruddy  glow, 
The  wine  doth  swell  his  ardour  so. 

And  blindly  led  on  by  his  ardom-'s  wiles, 

The  Godhead  with  blasphemous  words  he  reviles. 

And  wildly  he  curses  and  raves  aloud, 
Ajiprovingly  bellow  the  serving  crowd. 

The  king  commands  with  a  look  that  bui'ns, 
The  servant  hastens  and  soon  returns. 

Many  golden  vessels  he  bears  on  his  head, 
The  spoils  of  Jehovah's  tcmjile  dread. 

And  the  monarch  straight  seized  on  a  sacred  cuf 
With  impious  hand,  and  iill'd  it  up. 

And  down  to  the  dregs  he  drains  it  fast, 
And  with  foaming  mouth  exclaims  at  last : 

"  Jehovah,  thy  power  I  here  defy, 
"  The  King  of  Babylon  am  I." 

But  scarcely  had  sounded  the  fearful  word, 

When  the  heart  of  the  king  with  terror  was  stirr  d. 
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The  yelling  laughter  is  silenced  all, 
And  deatlilike  silence  fills  the  hall. 

And  see !     And  see !     On  the  wall  so  white 
A  human  hand  appears  in  sight. 

And  letters  of  flame  on  the  wall  so  white 
It  wrote,  and  wrote,  and  vanish'd  from  sight. 

The  king  the  writing  with  wonderment  sees, 
As  pale  as  death,  and  with  trembling  knees. 

The  awestruck  servants  sat  around, 
And  silent  sat,  and  utter'd  no  soimd. 

The  magicians  appcar'd,  but  none  'mongst  tliem  all 
Could  rightly  interpret  the  words  on  the  wall. 

But  Belshazzar  the  king  the  selfsame  night 
Was  slain  by  his  servants,— a  ghastly  sight. 


11.  THE  MINNESINGERS. 

IN  the  minstrels'  strife  engaging 
Pass  the  Minnesingers  by  ; 
Strange  the  war  that  they  are  waging, 
Strange  the  tourney  where  they  vie. 

Fancy,  that  for  battle  nerves  him, 

Is  the  Minnesinger's  steed ; 
Art  as  trusty  buckler  serves  him, 

And  his  word's  a  sword  indeed. 

Beauteous  dames,  with  glances  pleasant, 
From  the  balcony  look  down ; 

But  the  right  one  is  not  present 
With  the  proper  laurel  croAVU, 

Other  combatants,  when  springing 
To  the  lists,  at  least  are  sound  ; 

Minnesingers  must  be  bringing 
T(j  the  fray  a  deadly  wound. 

He  from  whom  the  most  there  draincth 
Song's  blood  from  the  inmost  breast,- 

Ile  is  victor,  and  obtaineth 

From  fair  lips  the  praise  most  blest, 
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12.    LOOKING  FROM  THE  WINDOW. 

FAIE  Hedwig  lay  at  the  window,  to  see 
If  pale  Henry  would  chance  to  detect  her ; 
She  said  half  aloud  :  "  Why  goodness  me ! 
"  The  man  is  as  pale  as  a  spectre!" 

ith  yearning  pale  Henry  look'd  above 

At  her  window,  in  hopes  to  detect  her  ; 
!Fair  Hedwig  now  felt  the  torments  of  love, 

And  she  became  pale  as  a  spectre. 
Love-sick,  now  stood  fair  Hedwig  all  day 

At  her  window,  lest  he  should  reject  her  ; 
But  soon  in  pale  Henry's  arms  she  lay 

All  night,  at  the  time  for  a  spectre, 

13.    THE  WOUNDED  KNIGHT. 

I  KNOW  a  story  of  anguish, 
A  tale  of  the  times  of  old  ; 
A  knight  with  love  doth  languish, 
His  mistress  is  faithless  and  cold. 

As  faithless  must  he  esteem  now 
Her  whom  in  his  heart  he  adored ; 

His  loving  pangs  must  he  deem  now 
Disgraceful  and  abhorr'd. 

In  vain  in  the  lists  would  he  wander. 
And  challenge  to  battle  each  knight ; 

"  Let  him  who  my  mistress  dares  slander 
"Make  ready  at  once  for  the  fight !" 

But  all  are  silent,  save  only 

His  grief,  that  so  fiercely  doth  burn ; 

His  lance  ho  against  his  own  lonely 
Accusing  bosom  must  turn. 

14.     THE  SEA-VOYAGE. 

I  LEANING  stood  against  the  mast, 
And  told  each  wave  of  ocean  ; 
Farewell,  my  beauteous  fatherland  ! 
My  bark,  how  swift  thy  motion ! 

I  pass'd  my  lovely  mistress'  house, 
The  windows  gleam'd  all  over  ; 

But  though  I  gazed  and  gazed  and  gazoA, 
No  sign  could  I  discover. 
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Ye  tears,  obscure  not  tluis  mine  eyes 

On  ttis  too-painful  morrow ; 
My  love-sick  heart,  0  do  not  break 

With  overweight  of  sorrow  ! 

15.    THE  SONG  OF  REPENTANCE. 

QIR  ULRICH  rides  in  the  forest  so  green, 
1^     The  leaves  with  joy  seem  laden  ; 
He  sees,  the  trees'  thick  branches  between, 
The  form  of  a  beauteous  maiden. 

The  youth  then  said  :  "  Well  know  I  thee. 

"  So  blooming  and  glowing  thy  face  is ; 
"  Alluringly  ever  encircles  it  me, 

"  In  deserts  or  crowded  places. 

"  Those  lips,  by  fresh  loveliness  ever  stirr'd, 

"  Appear  a  pair  of  roses  ; 
"  Yet  many  a  hateful  bitter  word 

"  That  roguish  mouth  discloses. 

"  A  pretty  rosebush  a  mouth  like  this 

"Resembles  very  closely, 
"  Where  cunning  poisonous  serpents  hiss 

"  Amid  the  leaves  morosely. 

"  Within  those  beauteous  cheeks  there  lies 

"  A  sweet  and  beauteous  dimple  ; 
"  That  is  the  grave  where  I  fell  by  surprise. 

"  Lured  on  by  a  yearning  simple. 

*'  There  see  I  the  beauteous  locks  of  hair, 
"  That  once  so  lovingly  pleased  me  ; 

"  That  is  the  net  so  wondrous  fair 
"  Wherewith  the  Evil  One  seized  me. 

"  And  that  blue  eye,  that  so  sweetly  fell, 

"  As  clear  as  the  ocean  even, 
"  It  proved  to  bo  the  portal  of  liell, 

"  Thougli  I  thought  it  the  gateway  of  heaven.'' 

In  the  wood  still  farther  Sir  Ulrich  doth  ride, 

The  leaves  make  a  rustling  dreary , 
A  second  figure  afar  lie  spied, 

That  scem'd  so  sad  and  weary. 
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The  youth  tlicn  said  :  "  0  mother  dear, 

"  Who  lov'dst  me  to  distraction, 
"  But  to  whom  in  life  I  caused  many  a  tear, 

"  By  evil  word  and  action ! 

"  0  would  that  to  dry  thine  eyes  could  avail 

"  My  sorrow  so  fiercely  glowing  ! 
"  0  could  I  but  redden  thy  cheeks  so  pale 

"  With  the  blood  from  my  own  heart  flowing !" 

And  farther  rides  Sir  Ulrich  there, 
The  night  o'er  the  forest  is  falling  ; 

Many  singular  voices  fill  the  air, 
The  evening  breezes  are  calling. 

The  youth  then  hears  his  sorrowing  words 

Full  often  near  him  ringing  ; 
'Tis  the  notes  of  the  mocking  forest  birds 

All  twittering  loudly  and  singing  : 

"  Sir  Ulrich  sings  a  pretty  song, 

''  We  call  it  the  song  of  repentance  ; 

''  And  when  he  has  reach'd  the  end  of  his  song, 
"  He'll  repeat  it  sentence  by  sentence." 

16.    TO  A  SINGER,   ON  HER  SINGING  AN  OLD 
ROMANCE. 

STILL  think  I  of  the  magic  fair  one, 
How  on  her  first  my  glances  fell ! 
How  her  dear  tones  resounded  sweetly, 
How  they  my  heart  enthrall'd  comi)letcly, 
How  down  my  cheeks  the  tears  coursed  flLsetly 
But  how  it  chanced,  I  could  not  tell. 

There  over  me  had  crept  a  vision  : 

Methought  I  was  again  a  child, 
And  in  my  motlicr's  chamber  sitting 
In  silence,  by  the  lamp-light  flitting, 
And  reading  fairy  tales  befitting, 

Whilst  outside  roar'd  the  tempest  wild. 

Tlie  tales  began  with  life  to  glimmer, 
The  knights  arise  from  out  the  grave  ; 

By  Eoncesvall  the  battle  rages, 

Sir  Roland  in  the  fight  engages, 

And  with  him  many  a  valiant  page  is, — 
And  also  Ganelon,  the  knave. 
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By  liim  is  Koland  ill  entreated, 

He  swims  in  blood,  fast  ebbs  bis  breatb ; 

Scarce  can  bis  born,  at  sucb  far  distance, 

Call  Cbarlemagne  to  bis  assistance  : 

So  passed  away  tbe  knigbt's  existence. 
And,  witb  bim,  sank  my  dream  in  deatb. 

It  was  a  loud  confused  ecbo 

Tbat  from  my  vision  wakened  me. 
Tbe  legend  tbat  sbe  sang  was  ended, 
Tbe  people  beartily  commended. 
And  ofttimes  sbouted  :  "  Bravo  !  splendid!" 

Low  bow'd  tbe  singer  gracefully. 

17.  THE  SONG  OF  THE  DUCATS. 

OMY  golden  ducats  dear. 
Tell  me  wby  ye  are  not  bere  ? 

Are  ye  witb  tbe  golden  fisbcs 
Wbicb  witbin  tbe  stream  so  gaily 
Leap  and  splasb  and  wriggle  daily  ? 

Are  ye  witb  tbe  golden  flow'rets 
Wbicb,  o'er  green  fields  scattered  ligbtly, 
In  tbe  morning  dew  gleam  brigbtly  ? 

Are  ye  witb  tbe  golden  bird-kins 
Wbicb  we  see  in  bappy  cborus 
In  tbe  blue  skies  bov'ring  o'er  us  ? 

Are  ye  witb  tbo  golden  planets 
Wliicb  in  radiant  crowds  eacb  even 
Smile  in  yonder  distant  beaven? 

Ye,  alas,  my  golden  ducats, 
Swim  not  in  tbe  streaiulet  brigbt. 

Sparkle  not  on  meadow  green. 

Hover  not  in  skies  serene. 
Smile  not  in  tbe  bcavcns  by  nigbt. — 
Creditors,  Avitb  greedy  paws, 
Hold  you  safely  in  tbcir  claws. 

18.  DIALOGUE  ON  TADEUBORN  HEATH. 

nEAli'ST  tbou  not  far  music  ringing, 
As  of  double-bass  and  fiddle  ? 
Many  fair  ones  tbcre  are  si>ringing 
Gaily  up  and  down  tbe  middle. 
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"  You're  mistaken  friend,  in  speaking 
"  Thus  of  fiddle  and  its  brother  ; 

"  I  but  hear  young  porkers  squeaking, 
"  And  the  grunting  of  their  mother. ' 

Hear'st  thou  not  the  forest  bugle? 

Hunters  in  the  chase  are  straying ; 
Gentle  lambs  are  feeding,  frugal 

Shepherds  on  their  pipes  are  playing. 
"  Ah,  my  friend,  what  you  just  now  heard, 

"  Was  not  bugles,  pipes,  or  hunters ; 
"  I  can  only  see  the  sow-herd 

"  Slowly  driving  home  his  grunters." 

Hear'st  thou  not  the  distant  voices 
In  sweet  rivalry  contending  ? 

Many  an  angel  blest  rejoices 

Strains  like  these  to  hear  ascending. 

"  Ah,  that  music  sweetly  ringing 

"  is,  my  friend,  no  rival  chorus ; 
"  'Tis  but  youthful  gooseherds,  singing    ^ 

"  As  they  drive  their  geese  before  us." 
Hear'st  thou  not  the  church-bells  holy, 

Sweet  and  clear,  with  deep  emotion  ? 
To  the  village-chapel  slowly 

Wend  the  people  with  devotion. 

"  Ah,  my  friend,  the  bells  'tis  only 
"  Of  the  cows  and  oxen  also, 

"  Who,  with  sunken  heads  and  lonely, 
"  Go  back  to  their  gloomy  stalls  so." 

See'st  thou  not  the  veil  just  moving  ? 

See'st  thou  not  those  soft  advances  ? 
There  I  see  my  mistress  loving. 

Humid  sorrow  in  her  glances. 
"  She,  my  friend,  who  nods  so  much,  is 

"  An  old  woman,  Betsy  namely ; 
"  Pale  and  haggard,  on  her  crutches 

"  O'er  the  meadow  limps  she  lamely." 

Overwhelm  me  with  confusion 

At  my  questions,  friend,  each  minute ; 

Wilt  thou  deem  a  mere  illusion 
What  my  bosom  holds  within  it  ? 
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19.   LIFE'S  SALUTATIONS. 
(From  an  Album.) 

THIS  earth  resembles  a  higliway  vast, 
We  men  are  the  trav'llers  along  it ; 
On  foot  and  on  horseback  we  hurry  on  fast, 
And  as  runners  or  couriers  throng  it. 

In  passing  each  other,  we  nod  and  we  greet 

With  our  handkerchiefs  waved  from  the  coaches ; 
We  fain  would  embrace,  but  our  horses  aro  il-ect, 

And  speed  on,  despite  all  reproaches. 
Dear  Prince  Alexander,  as  onward  we  go. 

We  scarcely  have  met  at  a  station, 
When  the  signal  to  start  the  postilions  blow, 

Compelling  our  sad  separation. 

20.  QUITE  TRUE. 

■\T/^HEN  the  spring  returns  with  the  sun's  sweai 
>T  light. 

The  flowers  then  bud  and  blossom  apace  ; 

When  the  moon  begins  her  radiant  race, 
Then  the  stars  swim  after  her  track  so  bright. 
When  the  minstrel  sees  two  beautiful  eyes, 
Then  songs  from  his  inmost  bosom  arise  ; — 
But  songs  and  stars  and  flowerets  gay, 
And  eyes  and  moonbeams  and  sun's  bright  ray, 

However  delightful  they  are, 

Don't  make  up  the  world,  friend,  by  fiXT. 

4.  SONNETS. 
TO  A.  W.  VOX  SCHLEGEL. 

IN  dainty  hoop,  with  flowers  ail-richly  dight. 
With  beauty-patches  on  her  painted  face. 
With  pointed  shoes  all  hung  about  with  laco, 
With  tow'riug  curls,  and,  wasp-liko,  fastcu'd  tight,  — 
Thus  was  tho  spurious  muse  e(pii])p'd  that  night 
When  first  she  offer'd  thee  her  fond  embrace  ; 
But  thou  eludedst  her  and  leftst  the  place. 
Led  by  a  mystic  impulse  from  her  sight : 
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A  castlo  ill  Ihe  desert  tlion  didst  find, 
Wliere,  like  a  lovely  marble  image  slirin'd, 

Lay  a  fair  maid,  in  magic  slumber  sunk ; 
But  soon  tbe  spell  was  loosed, — when  kiss'd  by  tliee, 
With  smiles  the  lawful  muse  of  Germany 

Awoke,  and  sank  within  thine  arms,  love  di'unk. 

TO  MY  MOTHER,  B.  HEINE, 
n^e  VON  GELDERN. 


I  HAVE  been  wont  to  bear  my  head  right  high, 
My  temper  too  is  somewhat  stern  and  rough ; 
Even  before  a  monavch's  cold  rebuff 
I  would  not  timidly  avert  mine  eye. 
Yet,  mother  dear,  I'll  tell  it  oi)enly  : 

Much  as  my  haughty  pride  may  swell  and  jiuflF, 
I  feel  submissive  and  subdued  enough, 
When  thy  much- cherished,  darling  form  is  nigh. 
Is  it  thy  spirit  that  subdues  me  then, 
Thy  spirit,  grasping  all  tilings  in  its  ken, 
And  soaring  to  the  light  of  heaven  again  ? 
By  the  sad  recollection  I'm  oppress'd 
That  I  have  done  so  much  that  grieved  thy  breast. 
Which  loved  me,  more  than  all  things  else,  the  best, 

2. 

WITH  foolish  fancy  I  deserted  thee  ; 
I  fain  would  search  the  whole  world  through,  to 
learn 

If  in  it  I  perchance  could  love  discern, 
That  I  might  love  embrace  right-lovingly. 
I  sought  for  love  as  far  as  eye  could  see. 

My  hands  extending  at  each  door  in  turn. 

Begging  them  not  my  jirayer  for  love  to  spurn — 
Cold  hate  alone  they  laughing  gave  to  me. 
And  ever  scarch'd  I  after  love  ;  yes,  ever 
Search'd  after  love,  but  love  discover'd  never, 

And  so  I  liomeward  went,  with  troubled  thought ; 
But  thou  wert  there  to  welcome  me  again. 
And,  ah,  what  in  thy  dear  eye  floated  then 

Thai  was  the  sweet  loyc  I  so  long  had  sought. 
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TO  H.  S. 


WHEN  I  thy  book,  friend,  open  hastily, 
Full  many  a  cherisli'd  ijicture  moots  my  viow^ 
And  many  a  golden  image  that  I  knew 

In  boyish  dreams  and  days  of  infancy. 

Proudly  tow'rd  heaven  upsoaring,  then  I  see 
The  pious  dome,  rear'd  by  religion  true, 
I  hear  the  sound  of  bell  and  organ  too, 

Love's  sweet  lament  at  times  addressing  me. 

Well  see  I,  too,  how  o'er  the  dome  they  skip, 
The  nimble  dwarfs,  and  with  malicious  joy 
The  beauteous  flow'r-  and  cajyed-  work  destroy. 

But  though  the  oak  of  foliage  we  may  strip, 
And  rob  it  of  its  fair  and  verdant  grace. 
When  spring  returns,  fresh  leaves  it  dons  apace. 

FRESCO-SONNETS  TO  CHRISTIAN  8—. 
1. 

I  TAKE  no  notice  of  the  blockheads  tamo 
Who,  seeming  to  be  golden,  are  but  sand  ; 

I  never  offer  to  that  rogue  my  hand 
Who  secretly  would  injure  my  good  name  ; 
I  bow  not  to  the  harlots  who  proclaim 

Boldly  their  infamy  throughout  the  land  ; 

And  wlien  in  victor-cars  the  rabble  band 
Draw  their  vain  idols,  with  them  I  ne'er  came. 
Well  know  I  that  tlie  oak  must  fall  indeed, 
Wliilst  Ijy  tlic  streamlet's  side  the  pliant  reed 
Stands  in  all  winds  and  weathers,  fearing  not  ; 
But  say,  what  is  the  reed's  eventual  lot  ? 
What  joy !     As  walldng-stick  it  serves  tlie  dandy, 
Or  else  for  beating  clothes  they  find  it  handy. 


GIVE  mc  a  mask,  I'll  join  the  masquerade 
As  country  clown,  so  that  the  rabble  ror 
Who  in  their  proud  disguises  strut  about 
May  not  suppose  me  one  of  their  vile  trade. 
Givo  rae  low  manners,  Avords  on  purpose  made 
To  show  vulgarity  beyond  all  doubt ; 
All  sparks  of  spirit  I'll  with  care  put  out 
Wherewith  dull  fools  cofiuct  in  accents  staid. 
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So  will  I  dance  then  at  tho  great  mask'd  ball, 

By  German  kniglits,  monks,  kings  surrounded  too, 
By  Harlequin  saluted,  known  to  few. 

With  wooden  swords  they'll  strike  me,  one  and  all. 
That  is  the  joke.     For  if  I  show  my  face. 
The  rascals  will  be  silenced  in  disgrace. 

3. 

[LAUGH  at  all  the  fools  who  at  me  gape, 
And  whom  with  jurying  goat-like  face  I  see ; 
I  laugh  at  every  fox  who  knavishly 
And  idly  snuffs  me  like  a  very  grape ; 
I  laugh  at  every  vain  pretentious  ape, 

Who  a  proud  judge  of  genius  claims  to  be ; 
I  laugh  at  all  the  knaves  who  threaten  me 
With  poisonous  weapons  whence  there's  no  escajiw. 
For  when  the  charming  fancies  joy  once  gave 
Are  wrested  from  us  by  the  hands  of  fate. 
And  at  our  feet  in  thousand  atoms  cast, 
And  when  our  very  heart  is  torn  at  last, 
All  torn  and  cut  and  pierced  and  desolate, 
A  fine  shrill  laugh  we  still  have  power  to  save. 

4. 

AST  RANGE  and  charming  tale  still  haunts  my  miml, 
Wherein  a  song  the  leading  part  assumes. 
And  in  the  song  there  lives  and  twines  and  blooms 
A  lovely  specimen  of  womankind  ; 
And  in  this  maiden  is  a  heart  enshrined. 
And  yet  no  love  that  little  heart  illumes ; 
Her  loveless  frosty  disjiosition  dooms 
Her  life  to  suffer  from  her  pride  so  blind. 
Hear'st  thou  how  in  my  head  the  tale  comes  back  ? 
And  how  the  song  sounds  solemnly  and  sad  ? 
And  how  the  maiden  titters  softly  yet  ? 
I  only  fear  lest  my  poor  head  should  crack. 
Alas  !  it  would  indeed  be  far  too  bad. 
If  my  unlucky  reason  were  upsel;. 

5. 

AT  evening's  silent,  melancholy  hour. 
Long  buried  songs  around  me  take  theii  place. 
And  burning  tears  course  swiftly  down  my  face, 
A-ud  my  old  heaj't- wounds  bleed  with  greater  power. 
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My  love's  deal  image  like  a  beauteous  flower 
As  in  a  magic  glass  again  I  trace  ; 
In  bodice  red  she  sits  and  sews  apace, 

And  silence  reigns  around  her  blissful  bower. 

But  on  a  sudden  springs  she  from  her  seat, 

And  cuts  from  her  dear  head  a  beauteous  lock, 
And  gives  it  mc — the  very  joy's  a  shoe  k. 

The  Evil  One  soon  spoilt  my  rapture  sweet : 
The  hair  he  twisted  in  a  rope  full  strong, 
And  many  a  year  has  dragg'd  mc  thus  along. 

6. 

•'  "TXT^HEN  I  a  year  ago  again  met  thee, 

TT    "No    kiss   thou    gav'st    me   in    that   moraeul 

blest  ;"— 
Thus  spake  I,  and  my  love  a  kiss  impress'd 

With  rosy  mouth  ujion  my  lips  with  glee. 

With  a  sweet  smile  she  from  a  myrtle  tree 
Hard  by  us  pluck'd  a  twig,  and  said  in  jest : 
"  Take  thou  this  twig,  in  fresh  earth  let  it  rest, 

"  And  o'er  it  place  a  glass," — then  nodded  she. 

Twas  long  ago.     The  twig  died  in  the  pot. 
'Tis  many  a  year  since  she  hath  cross'd  my  sight ; 

Yet  in  my  head  that  kiss  still  burnetii  hot. 

Lately  returning  home,  I  sought  the  place 

Where  dwells  my  love.     Before  her  house  all  night 

J  stood,  and  left  when  morning  show'd  its  face. 

7. 

OF  savage  devils'-brats,  my  friend,  beware, 
But  gentle  angels'-brats  move  hearts  will  break  ; 

Once  sucli  a  one  a  sweet  kiss  bid  mc  take. 
But  when  I  came,  I  felt  sharp  talons  there. 
Of  black  and  ancient  cats,  my  friend,  take  care. 

But  white  young  kittens  are  still  more  awake  ; 

Once  such  a  one  my  swcctlicart  did  I  make, — 
My  heart  my  sweetheart  savagely  did  tear. 
O  darling  brat !     0  maiden  passing  sweet  1 

How  could  thy  clear  eye  e'er  deceive  mc  so  ? 

How  could  tliy  paw  e'er  give  mc  such  a  blow? 
O  my  dear  kitten's  paw  so  soft  and  neat ! 

Could  I  but  press  thee  to  my  glowing  lip! 

And  could  my  life-blood  meanwhile  cease  to  drip  I 
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n^HOU  oft  liast  seen  me  boldly  strive  witli  tbose,- 
JL      Both  spectacled  old  fop  and  j)ainted  dame, — 

Who  gladly  would  destroy  my  honest  name, 
And  gladly  see  my  last  expifiug  throes. 
Thou  oft  hast  seen  how  pedants  round  me  close, 

How  fools  with  cap  and  bells  my  life  defame, 

How  poisonous  serpents  gnaw  my  sinking  frame, 
Whilst  from  a  thousand  wounds  my  life-blood  flows 
But  finn  as  any  tower  there  stood  thy  form  ; 
Thy  head  a  lighthouse  was  amid  the  storm, 

Thy  faithful  heart  a  haven  was  for  me  ; 
Though  round  that  haven  roars  the  raging  main, 
And  ftw  the  ships  the  landing  place  that  gain, 

Once  there,  wo  slumber  in  security. 


I^ATN  would  I  weep,  but,  ah,  I  cannot  weep  ; 
Fain  would  I  upwards  full  of  vigour  spring 
But  cannot ;  to  the  earth  I  needs  must  cling, 
Spurn'd  by  th.e  reptiles  that  around  me  creep. 
Fain  would  I  near  my  beauteous  mistress  kecj), 
Near  my  briglit  light  of  life  be  hovering. 
And  in  her  dear  sweet  breath  be  revelling, 
But  cannot ;  for  my  heart  with  sorrow  deep 
Is  breaking ;  from  my  broken  heart  doth  flow 
My  burning  blood,  my  strength  within  me  fades. 
And  darker,  darker  grows  the  world  to  me. 
With  secret  awe  I  yearn  unceasingly 
For  yonder  misty  realm,  where  silent  shades 
Their  gentle  loving  arms  around  mo  throw. 
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LYBICAL  INTEBLUDia. 

1822—23. 

PROLOGUE. 
^I^HEllE  once  lived  a  kniglit,  who  was  moui-nful  and 
-i-      bent, 

His  cheeks  white  as  snow  wore,  and  hollow  ; 
He  totter'd  and  stagger'd  wherever  he  went, 

A  vain  vision  attempting  to  follow. 
He  seem'd  so  clumsy  and  awkward  and  gauche, 
That  tlie  flowers  and  girls,  when  they  saw  him  approach, 

Their  merriment  scarcely  could  swallow. 

From  his  room's  darkest  corner  he  often  ne'er  stirr'd, 

Esteeming  the  sight  of  men  shocking. 
And  extended  his  arms,  without  speaking  a  word, 

As  though  some  vain  phantom  were  mocking. 
But  scarce  had  the  hour  of  midnight  drawn  near, 
When  a  wonderful  singing  and  noise  met  his  ear, 

And  he  heard  at  the  door  a  strange  knocking. 

His  mistress  then  secretly  enters  the  room, 

In  a  dress  made  of  foam  of  the  ocean ; 
She  glows  like  a  rosebud,  so  sweet  is  her  bloom, 

Her  jewell'd  veil's  ever  in  motion  ; 
Her  golden  locks  play  round  her  form  slim  and  tall. 
Their  eyes  meet  with  rapture,  and  straightway  they  fall 

In  each  other's  arms  with  devotion. 

In  his  loving  embraces  the  knight  holds  her  fast, 

The  dullard  with  passion  is  glowing ; 
He  reddens,  the  dreamer  awakens  at  last. 

And  bolder  and  bolder  he's  growing. 
But  she  grows  more  saucy  and  mocking  instead, 
And  gently  and  softly  she  covers  his  head, 

Her  white  jewell'd  veil  o'er  him  throwing. 

To  a  watery  palace  of  crystal  bright 

The  knight  on  a  sudden  is  taken ; 
His  eyes  are  dazzled  by  radiant  light, 

By  his  wits  he  is  well-nigh  forsaken. 
But  the  nymph  holds  him  closely  embraced  by  hor  side 
Tho.  kniglit  is  the  bridegroom,  tlie  nymph  is  the  bride 

While  Imt  maidens  the  lute's  notes  awaken. 

V 
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So  s\v(5etly  they  play  and  so  sweetly  they  sing, 
In  the  dance  they  are  moving  so  lightly, 

That  the  knight  before  long  finds  his  senses  take  wing, 
He  embraces  his  sweet  one  more  tightly — 

When  all  of  a  sudden  the  lights  disappear. 

And  the  knight's  once  more  sitting  in  solitude  drear 
In  his  i^oet's  low  garret  unsightly. 


'rpWAS  in  the  beauteous  month  of  May, 
A-      When  all  the  flowers  were  springing, 
That  first  within  my  bosom 
I  heard  love's  echo  ringing. 

'Twas  in  the  beauteous  month  of  May, 
When  all  the  birds  were  singing, 

That  first  I  to  my  sweetheart 
My  vows  of  love  was  bringing. 

2. 

I^ROM  out  of  my  tears  all  burning 
Many  blooming  flowerets  break, 
And  all  my  sighs  combining 
A  chorus  of  nightingales  make. 

And  if  thou  dost  love  me,  my  darling. 
To  thee  shall  the  flowerets  belong ; 

Before  thy  window  shall  echo 
The  nightingale's  tuneful  song. 

3. 

rr^HE  rose  and  the  lily,  the  dove  and  the  sun, 
JL      I  loved  them  all  dearly  once,  every  one ; 
I  love  tliem  no  longer,  I  love  now  alone 
The  small  one,  tlie  neat  one,  the  pure  one,  mine  own 
Yes,  she  herself,  the  fount  of  all  love. 
Is  the  rose  and  the  lily,  the- sun  and  the  dove. 

4. 

WHEN  gazing  on  thy  beauteous  eyes 
All  tliought  of  sorrow  straightway  flies  ; 
But  when  I  kiss  thy  mouth  so  sweet, 
My  cure  is  perfect  and  complete. 
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When  leaning  on  thy  darling  breast, 
I  feel  with  heavenly  rapture  blest ; 
But  when  thou  sayest :  "  I  love  thee  T 
I  begin  weeping  bitterly. 


^I'^HY  face,  so  lovely  and  serene, 
-L      In  vision  I  have  lately  seen  ; 
So  like  an  angel's  'tis,  and  meek, 
Though  bitter  gi'ief  has  blanch'd  thy  cheek. 

Thy  lips  alone,  they  still  are  red  ; 
Death  soon  will  kiss  them  pale  and  dead ; 
The  heavenly  light  will  soon  be  o'er 
That  from  thine  eyes  is  wont  to  pour. 


OLEAN  thy  beauteous  cheek  on  mine, 
That  our  tears  together  may  mingle  ! 
Against  my  bosom  press  thou  thine, 

That  their  flames  may  no  longer  be  single 

And  when  vnth  the  flame  is  mingled  at  last 
The  stream  of  our  tears  all  burning, 

And  mine  arm  is  lovingly  round  thee  cast,— 
I'll  die  of  my  love's  sweet  yearning. 

7. 

I'LL  dip  my  spii-it  discreetly 
In  the  cup  of  the  lily  down  hero ; 
The  lily  sliall  sing  to  me  sweetly 
A  soug  of  my  mistress  dear. 

The  song  shall  tremble  and  quiver, 

Like  that  delicious  kiss, 
Of  which  her  mouth  was  the  giver 

In  a  wondrous  moment  of  blise. 

8. 

THE  stars  in  yonder  heavens 
Immovably  liave  stood 
For  thousands  of  years,  regarding 
Each  other  in  twd  lovinfi  mood. 
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They  speak  a  mysterious  language 
That's  ricli  and  sweet  to  the  ear ; 

Yet  no  philologist  living 
Can  make  its  meaning  clear. 

But  I've  learnt  it,  and  ne'er  will  forget  it, 
Whatever  the  time  and  place ; 

As  my  grammar  I  used  for  the  purpose 
My  own  dear  mistress's  face. 

9. 

ON  song's  exulting  pinion 
I'll  bear  thee,  my  sweetheart  fair, 
Where  Ganges  holds  his  dominion, — 
The  sweetest  of  spots  know  I  there. 

There  a  red  blooming  garden  is  lying 
In  the  moonlight  silent  and  clear ; 

The  lotos  flowers  are  sighing 

For  their  sister  so  pretty  and  dear 

The  violets  prattle  and  titter, 

And  gaze  on  the  stars  high  above 

The  roses  mysteriously  twitter 
Their  fragrant  stories  of  love. 

The  gazelles  so  gentle  and  clever 
Skip  lightly  in  frolicsome  mood  • 

And  in  the  distance  roars  ever 
The  holy  river's  loud  flood. 

And  there,  while  joyously  sinking 
Beneath  the  i)alm  by  the  stream, 

And  love  and  repose  while  drinking 
Of  blissful  visions  we'll  dream. 

10. 

THE  lotos  flower  is  troubled 
At  the  sun's  resplendent  light 
With  sunken  head  and  sadly 

She  dreamily  waits  for  the  nigM 

The  moon  appears  as  her  wooer. 

She  wakes  at  his  fond  embrace ; 
For  him  she  kindly  uncovers 
Her  sweetly  flowering  face. 


BOOK  OF  soNas.  G9 

Slie  blooms  and  glows  and  glistens. 

And  mutely  gazes  above  ; 
She  weeps  and  exhales  and  trembles 

With  love  and  the  sorrows  of  love. 

11. 

IN  the  Ehine,  that  beautiful  river, 
The  sacred  town  of  Cologne, 
With  its  vast  cathedral,  is  ever 

Full  clearly  mirror'd  and  shown. 
A  picture  on  golden  leather 

In  that  fair  cathedral  is  seen ; 
On  my  life,  so  sad  altogether, 

It  hath  cast  its  rays  serene. 
The  flowers  and  angels  hover 

Round  our  dear  Lady  there  ; 
Her  eyes,  lips,  cheeks,  all  over 

Resemble  my  mistress  fair. 

12. 

THOU  lov'st  me  not,  thou  tellest  me.— • 
It  troubles  me  but  slightly ; 
But  when  thy  beauteous  face  I  see. 

No  king's  heart  beats  more  lightly. 
Thou  hatest  me,  thy  red  lips  say 
With  well-pretended  snarling ; 
But  when  sweet  kisses  they  convey, 
I'm  comforted,  my  darling. 

13. 

I7ULL  lovingly  thou  must  embrace  luo, 
My  mistress  beauteous  and  sweet  I 
With  pliant  form  interlace  me. 

And  witli  thine  arms  and  thy  feet. 

The  fairest  of  snakes  e'er  created 

With  vigour  encircles  anon, 
And  clasps  and  twines  round  tlie  cLitod 

And  happy  Laocoon. 

14. 
O  WEAR  not  at  all,  but  only  kiss  1 
^^     All  woman's  oaths  I  hold  amis/, ; 
Tliy  word  is  sweet,  but  sweeter  fur 
The  kisses  tliut  my  guerdon  (ue. 
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These  keep  T,  while  thy  words  but  seen 

A  passing  cloud,  or  fragrant  dream. 
*  *  *  ♦  ♦ 

Now  then,  my  loved  one,  swear  away  ! 
I'll  credit  all  that  thou  dost  say ; 
And  when  I  sink  upon  thy  breast, 
I'll  think  that  I  am  truly  blest ; 
I'll  think  that,  love,  eternally 
And  even  longer,  thou'lt  love  me. 

15. 

UPON  my  mistress's  eyes  so  clear 
I  write  the  fairest  cantatas ; 
Upon  my  mistress's  mouth  sinyere 

I  write  the  best  of  terzinas  ; 
Upon  my  mistress's  cheeks  so  dear 

I  write  the  cleverest  stanzas  ; 
And  had  my  mistress  a  heart,  upon  it 
I  soon  would  write  a  charming  sonnet. 

IG. 
^I^HE  world's  an  ass,  the  world  can't  see, 
J-      And  grows  more  stupid  daily  : 
It  says,  my  darling  child,  of  thee, — 
Thou  livest  far  too  gaily. 

The  world's  an  ass,  the  world  can't  see, 
Thy  character  not  knowing ; 

It  knows  not  how  sweet  thy  kisses  be, 
How  rapturously  glowing. 

17. 

LOVED  one — gladly  would  I  know  it.- 
Art  thou  but  a  vision  fair. 
Such  as  in  his  brain  the  poet 

Loves  in  summer  to  prepare  ? 
No  !  such  eyes  of  magic  splendour, 

Lips  so  rosy  and  so  warm. 
Such  a  child,  so  sweet  and  tender. 
Never  did  the  poet  form. 

Basilisks  and  vampires  gory. 
Dragons,  monsters  of  the  eartl'.. 

Suchlike  evil  beasts  of  story 
In  the  poet's  fire  have  birth. 
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But  thyself,  thy  vales  insidious, 
And  thy  face,  so  sweet  and  staid, 

And  thy  kindly  looks  perfidious, — 
These  the  poet  never  made. 

18. 

GLEAMS  my  love  in  beauty's  splendour, 
Like  the  child  of  ocean  foam  ; 
As  his  brido  my  mistress  tender 
Is  a  stranger  taking  home. 

Though  'tis  treason,  don't  abuse  it, 
Heart,  thou  much-enduring  one  ! 

Bear  it,  bear  it,  and  excuse  it. 

What  the  beauteous  fool  hath  done. 

i;). 

I'LL  not  bo  angry,  though  my  heart  should  break. 
Evermore  lost  one  !   no  complaint  I'll  make. 
Though  thou  may'st  sparkle  'neath  thy  diamonds  bright, 
No  ray  can  pierce  thy  heart's  unceasing  night. 

I've  known  it  long.     In  vision  saw  I  thee, 
How  night  thy  heart  doth  fill  unceasingly. 
And  how  the  serpent  at  thy  heart  doth  gnaw, — 
How  wretched,  love,  thou  art,  too  well  1  saw. 

20. 

^PHOU'ET  wretched,  yes!— but  no  complaint  1  11 
1-  make; — 

My  love,  we  both,  alas,  must  wretched  be  ! 
Till  death  our  poor  afflicted  hearts  doth  break, 
My  love,  we  both,  alas,  must  wretched  be  ! 

I  Roe  the  scorn  that  round  thy  mouth  doth  play, 
I  see  thine  eyes  that  glance  so  haughtily, 

I  see  the  prideUiat  doth  thy  bosom  sway, — 
Yet  thou  art  wretched,  wretched  e'en  as  I. 

Grief  hirks  aromid  thy  mouth,  unseen  indeed, 
With  hidden  tears  thine  eyes  can  scarcely  see, 

And  secret  wounds  on  thy  i)r()ud  bosom  fecd^ 
My  lovo,  wc  both,  alas,  must  wretched  bo ! 
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21. 
ri'^HE  flutes  and  fiddles  are  soumling, 
JL      The  trumpets  ringing  clear  ; 
In  the  wedding  dance  is  bounding 
My  heart's  own  mistress  dear. 

The  shawms  and  kettle-drums  vying 

In  noisy  chorus  I  hear ; 
But  meanwhile  good  angels  are  sighing 

And  weeping  many  a  tear. 

22. 

1"^H0U  scarcely  could'st  have  forgotten  it  faster, 
That  I  of  thine  heart  so  long  was  the  master  j 
Thine  heart  so  false,  so  small,  and  so  sweet, 
A  sweeter  and  falser  I  never  shall  meet. 

Thou  now  hast  forgotten  the  love  and  disaster 
That  made  my  heart  throb  all  the  faster ; 
I  know  not  if  love  was  the  greatest,  or  woe ; 
That  both  were  great,  full  well  I  know. 

23. 

OIF  the  tiny  flowers 
But  knew  of  my  wounded  heart, 
Their  tears,  like  mine,  in  showers 
Would  fall,  to  cure  the  smart. 

If  know  the  nightingales  only 

That  I'm  so  mournful  and  sad, 
They  would  cheer  my  misery  lonely 

With  their  notes  so  tuneful  and  glad. 

If  the  golden  stars  high  o'er  us 

But  knew  of  my  bitter  woe, 
They  would  speak  words  of  comfort  in  chorus. 

Descending  hither  below. 

Not  one  of  these  can  allay  it. 

One  only  knows  of  my  smart ; 
'Tis  she,  I  grieve  to  say  it. 

Who  thus  hath  wounded  my  heart 

24. 

OWHY  have  the  roses  lost  their  huo, 
Sweet  love,  O  toll  me  why  ? 
Wliy  mutely  thus  do  the  violets  blue 
In  the  verdant  meadows  sigh  ? 
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0  why  dotli  the  lark  up  high  in  the  air 

With  a  voice  so  mournful  sing  ? 
0  why  doth  each  fragrant  floweret  fair 

Exhale  like  a  poisonous  thing  ? 
O  wherefore  looks  the  sun  to-day 

On  the  fields,  so  full  of  gloom  ? 
0  why  doth  the  earth  appear  so  grey, 

And  dreary  as  a  tomb  'i 
"Why  feel  I  myself  so  mournful  and  weak,— 

Sweet  love,  I  put  it  to  thee? 
My  own  sweet  darling,  sweet  love,  0  speak, — 

0  wherefore  lea  vest  thou  me  ? 
25. 

FOE  thine  car  many  talcs  they  invented, 
And  loud  complaints  preferred  ; 
But  how  my  soul  was  tormented, 

Of  this  they  said  not  a  word. 
They  prated  of  mischief  and  evil. 

And  mournfully  shook  their  head  ; 
Tliey  liken'd  poor  me  to  the  devil, 

And  thou  didst  believe  Avhat  they  said. 
But,  0,  the  worst  and  the  saddest. 

Of  this  they  nothing  knew  ; 
Tlie  saddest  and  the  maddest 

In  my  heart  was  hidden  from  view. 

2G. 
rpilE  linden  blossom'd,  the  nightingale  sung, 
JL      The  sun  was  laughing  with  radiance  bright ; 
Thou  kissed'st  me  then,  while  thine  arm  round  me  clung. 

To  tliy  heaving  bosom  thou  pressed' st  me  tight. 
The  raven  was  screeching,  the  leaves  fast  fell, 

Tlic  sun  gazed  cheerlessly  down  on  the  sight ; 
We  coldly  said  to  each  other  "Farewell!" 

Thou  politely  didst  make  me  a  curtsey  polite. 


AV 


'E  have  felt  for  each  other  emotions  soft. 
And  yet  our  tcmi)crs  always  were  matcliing, 
At  "  man  and  wife"  we  have  phiy'd  full  oft, 

And  yet  ne'er  took  toiigliting  and  scratching. 
"We  liavc  shouted  t()gi;t!icr,  togctlicr  been  gay, 
And  tenderly  kiss'd  and  fondled  away. 
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At  last  wc  play'd  in  forest  and  dell 

At  hide  and  seek,  like  sister  and  brother. 

And  managed  to  hide  ourselves  so  well, 

Tliat  never  since  then  have  we  seen  each  other 

28. 

I'VE  no  belief  in  the  heavens 
Of  which  the  parsons  rave  ; 
In  thine  eyes  believe  I  only, 
In  their  heavenly  light  I  lave. 

I've  no  belief  in  the  Maker 

Of  whom  the  parsons  rave  ; 
In  thine  heart  believe  I  only, 

No  other  God  will  I  have. 
I've  no  belief  in  the  devil, 

In  hell  or  the  pains  of  hell ; 
In  thine  eyes  believe  I  only. 

And  thine  evil  heart  as  well. 

29. 

TO  me  thou  wcrt  faithful  and  steady, 
And  madest  for  me  supplication  ; 
In  my  troubles  and  sad  tribulation   . 
Thy  comfort  always  was  ready. 
Food  and  drink  thou  gav'st  mc  in  payment, 
And  i^lenty  of  money  didst  lend  me. 
And  also  a  passport  didst  send  me, 
As  well  as  some  changes  of  raiment. 

From  heat  and  from  coldness  unpleasant 
May  heaven,  my  dear  one,  long  guard  tliee, 
And  may  it  never  reward  thee 

The  kindness  shown  me  at  present ! 

30. 
^PHE  earth  had  long  been  avaricious, 
J-      But  May,  when  she  came,  gave  with  great  pro- 
digality. 
And  all  things  now  smile  with  rapture  delicious, 
But  I  for  laughter  have  no  partiality. 

The  blue  bells  are  ringing,  their  beauty  displaying, 
The  birds,  as  in  fables,  talk  sentimentality ; 

1  take  no  pleasure  in  all  they  are  saying, 
And  I  am  g^uito  wretched  in  sober  reality 
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All  men  I  detest,  and  now  cannot  meet  one, 
Not  even  my  friend,  with  the  least  cordiality, 

And  this  all  because  my  amiable  sweet  one 

They  "  madam  "  entitle,  with  chilling  formality. 

31. 

AND  when  I  so  long,  so  long  had  delay'd, 
In  foreign  lands  had  in  reveries  stay'd, 
My  loved  one  found  it  too  long  to  wait, 
And  sew'd  herself  a  wcdding-ch-css  straight. 
And  then  embraced  in  her  arms,  willy-nilly, 
As  bridegroom,  the  youth  in  the  world  the  most  silly. 

My  loved  one  is  so  beauteous  and  soft, 

Before  me  still  hovers  her  image  oft ; 

Her  rosy  cheeks,  her  violet  eyes 

That  all  the  year  round  glow  bright  as  the  skies. 

That  I  could  fly  from  such  charming  attractions 

Was  the  silliest  far  of  my  silliest  actions. 

32. 

THE  lovely  eyes  of  violet  blue, 
The  beauteous  cheeks  of  rosy  hue, 
The  hands  so  like  white  lilies  too, — 
All  these  still  sweetly  blossom  and  bloom, 
The  heart  alone  is  cold  as  the  tomb. 

33. 

THE  earth  is  so  fair,  and  the  heavens  so  bright. 
The  breezes  ai'e  breathing  with  soothing  mi^lit 
The  blooming  fields  with  flowers  arc  dight, 
In  the  morning  dew  all  radiant  with  light. 
All  men  are  rejoicing  that  meet  my  sight  — 
My  bed  in  the  grave  I  fain  would  be  presRiiig. 
The  corpse  of  my  mistress  dear  caressing. 

34. 

■YTTHEN  in  the  tomb,  my  mistress  fair, 

▼  V     The  chilly  tomb,  thou  must  hide  thee, 
I'll  soon  descend  to  rejoin  thee  there, 

And  fondly  nestle  beside  thee. 
I  wildly  will  press  thcc.  embrace  thee,  and  kiss 

My  pale,  cold,  fearful- to-sec  love  ! 
I'll  tremble,  weep,  sliout  with  rapturous  ])liss, 

And  soon  be  n  coi-pse  like  thee,  love. 
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The  dead  will  arise,  wlicn  midnight  is  nigh, 

And  dance  in  airy  troops  lightly  ; 
But  we  in  the  tomb  will  quietly  lie, 

Thine  arms  embracing  me  tightly. 

The  dead  will  arise,  when  the  loud  trump  of  dooni 

To  bliss  or  to  torment  is  calling ; 
Dut  regardless  of  all,  we'll  remain  in  the  tomb, 

Still  clasp 'd  in  embraces  enthralling. 

35. 

A  LONELY  fir  tree  is  standing 
On  a  noitliern  barren  height ; 
It  sleeps,  and  the  ice  and  snow-drift 
Cast  round  it  a  garment  of  white. 

It  dreams  of  a  slender  palm-tree, 
Wliich  far  in  the  Eastern  land 

Leside  a  precipice  scorching 
In  silent  sorrow  doth  stand. 

T?AIR,  bright,  golden  constellation, 
J-       Seek  my  love's  far  habitation  ; 
Tell  her  that  I  still  am  true. 
Sick  at  heart  and  palefaced  too. 

37. 
(TJie  head  speahs.^ 

AH,  were  I  but  the  footstool  e'en 
On  which  my  loved  one's  foot  doth  roetj 
I  ne'er  to  grumble  should  be  seen, 
However  hai-d  I  might  be  press'd. 

{Tlie  heart  speaJcs.) 
Ah,  were  I  but  the  cushion  soft 

Wherein  her  pins  she's  wont  to  stick. 
And  'twere  her  will  to  jirick  me  oft, 

1  should  rejoice  at  every  jirick. 

[Hie  song  speaks.) 
Ah,  were  I  but  the  paper  dear 

Wherewith  she's  wont  her  hair  to  curl, 
I'd  gently  whisper  in  her  ear 

The  thoughts  that  in  mc  live  and  whirl. 
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38. 

SINCE  my  darling  one  has  left  mc, 
Power  of  laughing  is  bereft  me  ; 
Blockheads  fain  would  raise  a  joke, 
But  no  laughter  can  provoke. 

Since  I've  lost  my  darling  one, 
Power  of  weeping,  too,  is  gone  ; 
Though  my  heart  with  sorrow  doop 
Wellnigh  breaks,  I  cannot  weep. 

39. 

MY  little  songs  do  I  utter 
From  out  of  my  great,  great  sorrow ; 
Some  tinkling  pinions  they  borrow, 
And  tow'rd  her  bosom  they  flutter. 

They  found  it,  and  over  it  hover'd. 
But  soon  return'd  they,  complaining. 
And  yet  to  tell  me  disdaining 

What  they  in  her  bosom  discover'd. 

40. 

SWEET  darling,  beloved  by  mc  solely, 
The  thoughts  in  my  memory  dwell 
That  once  I  possess'd  thee  wholly, 
Thy  soul  and  body  as  well. 

Thy  body,  so  young  and  tender, 

I  need,  beyond  all  doubt ; 
Thy  soul  to  the  tomb  I'll  surrender, 

I've  plenty  of  soul  without. 

I'll  cut  my  soul  in  sunder. 

And  half  of  it  breathe  into  thee, 
And  when  I  embrace  tliee, — O  wonder ! — 

One  soul  and  body  Avell  be. 

41. 
rpUE  blockheads,  their  holidays  kc(^ping, 
JL      Are  walking  througli  forest  and  jthiin  ; 
They  shout,  and  like  kittens  are  leaping, 
And  hail  sweet  Nature  again. 

They  gaze,  with  glances  that  glisten, 

On  each  romantic  thing  ; 
With  cars  b'ke  asses  tliey  listen 

To  hear  tlie  sparrows  sing. 
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My  cliainber  wiiiuow  to  darken, 

With  black  cloth  1  hang  it  by  day ; 

To  the  signal  my  spirits  straight  hearken, 
Day-visits  they  hasten  to  pay. 

My  olden  love  also  draws  nigh  me, 

From  the  realms  of  the  dead  she  appears ; 

She,  weeping,  sits  gently  close  by  mo, 
And  softens  my  bosom  to  tears. 
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42. 

ANY  visions  of  times  long  vunish'd 


Arise  from  out  of  their  tomb, 
And  show  me  how  once  in  thy  presenco 
I  lived  in  my  life's  young  bloom. 

All  day  I  mournfully  totter'd 

Through  the  streets,  as  though  in  a  dj-cam 
The  people  gazed  on  me  with  wonder, 

So  silent  and  sad  did  I  seem. 

The  night-time  suited  me  better, 

Deserted  the  streets  were  then. 
And  I  and  my  shadow  together 

We  wandered  in  silence  again. 

With  footsteps  echoing  loudly 

I  wander'd  over  the  bridge  ; 
The  moon  with  solemn  look  hail'd  mc 

As  she  bui"st  through  the  cloudy  ridge. 

1  stood  in  front  of  thy  dwelling, 
And  fondly  gazed  up  on  high  ; 

I  gazed  up  towards  thy  window. 
My  heart  breathed  many  a  sigh. 

Well  know  I  that  thou  from  the  window 

Full  often  hast  gazed  below. 
And  in  the  moonlight  hast  seen  mo 

Stand  fix'd,  the  image  of  woe. 

43. 

A  YOUTH  once  loved  a  maiden, 
Who  loved  another  instead  ; 
The  other  himself  loved  another, 
And  with  the  latter  did  wed. 
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The  maiden,  in  scornful  anger, 

Straight  married  the  first  of  the  men 
Who  happened  to  come  across  her, — 

The  youth  was  heart-broken  then. 
'Tis  only  an  old,  old  story, 

And  yet  it  ever  seems  new ; 
The  heart  of  him  whom  it  pictures 

Will  soon  be  broken  in  two. 

44. 

FEIENDSHIP,  love,  philosophers'  stone,— 
These  three  things  men  value  alone. 
I,  too,  valued  and  sought  them  ever, 
But,  alas,  discovered  them  never. 

45. 

ON  hearing  the  strains  enthralling 
That  my  loved  one  sang  to  mc  erst, 
With  torments  fierce  and  appalling 

My  heart  is  ready  to  burst, 
Impell'd  by  a  gloomy  yearning 

I  seek  in  the  forest  relief, 
And  there  in  tears  hotly  burning 
I  quench  my  anguish  and  grief. 

4G. 
rnHE  child  of  a  king  in  dream  have  I  seen; 
-L       How  tear-stain'd  and  pallid  her  face  is, 
As  we  quietly  sit  'neath  the  linden  gi-ecn, 

Held  fast  in  each  other's  embraces ! 
"  Thy  father's  throne  is  nothing  to  me, 

"  Nor  yet  his  sceptre  all  golden, 
•'  And  diamond  crown  ;  for  nothing  but  thee, 

"  Sweet  love,  will  I  be  behulden." 
"  That  may  not  be,"  the  maiden  replied, 

"  For  I  in  my  grave  am  lying, 
"  And  only  by  night  can  I  be  by  thy  side, 

"  To  thy  loving  caresses  replying." 

47. 

SWEET  love,  in  fond  converse  together 
In  the  light  canoe  sat  we, 
Still  the  night  was,  and  calm  was  the  wcatluT, 
As  we  skimm'd  o'er  the  widc-sj)reading  sea. 
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T]io  fair  si)irit-islancls  before  us 
In  the  glimmering  moonliglit  lay  ; 

Sweet  tones  came  floating  o'er  us, 

While  the  mists  were  dancing  in  play. 

On  danced  they  with  merrier  motion, 
And  sweeter  still  sounded  the  song ; 

But  over  the  boundless  ocean 
We  mournfully  floated  along. 
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48. 
j'EOM  older  legends  springing, 


Appears  a  snow-white  band 
With  joyous  strains,  and  singing. 
From  some  far  magic-land, 

Where  flowers  in  glowing  splendour 

Pine  in  the  evening  sun, 
And  bridal  glances  tender 

Cast  sweetly  every  one ; 

Where  all  the  trees,  uniting 

In  chorus,  shout  below, 
And  bubbling  brooks  delighting 

The  car,  like  music  flow  ; 

And  love-songs  fierce  and  burning 

Unheard  of  bliss  impart, 
Till  sweet  and  wondrous  yearning 

Befools  the  throbbing  heart. 

Ah,  could  I  thither  travel, 
And  ease  my  aching  breast. 

And  all  my  grief  unravel. 
And  there  be  free  and  blest ! 

That  land,  whence  care  and  trouble 
Are  banish'd,  that  in  dreams 

Oft  sec  I,  like  a  bubble 

Dissolves,  when  morning  beams. 

49. 

I' V E  loved  thee  long,  and  I  love  thee  still 
And  e'en  if  the  world  were  shatter'd, 
My  glowing  love  would  glisten  and  thrill, 
Tliougli  widely  earth's  ruins  were  scatter'd. 
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And  when  I  thus  have  loved  thee  30  well 
Till  the  horn-  of  death  has  sounded, 

I'll  take  with  me  e'en  to  my  tomb's  dark  cell 
My  love-pangs  fierce  and  unboimded. 

50. 

IN  the  glimmering  summer  morning 
I  pace  the  garden  alone  ; 
The  flowers  are  whisp'ring  and  speaking, 
But  silently  wander  I  on. 

The  flowers  are  whisp'ring  and  speaking, 
My  form  with  compassion  they  scan  : 

0  pray  be  kind  to  our  sister, 

Thou  mournful  and  pale-faced  man  ! 

51. 

HER  dark  attire  thus  wearing 
My  love  appears  to  my  sight 
Like  a  tale  of  sorrow  despairing 

That's  told  in  the  long  summer  night : 

"  In  the  magical  garden  there  wander 

"  Two  lovers  mute  and  alone ; 
"  Sweet  sing  the  nightingales  yonder, 

"  The  moonbeams  are  over  them  thrown. 

"  Like  a  statue  the  maiden  stands  mildly, 
"  At  her  feet  the  faithful  kniglit  lies  ; 

"  The  forest  giant  comes  wildly, 
"  The  sorrowing  maiden  soon  flics. 

"  Soon  the  knight  on  the  ground  lies  all  !/'.>ry, 
"  The  giant  goes  home  at  his  ease — " 

And  when  I  am  buried,  the  story 
Is  ended  as  soon  as  you  please. 

52. 

rilllEY  often  have  vex'd  me  sadly 

L       And  worried  me  early  and  late ; 
Wliile  some  with  their  love  liavc  annoy'd  me. 
The  others  pursued  me  with  ha!e. 

My  bread  they  have  utterly  poison'd, 

And  poison'd  my  cup  too  of  late  ; 
Wbile  Koiiio  witli  th(^ir  love  havn  annoy'd  mo, 

Tbii  others  pursued  uie  with  hate. 
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But  she  who  more  than  all  others 

Has  yex'd  mo,  and  worried,  and  chafe<i, 

She  only  with  hate  ne'er  pursued  me, 
She  only  her  love  ne'er  vouchsafed. 

53. 

THEEE  lies  the  glow  of  summer 
Upon  thy  cheek  confess'd, 
And  in  thine  heart  cold  winter 
Has  made  its  place  of  rest. 

All  this  will  soon  be  alter'd. 

My  dearest  love  and  best, 
The  winter  on  thy  cheek  be, 

The  summer  in  thy  breast ! 

54. 

WHEN  two  fond  lovers  are  parted. 
They  give  each  other  the  hand, 
To  weep  and  to  sigh  beginning, 
And  losing  all  self-command. 

But  not  one  single  tear  wept  wo, 
No  Ah  !  or  Alas  !  did  we  sigh  ; 

Our  tears  and  our  sighs  both  together 
Too  surely  came  by-and-by. 

55. 

THEY  sat  round  the  tea-table  drinking,. 
And  speaking  of  love  a  great  deal ; 
The  men  of  aesthetics  were  thinking, 
The  ladies  more  prone  were  to  feel. 

"  All  love  ought  to  be  but  platonical " 
The  wither'd  old  counsellor  said ; 

His  wife  by  a  smile  quite  ironical 

Eejoin'd,  and  then  sighed  "  Ah  !"  insteatJ. 

Said  tlie  canon  with  visage  dejected  : 
"  Love  ne'er  should  be  suffered  to  go 

"  Too  far,  or  the  health  is  aifected  ;" 

The  maiden  then  simper'd  :  "  How  so?" 

The  Countess  h^r  sad  feelings  vented, 
Said  ''  Love  is  a  passion,  I'm  sure," 

And  then  to  the  Baron  presented 
His  cup  with  politeness  demure. 
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A  place  was  still  empty  at  table ; 

My  darling,  'twas  thou  wert  away ; 
Thou  hadst  been  so  especially  able 

The  tale  of  thy  love,  sweet,  to  say. 

56. 

MY  songs  with  poison  are  tainted, 
But  how  could  it  otherwise  be  ? 
My  blossoming  life  thou  hast  poison'd, 
And  made  it  hatefid  to  me. 

My  songs  with  poison  are  tainted, 

But  how  could  it  otherwise  be  ? 
In  my  heart  many  serpents  I  carry, 

And  thee  too,  my  dearest  love,  thee. 

57. 

IDEEAMT  once  more  the  vision  of  yore : 
The  time  was  a  fair  May  even, 
We  sat  'neath  the  linden,  and  there  we  swore 
To  be  faithful,  in  presence  of  heaven. 

And  once  and  again  we  j^lightcd  our  troth, 
And  titter'd,  caress'd,  kiss'd  so  dearly ; 

And  lest  I  should  fail  to  remember  my  oath, 
My  hand  thou  then  bittest  severely. 

O  sweetest  love,  with  the  eyes  so  bright, 

0  sweet  one,  so  fair  and  so  biteful  I 
The  swearing  was  doubtless  all  proper  and  right 

But  the  biting  was  rather  too  spiteful  1 

58. 

STAND  on  the  brow  of  the  mountain, 
And  sentimentally  sigh. 
"  0  were  I  only  a  bird  now !" 
I  many  a  thousand  times  cry. 

0  were  I  only  a  swallow, 

My  darling,  to  tlicc  would  I  fly. 
And  soon  a  nest  would  I  build  nie. 

Thy  lattice  window  hard  by. 

O  were  I  a  nightingale  only, 

I  would  fly,  my  darling,  to  thee. 
And  sing  my  sweet  songs  by  night-tirao 

Perch'd  high  in  the  green  linden  trci. 
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0  were  I  only  a  bullfinch, 

I  would  fly  straight  into  thy  heart ; 
To  the  bullfinch  thou  always  wert  kiuilly, 
And  healest  the  bullfinck's  smart.* 

59. 

MY  carriage  is  traversing  slowly 
The  greenwood  merry  and  bright, 
Through  flowering  valleys,  like  magic 
Illumed  by  the  sun's  glowing  light. 

I'm  sitting  and  thinking  and  dreaming. 
And  muse  on  my  mistress  dear ; 

When,  nodding  their  heads  at  the  window, 
Three  shadowy  figures  appear. 

They  skip  and  they  make  wry  grimaces, 

So  scofiing  and  yet  so  shy ; 
And  twirling  mist-like  together, 

They  titter  and  haste  swiftly  by. 

60. 

IN  vision  I  lately  w'as  weeping, 
I  dreamt  thou  wert  laid  in  thy  grave ; 
I  awoke,  and  the  tears  unceasing 
My  cheeks  continued  to  lave. 

In  vision  I  lately  was  weeping, 

1  dreamt  I  was  left,  love,  by  thee ; 
I  awoke,  and  weeping  continued 

Both  long  and  bitterly. 

In  vision  I  lately  was  weeping, 

I  dreamt  thou  wert  kind  as  of  yore  ; 

I  awoke,  and  my  tears  in  torrents 
Continued  to  flow  as  before. 

61. 

ALL  night  in  vision  behold  I  thco, 
And  see  thee  greeting  me  kindly ; 
And  loudly  weeinng  then  throw  I  mo 
Before  thy  sweet  feet  llindly. 


• 


Tlio  word  "  Gimpol  "  in  the  oii;.^inal  has  tlie  douhle  meaning 
Df  "hullfincli  "  and  '  hlockhead,"  a-iJ  the  point  of  this  verse  ia 
therefore  loat  in  a  trdiialation. 
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With  sorrowing  looks  thou  stancVst  in  my  view, 
Thy  fair  locks  mournfully  shaking ; 

While  teardrops  bright  of  pearly  hue 
From  thy  dear  eyes  are  breaking. 

A  gentle  word  thou  dost  secretly  say, 
And  givest  a  cypress-wreath  sweetly  ; 

J.  awake,  and  the  wreath  has  vanish 'd  away, 
And  the  word  is  forgotten  completely. 

C2. 

'ri^IS  autumn,  the  night's  dark  and  gloomy 

_L    With  rain  and  tempest  above  ; 
Where  tarries, — 0  tell  it  unto  me, — 
My  poor  and  sorrowing  love  ? 

By  the  window  I  see  her  reclining. 

In  her  chamber  lonely  and  drear, 
And  out  in  the  night,  sadly  pining. 

She  looks  with  many  a  tear. 

63. 

THE  trees  in  the  autumn  wind  rustle, 
The  night  is  humid  and  cold; 
I  ride  all  alone  in  the  forest, 

And  round  me  my  grey  cloak  I  fold. 

And  as  I  am  riding,  before  mo 

My  thoughts  unrestrainedly  roam; 
They  lightly  and  airily  bear  me 

To  my  own  dear  mistress's  home. 

The  dogs  are  barking,  the  servants 

With  glittering  torches  appear; 
I  climb  up  the  winding  staircase. 

My  spurs  ring  loudly  and  clear. 

In  her  bright-lighted  tapestry  chamber, 

So  full  of  magical  charms, 
Mv  own  sweet  darling  awaits  me, 

I  hasten  into  her  arms. 

The  wind  in  the  leaves  is  sighing, 

Tho  oak  thus  whispers  to  me  : 
«  Wliat  means,  thou  foolisli  young  horseman, 

«'  Thv  foolish  reverie  V" 
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64. 


AGLITTEEING  star  is  falling 
From  its  shining  home  in  the  air ; 
The  star  of  love  'tis  surely 
That  I  see  falling  there. 


^t3 


The  blossoms  and  leaves  in  plenty 
From  the  apple  tree  fall  each  day ; 

The  merry  breezes  approach  them, 
And  w^ith  them  merrily  play. 

The  swan  in  the  pool  is  singing, 
And  up  and  down  doth  he  steer, 

A.nd,  singing  gently  ever, 
Dips  under  the  water  clear. 

All  now  is  silent  and  darksome, 

The  leaves  and  blossoms  decay. 
The  star  has  crumbled  and  vanish'd, 

The  song  of  the  swan  died  away. 

65. 

rpHE  Dream-God  brought  me  to  a  castle  vast, 

JL    Where  magic  fragrance  reign'd  and  lights  were 

gleaming. 
And  through  its  mazy-winding  chambers  pass'd 

A  chequer'd  throng,  still  onward,  onward  streaming. 
The  pale  crowd  seek  the  exit-portal  fast. 

Wringing  their  hands,  and  full  of  terror  screaming. 
And  knights  and  maidens  mingle  in  the  throng. 
And  I  myself  am  with  them  borne  along. 

But  suddenly  I  stand  alone,  for,  lo. 

The  crowd  hath  vanish'd  and  from  sight  dej)artcd ; 
T  wander  on,  and  through  the  chambers  go. 

All  strangely  winding,  silent  and  deserted ; 
My  foot  is  leaden,  and  I  scarcely  know 

How  to  escape,  thus  sadden'd  and  faint-hearted. 
At  length  the  farthest  portal  I  descry, 
And  seek  to  pass — great  heavens,  what  meets  mine  eye  1 

It  was  my  love,  who  at  the  door  did  stand, 
Grief  on  her  lips,  her  brow  in  tribulation. 

I  sought  to  fly, — she  beckon'd  with  her  hand, 
Whether  to  warn  me,  or  in  indignation ; 
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Yot  gleam'd  her  eye  like  some  sweet  glowing  brand, 

Setting  my  heart  and  brain  ia  conflagration. 
And  as  she  gazed  with  looks  of  passion  deep, 
Blended  with  sternness,  I  awoke  from  sleep. 


1 


66. 

■^HE  midnight  was  cold,  in  plaintive  mood 
I  wander'd  mournfully  through  the  wood  ; 
I  shook  the  trees  from  out  of  their  sleep, 
They  shook  their  heads  with  pity  deep. 

67. 

BENEATH  the  crossway  buried, 
The  suicide  lies  here, 
Where  grows  a  charming  blue  flow'ret, 
The  culprit-flower  so  dear. 

I  stood  by  the  crossway  sighing. 
The  night  was  chilly  and  drear, 

While  slowly  moved  in  the  moonlight 
The  culprit-flower  so  dear. 

68. 

WHEEESOE'EE  I  go,  there  darkles 
Bound  me  gloom  and  utter  night. 
Now  that  there  no  longer  sparkles 
On  me,  love,  thine  eyes'  sweet  light. 

Quench'd  are  all  the  golden  blisses 
That  love's  star  upon  me  smil'd  ; 

'Neath  my  feet  the  dread  abyss  is, — 
Night  primeval,  tuke  thy  child  ! 

G9. 

NIGHT" lay  upon  mine  eyelids, 
Upon  my  mouth  lay  lead  ; 
I  in  my  grave  was  lying. 
With  frozen  heart  and  head. 

How  long  it  was  I  know  not 

That  1  in  slumber  lay  ; 
I  woke  and  liciiid  a  knocking 

Upon  my  grave  one  day. 
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"  Wilt  thou  not  rise  up,  Henry  ? 

"  The  Judgment  Day  is  this, 
•'  The  dead  have  all  arisen, 

''  To  taste  of  endless  bliss." 

I  cannot  rise,  my  darling, 

For  I  have  lost  my  sight ; 
Mine  eyes,  through  very  Aveoping, 

Arc  veil'd  in  darkest  night. 

*'  I'll  kiss  away  the  darkness, 
"  My  Henry,  from  thine  eyes  ; 

"  The  angels  shalt  thou  sec  then, 
"  The  glory  of  the  skies." 

I  cannot  rise,  my  darling, 
The  wound  is  bleeding  yet, 

Made  by  thee  in  my  bosom 

With  one  sliarp  word  and  threat. 

"  My  hand  all  gently,  Henry, 

"  I'll  lay  upon  thy  heart ; 
'  It  then  will  bleed  no  longer, 
"  And  hcal'd  will  be  the  smart." 

I  cannot  rise,  my  darling, 
My  head  still  bleeds  amain  ! 

'Twas  there  the  bullet  enter'd, 
When  thou  wert  from  me  ta'en. 

"  With  my  long  tresses,  Henry, 
"  I'll  stanch  the  bleeding  wound, 

"  And  drive  the  blood-stream  backwards, 
'•  And  make  thy  head  thus  sound." 

So  gently,  sweetly  pray'd  she, 

I  could  not  spurn  her  prayer ; 
-I  sought  to  rise  and  hasten 
To  join  my  mistress  fair. 

Then  all  my  wounds  'gan  bleeding, 
Then,  wildly  rushing,  broke 

From  head  and  breast  the  bloodstreaci, 
Ai.d  lo ! — from  sleep  I  woke. 
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70. 

THE  numbers  oltl  and  evil, 
The  dreams  so  harrowing 
Let's  bury  all  together,— 
A  mighty  coffin  bring  ! 

I'll  place  there  much,  but  say  not 

What  'tis,  till  all  is  done  ; 
The  coffin  must  bo  larger 

Than  Heidelberg's  vast  tun. 

And  also  bring  a  death-bier. 
Of  boards  full  stout  and  sound ; 

They  also  must  be  longer 

Than  Mayence  bridge  renown'd. 

And  also  bring  twelve  giants 
Whose  strength  of  limb  excels 

Saint  Christopher's,  whose  shrine  in 
Cologne  Cathedral  dwells. 

The  coffin  they  must  carry. 

And  sink  beneath  the  wave  ; 
For  such  a  mighty  coffin 

Must  have  a  mighty  grave. 

Why  was  the  coffin,  tell  me. 

So  great  and  hard  to  move  ? 
I  in  it  placed  my  sorrows. 

And  in  it  placed  my  love. 

THE  GODS'  TWri.KillT. 

I^AIR  IMay  has  come  witli  licr  bright  golden  rad'ance 
And  silken  gales  and  fragrant  spicy  odours, 
Anil  kindly  lures  us  with  her  snowy  blossoms, 
And  from  a  thousand  blue-eyed  violets  greets  us. 
And  spreads  obroad  her  flowery  verdant  carpet, 
With  morniiig  d(iw  and  sunshine  intcrwovcni, 
And  summons  all  her  favourite  human  children. 
At  her  first  call  the  bashful  peoplo  come  ; 
Tlie  men  in  haste  put  on  their  nankeen  breeches, 
And  Sunday  coats  with  golden  glassy  buttons ; 
'J'lie  women  don  the  white  of  innocence, 
Tlie  youths  take  care  to  curl  their  sj)ring-musttu;hios, 
The  maidens  bid  their  bosoms  softly  heave ; 
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Tho  city  poets  cram  into  tlieir  pockets 

Paper,  lead-pencil,  and  lorgnette ;  and  gaily 

The  eddying  moving  crowd  draw  near  the  gateway, 

And  lie  at  ease  on  the  green  turf  beyond, 

Amazed  to  see  how  much  the  trees  have  sprouted, — 

Play  with  the  tender  colour'd  flowerets  fair, 

List  to  the  song  of  merry  birds  above  them, 

And  shout  exulting  tow'rds  the  vault  of  heaven. 

To  me  came  also  May,  and  three  times  knock'd  she 

Against  my  door  and  cried  :  "  Behold  sweet  May ! 

"  Thou  palefaced  dreamer,  come,  I  fain  would  kiss  thee !" 

But  I  my  door  kept  bolted,  and  I  cried  : 

"  In  vain  thou  seek'st  to  tempt  me,  evil  stranger. 

"  I  long  have  seen  thee  through,  I've  seen  through  also 

"  The  fabric  of  the  world,  and  seen  too  much, 

"  And  much  too  deep,  and  fled  is  all  my  pleasure, 

"  And  endless  torments  quiver  in  my  heart. 

*'  I  see  through  all  the  stony  hard  outsides 

"  Of  human  houses  and  of  human  bosonivS, 

"  And  see  in  both  deceit  and  woe  and  falsehood. 

*'  I've  learnt  to  read  the  thoughts  on  every  face, — 

"  All  evil !     In  the  maiden's  shamefaced  blushes 

"  I  see  the  trembling  of  a  secret  lust ; 

"  On  the  inspired  and  haughty  head  of  youth 

"  I  see  the  laughing  chequer'd  fool's  cap  jingling ; 

"  And  caric'tures  alone  and  sickly  shadows 

"  I  see  upon  this  earth,  and  live  in  doubt 

"  Whether  a  madhouse  'tis,  or  hospital. 

"  The  old  earth's  crust  I  see  through  but  too  plainly 

"  As  though  it  were  of  crystal, — see  the  horrors 

"  Which  May  is  vainly  striving  to  conceal 

"  With  pleasing  verdure.     There  I  see  the  dead  ; 

''  They  lie  beneath,  in  their  small  coffins  prison'd, 

"  With  hands  together  folded,  eyes  wide  open, 

"  White  is  their  garment,  white  their  face  as  well, 

"  And  yellow  worms  from  out  their  lips  are  crawling. 

"  I  see  the  son  with  his  loved  mistress  sitting 

"  And  toying  with  her  on  his  father's  grave, 

"  Derisive  songs  the  nightingales  are  singing, 

'•  The  gentle  meadow  flow'rets  laugh  with  malice, 

"  And  the  dead  father  moveth  in  his  grave, 

"  While  the  old  ncother-carth  with  pain  doth  shudder." 
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0  thou  poor  earth,  thy  sorrows  know  I  well  I 

1  Bee 'the  glow  that  in  thy  breast  is  heaving, 
Thy  thousand  veins  I  see  all  bleeding  freely, 
And  see  thy  gaping  wounds  all,  all  torn  open,^ 
While  flames  and  smoke  and  blood  stream  wildly  forth. 
I  see  thy  proud  defiant  giant-children. 

Primeval  monsters,  from  dark  gidfs  arising 

And  swinging  ruddy  torches  in  their  hands. 

Their  iron  scaling-ladders  they  advance. 

And  wildly  rush  to  storm  the  forts  of  heaven, 

And  swarthy  dwarfs  climb  after  them  ;  with  crackling 

Each  golden  star  on  high  like  dust  is  scatter'd. 

With  daring  hand  they  tear  the  golden  cm-tain 

From  God's  own  tent ;  the  blessed  troops  of  angels 

Fall  headlong  down  -with  howling  at  the  sight. 

The  pale  God  sits  upon  his  awful  throne, 

Tears  from  his  head  his  crown,  and  tears  his  hair. — 

Still  onward,  onward  press  the  savage  crew. 

The  giants  fiercely  hmd  their  blazing  torches 

Into  the  realms  of  heaven,  the  dwarfs  strike  wildly 

With  flaming  scourges  on  the  angels'  backs, 

Who  twist  and  writhe  in  ecstasy  of  anguish, 

And  by  the  hair  are  seized  and  whirled  away. 

And  my  own  angel  likew'ise  see  I  there, 

With  his  blond  locks,  his  sweet  expressive  features, 

With  everlasting  love  around  his  mouth, 

And  with  beatitude  in  his  blue  eyes. 

A  fearful  hideous  swarthy  goblin  comes, 

Tears  him  from  off  the  ground,  my  poor  pale  angel, 

Grins  as  ho  ogles  his  fair  noble  limbs. 

And  clasps  him  firmly  in  his  soft  embraces, — ■ 

A  yell  re-echoes  through  the  universe, 

The  pillars  crash,  and  earth  and  heaven  are  hurl'd 

Headlong  together,  and  old  night  is  lord. 

RATCLIFF.* 

rr^HE  Dream-God  brought  mc  to  a  landscape  fair 
I       Where  weeping  willows  nodded  mo  a  welcome 
With  their  long  verdant  arms,  and  where  the  flowers 
Gazed  on  mo  mutely  with  wise  sisters'  eyes, 

•  Sec  iiiino'd  Traj^cdy  of  tluit  iiamo. 
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WIici-c  tlio  birds'  twittering  resounded  sweetly, 
Where  the  dogs'  barking  secm'd  to  me  fanuliar. 
And  voices  kindly  greeted  me,  and  figures, 
Like  an  old  friend,  and  yet  where  everything 
Appear'd  so  strange,  beyond  description  strange. 
Before  a  pretty  country-house  I  stood, 
My  bosom  in  me  moving,  but  my  head 
All  peaceful,  and  the  dust  with  calmness  shook  I 
From  off  my  travelling  garments  ;  shrilly  sounded 
The  bell  I  rang,  and  then  the  door  was  open'd. 

Inside  were  men  and  women,  many  faces 

To  me  well  known.     Still  sorrow  lay  on  all, 

And  secret  fearful  grief.     With  strange  emotion, 

Wellnigh  with  looks  of  pity,  on  me  gazed  they 

Till  my  own  soul  with  terror  was  pervaded. 

As  though  foreboding  some  unknown  misfortune. 

Old  Margaret  I  straightway  recognized, 

Gazed  on  her  fixedly,  but  yet  she  spake  not. 

"  Where  is  Maria  ?  '  ask'd  I,  yet  she  spake  not. 

But  softly  seized  my  hand,  and  led  me  on 

Through  many  a  long  and  brightly-lighted  chamber, 

Where  splendour,  pomp,  and  dcatldike  silence  reign'd 

And  to  a  darksome  room  at  length  she  brought  me, 

And,  with  her  face  averted  from  me,  pointed 

Toward  the  form  that  sat  upon  the  sofa. 

"  Art  thou  Maria  ?"  ask'd  I.     Inwardly 

I  was  myself  astounded  at  the  firmness 

With  which  I  spoke.     Like  stone  and  hollow 

Sounded  a  voice :  "  That  is  the  name  they  call  me." 

A  piercing  agony  straiglit  froze  me  through, 

For  that  cold  hollow  tone,  alas,  was  yet 

The  once  enchanting  voice  of  my  Maria ! 

And  yonder  woman  in  pale  lilac  dress, 

Li  negligent  attire,  with  unveil'd  bosom. 

With  glassy  staring  eyes,  like  leather  seeming 

The  muscles  of  the  checks  of  her  white  face, — 

Alas,  that  woman  once  was  the  most  lovely. 

The  blooming,  pleasing,  sweet  and  kind  Maria  I 

"  Your  travels  have  been  long"  she  said  aloud 

In  cold,  unplcasing,  but  familiar  accents, — 

"  You  look  no  longer  languishing,  my  friend, 

•*  You're  wqU  in  health,  your  loins  and  calves  elastic 
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"  Show  yoUr  solidity."     A  silly  smile 

Play'd  the  while  rouud  her  yellow,  pallid  mouth. 

In  my  confusion  uttcr'd  I  these  accents : 

"  I've  been  inform'd  that  thou  art  married  now  ?" 

"  Ah  yes !"  she  carelessly  replied  with  laughing  : 

"  I  have  a  stick  of  wood  that's  covcr'd  over 

"  With  leather,  call'd  a  husband.     Still,  for  all  that, 

"  Wood  is  but  wood  !"    And  then  she  laugh'd  perversely 

Till  chilling  anguish  through  my  spirit  ran, 

And  doubt  upon  me  seized : — are  those  the  modest, 

The  flowery-modest  lips  of  my  Maria  ? 

But  presently  she  rose,  took  quickly  up 

From  off  the  chair  her  cashmere  sliawl,  and  threw  it 

Around  her  neck,  my  arm  took  hold  of  tlicn, 

Drew  me  away,  and  through  the  open  housedoor, 

And  led  me  on  through  thicket,  field,  and  meadow. 

The  sun's  red  glowing  disk  already  downward 

Was  hast'ning,  and  its  purple  rays  were  beaming 

Over  the  trees  and  flowers,  and  o'er  the  river 

That  flow'd  majestically  in  the  distance. 

"  Sce'st  tliou  the  large  and  golden  eye  that's  floating 

"  In  the  blue  water?"  cried  Maria  (quickly. 

"  Hush,  thou  i)oor  creature  !"  said  I,  as  I  spied 

In  the  dim  twilight  a  strange  wondrous  motion. 

Figures  of  mist  arose  from  out  the  plain. 

And  with  white  tender  arms  embraced  each  other  ; 

The  violets  eyed  each  other  tenderly, 

The  lily  cups  witli  yearning  bent  together  ; 

A  loving  glow  in  every  rose  was  gleaming. 

The  pinks  would  f  ;in  in  their  own  breath  be  kindled, 

In  blissful  odours  revell'd  every  flower. 

And  every  one  wept  silent  tears  of  rapture. 

And  all  exulting  shouted  :  Love  !  Love !  Love ! 

The  butterflies  were  fluttering,  and  the  shining 

Gold  beetles  hunnii'd  their  gentle  fairy  songs, 

The  winds  of  evening  wliispcr'd,  and  the  oaks 

All  rustled,  and  the  nightingale  sang  sweetly  ; 

And  amid  all  the  whispering,  rustling,  singing, 

I'rated  away,  with  tliin  cold  soundless  voice, 

'J'lie  faded  woman  hanging  on  my  arm  : 

"  I  know  your  nightly  longing  for  the  castle ; 

"  Every  lon^j  shadow  iti  a  simpleton, 
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"  That  nods  and  signs  i^rcciscly  as  one  wishes ; 
''  The  blue  coat  is  an  angel ;  but  the  red  coat 
"  With  his  dra\^Ti  sword,  is  very  hostile  to  you/' 
And  many  other  things  in  this  strange  fashion 
Continued  she  to  say,  till,  tired  at  length, 
She  sat  down  with  me  on  the  mossy  bank 
That  stands  beneath  the  ancient  noble  oak-tree. 
Together  there  we  sat,  both  sad  and  silent. 
And  gazed  upon  each  other,  gi-owing  sadder. 
The  oak,  as  with  a  dying  sigh,  was  murmuring ; 
Deep-grieving,  sang  the  nightingale  down  on  us. 
But  through  the  leaves  a  ruddy  light  was  piercing^. 
And  flicker'd  round  Maria's  pallid  face. 
And  lured  a  glow  from  out  her  rigid  eyes, 
Until  with  her  old  darling  voice  thus  spoke  she : 
'•  How  knewcst  thou  that  I  am  so  imhappy  ? 
"  I  read  it  lately  in  thy  strange  wild  numbers." 

An  ice-cold  feeling  pierced  my  breast,  I  shudder'd 
At  my  own  mad  delirium,  which  the  futiu-e 
iSaw  through,  my  brain  grew  giddy  with  alarm, 
And  through  sheer  terror  I  awoke  from  sleep. 

DONNA  CLARA. 

IN  the  evening-shaded  garden 
Rambles  the  Alcalde's  daughter  ; 
Kettle-drums  and  trumpets  loudly 
Echo  from  the  lofty  castle. 

"  Wearisome  I  find  the  dances, 
"  And  the  honied  words  of  flatt'ry, 
"  And  the  knights,  who  so  gtJlantly 
"  Tell  me  I  the  sun  resemble. 

"  Everything  is  hateful  to  mc 
"  Since  I  by  the  beaming  moonliglit 
"  Saw  the  Knight  whose  lute  allured  m( 
"  To  the  window  every  evening. 

"  As  he  stood,  so  slim,  but  daring, 
"  And  his  eyes  shot  liglitning  glances 
"  From  his  pale  and  noble  features, 
"  Truly  he  Saint  George  resembled," 
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In  this  mauuer  Donna  Clara 
Tliought,  and  on  the  grouud  then  lookcnl  sho ; 
When  she  raised  her  eyes,  the  handsome 
Unknown  Knight  %Yas  standing  by  her. 

Pressing  hands  with  loving  whispers 
Wander  they  beneath  the  moonlight, 
And  the  zephyr  gently  woos  them, 
Wondrously  the  roses  greet  them. 

Wondrously  the  roses  greet  them. 
Like  love's  messengers  all  glowing. — 
"  But,  my  loved  one.  prythee  tell  me 
"  AVhy  so  suddenly  thou  redden'st  ?" 

"  'Twas  the  flies  that  stung  me,  dearest, 
"  And  the  flies  are,  all  the  summer, 
"  Quite  as  much  detested  by  me 
"  As  the  long-nosed  Jewish  fellows." 

"  Never  mind  the  flies  and  Jews,  dear," 
Said  the  Knight,  with  fond  caresses. 
From  the  almond-trees  are  falling 
Thousand  white  and  fleecy  blossoms. 

Thousand  white  and  fleecy  blossoms 
Their  sweet  fragrance  shed  around  them- 
"  But,  my  loved  one,  prytliee  tell  uie 
"  Is  thy  heart  devoted  to  me  ?" 

'*  Yes,  I  truly  love  thee,  dearest, 
"  And  I  swear  it  by  the  Saviour 
"  Wliom  the  God-dotestcd  Jews  erst 
"  Wickedly  and  vilely  murdcr'd." 

"  Never  mind  the  Jews  and  Saviour," 
Said  the  Knight,  with  fond  caresses. 
In  the  distance  snow-white  lilies 
Dreamily,  light-bathed,  arc  bending. 

Bathed  in  liglit  the  snow-white  lilies 
Gaze  upon  the  stars  above  them  : 
*'  But,  my  loved  one.  in-ythcc  toll  mo 
"  Hast  thou  not  a  false  oath  taken?" 

"  Falsehood  is  not  in  me,  dearest, 
•'  Since  within  my  breast  there  flows  not 
"  E'en  oii(>  single  drop  of  Moor's  blood, 
**  Or  of  dirty  Jew's  blood  cither." 
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*'  Never  inind  tlic  Moors  and  Jews,  ilcat. 
Said  the  Kuiglit,  with  fond  caresses ; 
And  he  to  a  myrtle  bower 
Leads  the  fair  Alcalde's  daughter. 

With  the  nets  of  love  so  tender, 
He  hath  secretly  enclosed  her  I 
Short  theii-  words  and  long  their  kisses, 
And  their  hearts  are  overflowing. 

Like  a  wedding-song  all-melting 
Sings  the  nightingale,  the  dear  one  ; 
Glowworms  on  the  ground  are  moving. 
As  if  in  the  torch-dance  circling. 

Silence  reigns  within  the  bower, 
Nought  is  heard  excejit  the  stealthy 
Whispers  of  tlie  cunning  myrtles, 
And  the  breathing  of  the  flowerets. 

But  soon  kettle  drums  and  trumpets 

Echo  from  the  lofty  castle, 

And,  awakening,  Clara  quickly 

From  the  Knight's  arm  frees  her  person. 

"  Hark,  they're  calling  me,  my  dearest, 
"  Yet  before  we  part,  thou  need'st  must 
"  Thy  dear  name  to  me  discover 
"  Which  thou  hast  so  long  concealed." 

And  the  Knight,  with  radiant  smiling, 
Kiss'd  the  fingers  of  his  Donna, 
Kiss 'd  her  lips  and  kiss'd  herforeheail 
And  at  last  these  words  he  uttered  : 

"  I,  Seaora,  I,  your  loved  one, 
"  Am  the  son  of  the  much  honour'd 
"  Great  and  learned  scribe,  the  Kabbi 
••  Israel  of  Saragossa." 

ALMANSOR. 
1. 

JN  fair  Cordova's  cathedral, 
Stand  the  columns,  thirtcren  Lundrcd,- 
Thirteen  hundred  giant-columns 
Bear  the  mighty  dome  in  safety. 
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And  on  do]ne  and  walls  and  columns 
From  tLc  very  top  to  bottom  ,    ., 

The  Koran's  Arabian  proverbs 
Twine  in  wise  and  flowery  fashion. 

Moorish  Kings  erected  whilomo 
This  vast  house  to  Allah's  glory, 
Yet  in  many  parts  'tis  alter'd 
In  the  darksome  whiii  of  ages. 

On  the  turret  where  the  watchman 
Summon'd  unto  prayer  the  peoj^le, 
Now  the  Christian  bell  is  sounding 
With  its  melancholy  murmur. 

On  the  steps  whereon  the  faithful 
Used  to  sing  the  Prophet's  sayings, 
Now  baldpated  priests  exhibit 
All  the  mass's  trivial  wonders. 

How  they  twirl  before  the  colour'd 
Puppets,  full  of  antic  capers, 
Midst  the  incense  smoke  and  ringing, 
While  the  senseless  tapers  sparkle  ! 

In  fair  Cordova's  cathedral 

Stands  Almansor  ben  Abdullah, 

Viewing  silently  the  columns. 

And  these  words  in  silence  murmuring ; 

'•  O  ye  columns,  strong,  gigantic, 
"  Once  adorn'd  in  Allah's  glory, 
"  Now  must  ye  pay  humble  homage 
"  To  this  Christendom  detested. 

"  To  the  times  have  ye  submitted, 
"  And  ye  bear  the  burden  calmly  ; 
"  Still  more  reason  for  the  weaker 
"  To  be  patient  all  the  sooner." 

And  Almansor  ben  AlKlnlLih 
Bent  liis  liead  with  face  unruffled 
O'er  the  font  so  decorated 
Lu  fair  Cordova's  catliedraL 


tl 
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i. 


THE  cathedral  left  he  quickly, 
On  his  wild  steed  speeding  onwaivl. 
While  his  moist  locks  and  the  feathers 
In  his  hat  the  wind  is  moving. 


"■O" 


On  the  road  to  Alcolea, 
By  the  side  of  Guadalquivir, 
Where  the  snowy  almond  blossoms, 
And  the  fragrant  golden  orange, 

Thither  hastes  the  merry  rider, 
Piping,  singing,  laughing  gaily, 
And  the  birds  all  swell  the  chorus, 
And  the  torrent's  noisy  waters. 

In  the  fort  at  Alcolea 
Dwelleth  Clara  de  Alvares  ; 
In  Navarre  her  sire  is  fighting, 
And  she  revels  in  her  freedom. 

And  afar  Almansor  heareth 
Sounds  of  kettle-drums  and  trumpets, 
And  the  castle  lights  beholds  he 
Glittering  through  the  trees'  dark  sh.ulovv!', 

In  the  fort  at  Alcolea 
Dance  twelve  gaily  trick'd-out  ladies 
With  twelve  knights  attired  as  gaily, 
But  Almansor's  the  best  dancer. 

As  if  wing'd  by  merry  fancies, 
Round  about  the  hall  he  flutters, 
Knowing  how  to  all  the  ladies 
To  address  sweet  flattering  speeches. 

Isabella's  lovely  hands  he 
Kisses  quickly,  and  then  leaves  hcr^ 
And  before  Elvira  stands  he, 
Looking  in  her  face  so  archly. 

He  in  turns  assures  each  lady 
That  he  heartily  adores  her ; 
"On  tlie  true  faitli  of  a  Christian  " 
Swears  no  thirty  times  that  evening. 
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IN  the  fort  at  Alcolea 
Merriment  and  noise  have  cease<*i  now 
Knights  and  ladies  all  have  vanish'd, 
And  the  lights  are  all  extinguish'd. 

Donna  Clara  and  Ahnansor 
In  the  hall  above  still  linger, 
And  one  single  lamp  is  throwing 
On  them  both  its  feeble  lustre. 

On  the  seat  the  lady's  sitting, 
And  the  knight  upon  the  footstool. 
And  his  head,  by  sleep  o'erpower'd, 
On  her  darling  knees  is  resting. 

From  a  golden  flask  some  rose-oil 
Pours  the  lady,  sadly  musing, 
On  Almansor's  dark-brown  tresses,- -- 
From  his  inmost  bosom  sighs  he. 

With  her  soft  lips  then  the  lady 
Gives  a  sweet  kiss,  sadly  musing, 
On  Almansor's  dark-brown  tresses, — 
And  his  brow  is  clouded  over. 

From  her  light  eyes  tears  in  torreutb 
Weeps  the  lady,  sadly  musing, 
On  Almansor's  dark-brown  tresses, — 
And  his  lips  begin  to  quiver. 

And  he  dreams  he's  once  more  staudinp 
With  his  head  bent  down  and  weeping 
In  fair  Cordova's  cathedral. 
Many  gloomy  voices  hearing. 

All  the  lofty  giant-columns 
flcars  he  murmuring  full  of  anger, — 
•riiat  no  longer  will  they  bear  it. 
And  they  totter  and  they  tremble. 

And  they  wildly  fall  together, 
Pale  turn  all  tlio  i)riests  and  people, 
Crashing  falls  the  dome  upon  them, 
And  the  Christian  gods  wail  loudly. 
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THE  PILGRIMAGE  TO  KEVLAAR 
I. 

THE  motlicr  stood  by  the  window, 
The  son  in  bed  lay  he. 
"  Wilt  thou  not  rise  up,  William, 
"  The  fair  procession  to  see  ?" — 

"  I  am  so  ill,  my  mother, 

"  I  neither  see  nor  hear ; 
"  I  think  of  my  poor  dead  Gretcheu, 

"  My  heart  is  breaking  near." 

"  Arise,  let's  go  to  Kevlaar, 
"  Take  book  and  rosary  too  ; 

"  The  mother  of  God  will  heal  thee, 
"  And  cure  thy  sick  heart  anew." 

In  church-like  tones  they  are  singinjf, 
The  banners  flutter  on  high  ; 

At  Cologne  on  the  Rhine  this  happens, 
The  proud  procession  moves  by. 

The  crowd  the  mother  follows, 

Her  son  she  leadeth  now. 
And  both  of  them  sing  in  chorus  : 

"  0  Mary,  blessed  be  thou  1" 

2. 

THE  mother  of  God  at  Kevlaar 
Her  best  dress  wears  to-day ; 
Full  much  hath  she  to  accomjilish. 
So  great  the  sick  folks'  array. 

The  sick  folk  with  them  are  bringing. 
As  offerings  fitting  and  meet, 

Strange  limbs  of  wax  all  fashion'd, 
Yes,  waxen  hands  and  feet. 

And  he  who  a  wax  hand  offers. 

Finds  cured  in  his  hand  the  wound, 

And  he  who  a  wax  foot  proSers, 
Straight  finds  his  foot  grow  sound. 

To  Kevlaar  went  many  on  crutches 
Who  now  on  the  tight  rope  skii>, 

And  many  a  palsied  finger 

O'er  the  viol  doth  merrily  trip. 
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The  mother  took  a  waxlight, 

And  out  of  it  fasbion'd  a  heai-t : 
"  My  son,  take  that  to  God's  mother, 

"  And  she  will  cure  thy  smart." 

The  son  took  sigliing  the  wax-heart, 
Went  with  sighs  to  the  shrine  so  blest, 

The  tears  burst  forth  from  his  eyelids, 
The  words  burst  forth  from  his  breast  ; 

"  Thou  highly-favour'd  blest  one ! 

"  Thou  pure  and  godlike  maid ! 
"  Thou  mighty  queen  of  heaven, 

"  To  thee  my  woes  be  display 'd ! 

*'  I  with  my  mother  was  dwelling 

"  In  yonder  town  of  Cologne, 
"  The  town  that  many  a  hundred 

''Fair  churches  and  chapels  doth  own. 

"  And  near  us  there  dwelt  my  Gretchcn, 

"  Who,  alas  !  is  dead  to-day  ; 
"  0,  Mary,  I  bring  thee  a  wax-heart, 

"  My  heart's  wounds  cure,  I  pray. 

"  My  sick  heart  cure,  0  cure  thou, 

"And  early  and  late  my  vow 
"  I'll  pay,  and  sing  with  devotion  : 

"  '  0  Mary,  blessed  be  thou  1'  " 


THE  poor  sick  son  and  his  mother 
In  their  little  chamber  slejjt. 
The  mother  of  God  to  their  chamber 
All  lightly,  lightly  crept. 

She  bent  herself  over  the  sick  one, 

Her  hand  with  action  light 
Upon  his  licart  placed  softly, 

Smiled  sweetly  and  vanish'd  from  sight 

The  mother  saw  all  in  her  vision. 
Saw  this  and  saw  much  more  ; 

Fr<)m  out  of  licr  slumber  woke  she, 
The  liounds  were  baying  full  sore. 
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Her  son  was  lying  before  lior, 

And  dead  her  son  lie  lay, 
While  over  his  pale  checks  gently 

The  light  of  morning  did  play. 

Her  hands  the  mother  folded, 

She  felt  she  knew  net  how  ; 
With  meekness  sang  she  and  softly : 

"  0  Mary,  blessed  be  thou !" 

THE  DREAM. 

(From  Salon.) 

A  VISION  I  dreamt  of  a  lovely  chiiJ. 
She  wore  her  hair  in  tresses ; 
In  the  blue  nights  of  summer  so  calm  and  mild 
We  sat  in  the  greenwood's  recesses. 

In  mutual  rapture  and  torture  we  vied, 
We  loved  and  exchanged  loving  kisses  ; 

The  yellow  stars  in  the  heavens  all  sigh'd 
And  seem'd  to  envy  our  blisses. 

I  now  am  awake,  and  around  me  gaze 
In  the  darkness,  alone  and  despairing  ; 

The  stars  in  the  heavens  are  shedding  their  raya 
In  silence  and  all-uncaring. 


NEW  PO  EMS. 

1.  SERAPHINA. 
1. 

WHEN  at  evening  in  the  forest, 
In  the  dreamlike  wood  I  rovo, 
Ever  doth  thy  slender  figure 
Close  beside  mc  softly  move. 

See  I  not  thy  gentle  features  ? 

Is  it  not  thy  veil  that  stirs  '? 
Can  it  be  the  moonliglit  only 

Breaking  through  the  gloomy  firs  ? 

Can  it  be  mine  own  tears  or.?y 
That  I  hear  all-lightly  flow  ? 

Or  my  loved  one,  dost  thou  really 
Close  beside  mc  weei)ing  go  ? 
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O'EK  the  silcut  strand  of  ocean 
Niglit  appears  in  gloomy  splendour 
From  the  clouds  the  moon  is  breaking, 
As  the  waves  these  whispers  send  her 

"  Yonder  mortal,  is  he  foolish, 
"  Or  is  he  by  love  tormented, 

"  That  he  looks  so  sad,  yet  joyous, 
"  So  distress'd,  yet  so  contented  ?" 

But  the  moon,  with  smiles  replying. 
Loudly  said  :  •'  Full  well  I  know  it ; 

"  He  is  both  in  love  and  foolish, 
"  And  moreover  is  a  poet." 

3. 

Tl^IS  surely  a  snowwhite  seamew 
X      That  I  see  fluttering  there 
Just  over  the  darksome  billows  ; 
The  moon  stands  high  in  the  air. 

The  shark  and  the  ray  snap  fiercely 
From  out  of  the  wave,  and  stare  ; 

The  seamew  is  rising  and  falling,  _ 
The  moon  stands  high  in  the  air. 

0  dear  and  wandering  spii-it, 
So  sad  and  full  of  despair ! 

Too  near  art  thou  to  the  water. 
The  moon  stands  high  in  the  air. 

4. 

I  KNEW  that  thou  didst  love  me^ 
I  know  it  long,  dear  maid  ; 
Yet  wlieu  tliou  didst  confess  it 
I  felt  full  sore  afraid. 

1  clamber'd  up  the  mountain 

With  Idud  exulting  song, 
At  suusct  rambled  weeping 
The  ocean  shore  along. 

The  sun  my  heart  rcscmbloth, 

So  flaming  to  the  sight, 
And  in  a  loving  ocean 

It  scttcth,  great  and  bright. 
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H3W  ciu'iously  the  scamow 
Looks  over  at  us,  dear, 
Because  against  thy  lips  I 
So  firmly  press  my  ear ! 

She  maybe  would  discover 

What  from  thy  mouth  did  flow,'— • 

If  words  alone  or  kisses 

Thou  in  my  ear  didst  throw. 

D  could  I  but  decipher 
What  'tis  that  fills  my  mind  ! 

The  words  are  with  the  kisses 
So  wondrously  combined. 

G. 

AS  timid  as  the  roe  she  fled, 
And  with  its  fleetness  vying ; 
She  clambcr'd  on  from  crag  to  crag 
Her  hair  behind  licr  flying. 

Where  to  the  sea  the  cliffs  descend, 
At  length  I  caught  the  rover  ; 

And  gently  there  with  gentle  words 
licr  coy  heart  soon  won  over, 

High  as  the  heavens  we  sat,  both  fill'd 
With  heavenly  blest  emotion  ; 

Beneath  us  by  degrees  the  sun 
Sauk  in  the  dark  deep  ocean. 

In  the  dark  sea  beneath  us  far 
The  beauteous  sun  sank  proudly  ; 

Tlic  billows  with  irajictuous  joy 
Were  meanwhile  roaring  loudly. 

Woop  not,  the  sun  in  yonder  waves 

Hath  not  for  ever  perish'd. 
But  lieth  hidden  in  my  heart, 

Where  all  its  glow  is  cherish'd. 

7. 

UPON  this  rock  we  build  the  Church 
Which  (type  of  our  to-morrow) 
Proclaims  the  third  New  Testament, 
And  ended  is  our  sorrow? 
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The  twofold  nature  that  so  long 

Deceived  us,  is  abolish'd  ; 
Our  olden  fierce  corporeal  pangs 

Are  now  at  length  demolish'd. 

Hear'st  thou  the  God  in  yon  dark  sea  ? 

He  speaks  with  thousand  voices ; 
See'st  thou  how  overhead  God's  sky 

With  thousand  lights  rejoices  ? 

Almighty  God  is  in  the  light, 

As  in  the  dark  abysses, 
And  everything  there  is,  is  God, 

He  is  in  all  our  kisses. 


GRAY  night  broodeth  o'er  the  ocean, 
And  the  tiny  stars  are  sparkling ; 
Long  protracted  voices  oft-times 

Sound  from  out  the  billows  darkling. 


o" 


There  the  aged  north  wind  sporteth 
With  the  glassy  waves  of  ocean, 

Which  like  organ  pipes  are  skipping 
With  a  never-ceasing  motion. 


^o 


Partly  heathenish,  partly  churchlike, 
Strangely  doth  this  music  move  us, 

As  it  rises  boldly  upwards. 

Gladdening  e'en  the  stars  above  us. 

And  the  stars,  still  larger  growing, 
With  a  radiant  joy  are  gleaming, 

And  at  length  around  tlie  heavens 
Eoam,  with  sunlike  lustre  beaming 

To  far-reaching  strains  of  music 
Tliey  revolve  in  madden'd  legions 

Sunny  nightingales  are  circling 
In  those  fair  and  blissful  regions. 

With  a  mighty  roar  and  crasliing, 
Sea  and  heaven  alike  are  singinj;. 

And  I  feci  a  giant-rapturo 

Wildly  through  my  bosom  ringing 
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O IIADOWY  love  and  shadowy  kisses, 
O  Shadowy  life,  how  wondrous  strange ! 
Fool,  dost  think,  then,  that  all  this  is 
Ever  true  and  free  from  change  ? 

Like  an  empty  dream  hath  vanish'd 
All  we  loved  with  love  so  deep  ; 

Memory  from  the  heart  is  banish'd. 
And  the  eyes  are  closed  in  sleep. 

10. 

rr^HE  maid  stood  by  the  ocean, 
JL    And  long  and  decj)  sigh'd  she 
With  heartfelt  sad  emotion, 
The  setting  sun  to  see. 

Sweet  maiden,  why  this  fretting? 

An  olden  trick  is  here; 
Although  before  us  setting, 

He  rises  in  our  rear. 

11. 

WITH  sails  all  black  my  ship  sails  on 
Far  over  the  raging  sea  ; 
Tliou  know'st  full  well  how  sad  am  I, 
And  yet  tormcntest  me. 

Thy  heart  is  faithless  as  the  wind, 

And  flutters  ceaselessly ; 
With  sails  all  black  my  ship  sails  on 

Fu)-  over  the  raging  sea. 

12. 

^■"^HOUGII  shamefully  thou  didst  entreat  me, 
JL    To  no  man  would  I  e'er  unfold  it, 
But  travell'd  far  over  the  billows, 
And  unto  the  fishes  I  told  it. 

I've  left  thee  thy  good  reputation 
With  earth  and  the  beings  iipon  her, 

Brit  every  dcptli  of  the  ocean 

Knows  fully  tliy  talc  of  dishonour. 
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13. 

THE  roaring  waves  arc  dasliiug 
Higli  on  the  strand  ; 
They're  swelling  and  they're  crashing 
Over  the  sand. 

They  come  in  noisy  fashion 

Unceasingly, — 
At  length  burst  into  passion, — 

But  what  care  we  ? 

14. 

rpHE  Runic  stone  'mongst  the  wavcf:'  stands  higli, 
X     There  sit  I,  with  thoughts  far  roaming ; 
The  wind  pipes  loudly,  the  seamews  cry, 
The  billows  arc  curling  and  foaming. 

I've  loved  full  many  a  charming  girl, 

Loved  many  a  comrade  proudly — 
Where  are  they  now  ?     The  billows  curl 

And  foam,  and  the  wind  pipes  loudly. 

15. 

THE  sea  appears  all  golden 
Beneath  the  sunlit  sky, 
0  let  me  there  be  buried. 
My  brethren,  when  I  die. 

The  sea  I  have  always  loved  so, 

It  oft  hath  cool'd  my  breast 
With  its  refreshing  billows, 

Each  in  the  other's  love  blest. 

2.  ANGELICA. 
1. 

NOW  that  heaven  my  wish  hath  grantod, 
Why  1)0  dumb,  like  mutes  inglorious,— 
1  wlio,  when  unhappy,  chanted 
Of  my  woe  with  noise  uproarious, 

Till  a  thousand  youths  despairing 

Sang  like  me  with  voices  hollow, 
And  tlic  song  I  sang  uncaring 

Made  still  greater  miscliief  folh  w? 
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0  ye  niglitingale-like  chorus, 
That  I  bear  within  my  spirit, 

Let  your  song  of  joy  rise  o'er  us 
Merrily,  that  all  may  hear  it. 

2. 

ONCE  more  behind  thee  thou  wert  looking, 
Swiftly  as  thou  didst  past  me  glide, 
With  open  mouth,  as  if  inquiring, 
And  in  thy  look  a  stormy  pride. 

O  that  I  ne'er  had  sought  to  grasp  it, 

That  flowing  robe  of  snowy  white  ! 
The  little  foot's  enchanting  traces, 

O  that  they  ne'er  had  met  my  sight! 
Thy  wildness  now  indeed  hath  vanish'd, 

Like  other  women  tame  art  thou, 
And  mild,  and  somewhat  over-civil, 

And,  ah,  thou  even  lov'st  me  now. 

3. 

I'LL  not  credit,  youthful  beauty. 
What  thy  bashful  lips  may  say  ; 
Eyes  so  black  and  large  and  rolling 

Are  not  much  in  virtue's  way. 
Strip  away  this  brown-striped  falsehood — 

Well  and  truly  love  I  thee  ; 
Let  thy  white  heart  kiss  me,  dearest — 
White  heart,  understand'st  thou  me  ? 

4. 

UPON  her  mouth  I  give  a  kiss. 
And  close  her  either  eye  ; 
She  gives  me  now  no  peace  for  this, 
But  asks  the  reason  why. 

From  night  to  morn,  because  of  this. 

This  is  her  constant  cry  : 
"  When  on  my  mouth  thou  giv'st  a  kino, 

"  Why  close  my  either  eye?" 

I  tell  her  not  the  cause  of  this. 
Nor  know  the  reason  why. 

Yet  on  her  mouth  I  give  a  kise, 
And  close  licr  cither  oyo. 
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5. 

WHEN  I  am  made  blest  witli  kisses  delicious, 
And  lie  in  thine  arms,  0  in  that  happy  season 
Thou  ne'er  must  discourse  of  Germany,  dearest, — 
It  spoils  my  digestion, — there's  plenty  of  reason. 

With  Germany  leave  me  in  peace,  I  implore  thee, 
Thou  must  not  torment  me  with  question  on  question 

Of  home  and  relations  anU  manner  of  living, — 
There's  plenty  of  reason, — it  spoils  my  digestion. 

The  oaks  there  are  green,  and  blue  are  the  dear  eyes 
Of  German  women  ;  they  sigh  as  they  please  on 

The  blisses  of  love  and  of  hope  and  religion, — 
It  spoils  my  digestion, — there's  plenty  of  reason. 

6. 

TVTHILST  I  after  other  people 

T  T     And  their  treasures  have  been  prying, 
And  with  ever-restless  yearning, 

At  strange  doors  of  love  been  spying, 

Probably  those  other  people 

Have  been  taking  their  own  pleasure 

Similarly,  and  been  ogling 

At  my  window  my  own  treasure. 

This  is  human  !     God  in  heaven 

In  our  every  action  guard  us  I 
God  in  heaven  give  us  blessings, 

And  with  happinerB  reward  us  1 

7. 

OYES,  thou  art  my  ideal  forsocjth, 
I've  often  confirmed  it  till  dizzy 
With  kisses  and  oaths  unnumber'd  in  truth  ;— 
To-day  I  however  am  busy. 

Return  to-morrow  between  two  and  three, 

And  tlicn  a  frcsh-kiiullcd  passion 
Sliall  iirovc  my  love,  and  afterwards  wo 
Will  dine  in  a  friendly  fashion. 

And  if  I  in  time  the  tickets  receive, 

We'll  join  in  a  merry  revel, 
And  go  to  the  Opera,  where  I  believe 

Tliey're  playing  Kobert  the  DcviL 
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A  wondi'ous  magic  play  is  here, 
Willi  flevils'  loves  and  curses; 

The  music  is  by  Meyerbeer, 
By  Scribe  the  wretched  verses. 

8. 

DISMISS  me  not,  although  thy  tliin-jj 
The  pleasant  draught  has  still'd  ; 
Some  three  months  longer  keej)  mo  on, 
Till  I  too  have  been  fill'd. 

If  thou  my  love  canst  not  remain, 

O  be  my  friend,  I  pray  ; 
For  when  one  has  outlovcd  one's  love. 

Friendship  may  have  its  way. 

9. 

THIS  wild  carnival  of  loving, 
This  delirium  of  our  bosoms 
Comes  unto  an  end,  and  now  wo 
Soberly  gape  on  each  other  ! 

Drain'd  the  cup  is  to  the  bottom, 
Brimming  with  intoxication, 
Foaming,  glowing  to  the  margin  ; 
Drain'd  the  cup  is  to  the  bottom. 

And  the  fiddles  too  are  silent. 
Which  for  dancing  gave  the  signal, 
Signal  for  the  dance  of  passion  ; 
Yes,  the  fiddles  too  arc  silent. 

And  the  lamps  too  are  extinguish'd, 
Which  tlieir  wild  light  shed  so  brightly 
On  the  masquerade  exciting  ; 
Yes,  the  lamps  too  are  extinguish'd. 

And  to-morrow  comes  Ash- Wednesday , 
When  I'll  sign  upon  thy  forehead 
With  the  cross  of  ashes,  saying  : 
'■  Woman,  that  thou'rt  dust,  forget  not." 

10. 

OIIOW  rapidly  develoi? 
From  mere  fugitive  sensations 
Passions  that  are  fierce  and  boundless, 
Tenderest  associations  ! 
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ro\/rds  tliis  lady  grows  tlie  Lias 

Of  my  licart  on  each  occasion, 
^nd  that  I'm  enamovii'ed  of  her 

Has  become  my  firm  persuasion. 

Beauteous  is  her  sjoirit.     Truly 

Thus  I  learn  to  rise  superior 
To  the  overpowering  beauty 

Of  her  form  and  mere  exterior. 

Ah,  what  hips  !  and,  ali,  what  forehead ! 

Ah,  what  nose  !     Could  aught  screner 
Be  than  this  sweet  smile  she's  wearing  V 

And  how  noble  her  demeanour ! 

11. 

AH,  how  fair  art  thou,  whenever 
Thou  thy  mind  disclosest  sweetly, 
And  thy  language  with  the  grandest 
Sentiments  o'erflows  discreetly  I 

When  thou  tell'st  me  how  thou  always 

Worthily  and  nobly  thoughtest ; 
How  unto  thy  pride  of  heart  thou 

Greatest  sacrifices  broughtest ! 

How  with  countless  millions  even 
Men  could  woo  and  win  thee  never ; 

Sooner  than  be  sold  for  money 

Thou  wouldst  quit  this  world  for  ever. 

And  I  stand  before  thee,  listening 

To  the  end  with  due  emotion  ; 
Like  an  image  nmto  of  faith,  I 

Fold  my  hands  with  meek  devotion. 

12. 

HAVE  no  fear,  dear  soul,  I  pray  thce^ 
Thou  art  safe  here  evermore  ; 
Fear  not  lest  the3^'ll  take  away  theo. 
For  I'll  fortliwith  bar  the  door. 

Though  the  wind  may  roar  around  us, 

It  will  do  no  mischief  here  ; 
Tliat  a  fire  may  m)t  confound  us, 

Let  us  put  tlic  light  out,  dear  1 
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Let  mc  in  mine  arm,  dear  small  one, 
Thy  enclianting  neck  enfold  ; 

In  the  absence  of  a  shawl,  one 
Gets  so  very  quickly  cold. 

3.  DIANA, 

1. 

THESE  fiiir  limbs,  of  size  so  massive, 
Of  colossal  womanhood, 
Now  are,  in  a  yielding  mood, 
Under  my  embraces  passive. 

Had  I,  with  unbridled  passion, 

Trusting  in  my  strength  drawn  near, 
I  had  soon  had  cause  for  fear ! 

She  had  thrashed  me  in  strange  fashion. 


"D"- 


How  her  bosom,  neck,  throat  charm  me 
(Higher  I  can  scarcely  see)  ; 
Ere  alone  I'd  with  her  be. 

Pray  I  that  she  may  not  harm  me. 


TWAS  in  the  Bay  of  Biscay 
That  she  first  saw  the  light ; 
Two  kittens  in  the  cradle 

She  squeezed  to  death  outright. 

Across  the  Pyrenees  she 
With  feet  uncover'd  ran  ; 

Then  for  her  size  gigantic 
Was  shown  at  Perpignau. 

She's  now  the  grandest  dame  in 
The  Faubourg  Saint-Denis, 

Where  unto  small  Sir  William 
Some  thousand  pounds  costs  she. 

3. 

OFTEN  when  I  am  with  thee, 
Much-beloved  and  noble  lady, 
The  remembrance  steals  o'er  mo 
Of  Bologna's  market  shady. 
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Tliere  a  massive  fouut  dotli  stand — 
'Tis  the  Giants'  Fmintain  pretty — 

With  a  Neptune,  by  the  hand 
Of  Giovanni  of  that  city. 

4.  HORTENSE. 
1. 

ONCE  I  thought  each  kiss  a  wonIal^, 
Gives  us,  or  receives  instead, 
By  some  influence  superhuman 
Was  from  old  predestined. 

I  both  took  and  gave  back  willing 

Kisses  then  as  earnestly 
As  if  I  were  but  fulfilling 

Actions  of  necessity. 

Kisses  are  superfluous, — this  I 

Have  discover 'd  on  life's  stage, 
And  with  small  concern  now  kiss  I, 

Heedless  of  the  surplusage. 

2. 

BESIDE  the  corner  of  the  street 
We  stood  in  fond  communion 
For  full  an  hour,  and  talked  about 
Our  spirits'  loving  union. 

We  loved  each  other — this  we  said 

A  hundred  times  repeating; 
Beside  the  coi'ner  of  the  street 

We  stood,  and  went  on  greeting 

The  Goddess  of  Occasion,  brisk 

As  waiting  maids,  and  sjirightly, 
Pass'd  by  that  way  and  saw  us  stancS 

And  smiled,  and  went  on  lightly. 


IX  all  my  dreams  by  daytime, 
In  all  my  watchings  nightly, 
Thy  sweet  delicious  laughter 
^lings  through  my  spirit  ligh*Jy 
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liemomber'st  Montmoren  ay, 
Whor(!,  ou  the  donkey  riding, 

Tluni  fell'st  among  tlie  thistles, 
From  off  the  saddle  gliding  ' 

The  ass  stood  still,  the  thistles 
Demurely  looking  after, — 

I  never  shall  forget,  love, 

Thy  sweet  delicious  laughter. 


I 


4. 

(^She  speaJcs.) 

N  the  garden  fair  a  tree  stands. 
And  an  apple  hangeth  there, 
And  around  the  trunk  a  serpent 

Coils  himself,  and  I  can  ne'er 
From  the  serpent's  eyes  enchanting 

Turn  away  my  troubled  sight, 
And  he  whispers  words  alluring. 

And  enthrals  me  with  delight. 

(T^e  other  one  speaks.) 

'Tis  the  fruit  of  life  thou  spyest,— 

Its  delicious  flavour  taste, 
That  thy  life  until  thou  diest 

May  not  be  for  ever  waste  ! 
Darling  dove,  sweet  child,  no  sighing  1 

Quickly  taste,  and  never  fear  ; 
Follow  my  advice,  relying 

On  thy  aunt's  sage  counsel,  dear 

5. 

ON"  my  newly-tuned  guitar  I 
Play  new  tunes  that  seem  much  fittor 
Old  the  text  is,  for  the  words  are 
Solomon's:  A  woman's  bitter. 

To  her  husband  she  is  faithless. 

And  she  treats  her  friend  with  malice ; 

Wormwood  are  the  last  remaining 
Drops  in  love's  once-golden  chalice. 
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Tell  me,  is  tlie  aiicieut  legend 

Of  the  curse  of  siu  no  libel  ? 
Did  the  serpent  bring  it  on  thee, 

As  recorded  in  the  Bible  ? 

Creeping  on  the  earth,  the  serpent 

Lurks  in  every  bush  around  thee, 
Still,  as  formerly,  caresses, 

And  her  hisses  still  confound  thee. 

Ah,  how  cold  and  dark  'tis  growing ! 

Round  the  sun  the  ravens  hover 
Croakingly,  and  love  and  rapture 

Now  for  evermore  arc  over. 


THE  bliss  that  thou  didst  falsely  pledge 
For  but  a  short  time  cheated  ; 
Thine  image,  like  a  vision  false, 
Soon  from  my  bosom  fleeted. 

The  morning  came,  the  mist  soon  fled 
Before  the  sun's  rays  sjilendid  ; 

And  wellnigh  ere  it  had  commenced, 
Our  passing  fondness  ended. 

5.  CLAKISSA. 
1. 

ALL  my  charming  loving  offers 
Thou  art  eagerly  declining  ' 
If  I  say  :  "  Is  tliis  refusal  ?" 

Thou  at  once  beginnest  whining. 

SoMom  pray  I,  but  now  hear  me, 
(iracious  God  !  O  help  this  maiden  ! 

Dry  her  sweet  tears,  and  enlighten 
iTer  poor  brains  so  sorrow-laden ! 


WHERESOI<]VER  thou  mayst  wander, 
Thou  dost  every  liour  behold  me, 
And  [  love  thee  all  the  fonder, 

Wluiu  thou  dost  rebuke  and  fH5vld  me. 
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Cliai'inin  i'  malice  will  ensnare  me, 
While  I  hate  a  kindly  action  ; 

And  the  surest  Avay  to  scare  me, 
Is  to  love  me  to  distraction. 

3 

MAY  the  devil  take  thy  motlier 
And  thy  father,  for  their  cruel 
Conduct  at  the  play,  in  hiding 

Thee  from  me,  my  j^recious  jovel ! 

There  they  sat,  their  spreading  dresses 
Leaving  but  few  spaces  only 

Through  the  which  to  spy  thee  sitting 
In  the  box's  rear,  all  lonely. 

There  they  sat,  and  saw  two  lovers 
Both  dostroy'd,  with  eyes  admiring  ; 

And  tliey  clajip'd  a  loud  approval 
When  they  saw  them  both  expiring. 

4. 

GO  not  through  the  naughty  quarters 
Where  the  pretty  eyes  are  living  ; 
Ah,  they  fain  would  spare  their  lightnings 
With  a  semblance  of  forgiving. 

From  the  high  bow-window  looking 
In  a  loving  way  they  greet  thee, 

Smiling  kindly  (death  and  devil !) 
Sisterlike  their  glances  meet  thee. 

But  thou'rt  on  thy  way  already, 
And  in  vain  is  all  thy  striving ; 

Thou  wilt  have  a  very  breastful 
Of  distress,  when  home  arriving. 


IT  comes  too  late,  thy  present  smiling, 
It  comes  too  late,  thy  present  sigh ! 
The  feelings  all  long  since  have  perish'd 
That  thou  didst  spurn  so  cruelly. 
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Too  late  has  come  thy  love  responsive, 
My  heart  thou  vainly  seck'st  to  stir 

With  burning  looks  of  love,  all  falling 
Liko  sunbeams  on  a  sepulchre. 

*  *  * 

This  would  I  learn :  when  life  is  ended, 

O  whither  doth  our  spirit  go  ? 
Where  is  the  flame  when  once  extinguish'd  ? 

The  wind,  when  it  hath  ceased  to  blow  ? 

6. 

"TTTTOUNDED,  in  distress,  and  sickly, 

▼  T      On  a  lovely  summer's  morrow 
Men  I  fly,  and  bury  quickly 
In  the  wood  my  bitter  sorrow. 

As  I  move,  in  muto  compassion 

All  the  noisy  birds  arc  vying ; 
At  my  gi'ief  in  wondrous  fashion 

Each  dark  linden-tree  is  sighing. 

lu  the  vale  I  sadly  sit  on 

Some  green  bank,  sweet  balm  exhaling  : 
"  Kitten !  O  my  pretty  kitten !" 

And  the  hills  repeat  my  wailing. 

Kitten  !  0  my  pretty  kitten  ! 

Why  delightest  thou  to  do  ill? 
Sadly  is  my  poor  heart  smitten 

By  thy  tiger-talons  cruel. 

For  my  heart,  grown  stern  and  saddcn'd, 

Long  had  been  to  joy  a  stranger, 
Till  by  new  love  I  was  gladden'd 

At  thy  sight,  and  fear'd  no  danger. 

Tliou  in  secret  secm'dst  to  mew  thus : 

''  Have  no  fear  of  being  bitten  ; 

"  Prythee  trust  me  when  I  sue  thus, 

"  I'm  a  very  gentle  kitten." 

«  *  « 

7. 

WHILST  sweet  Philomel  in  airy 
Woods  at  random  sings  and  wildly, 
Thou  profcrrcst  the  canaiy 

Doubtless,  as  it  flutters  mildly. 
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In  tlic  cage  I  see  tliee  feeding 

This  small  bird,  so  tame  and  yellow, 

And  it  j)icks  thy  fingers,  pleading 
For  some  sugar,  pretty  fellow  ! 

Charming  is  the  scene  and  moving ! 

Angels  must  enjoy  the  notion ! 
I  myself,  with  look  approving, 

Drop  a  tear  of  deep  emotion. 

8. 

"TTT^ITH  wedding  gifts  the  spring  has  arrived, 

T  T      With  music  and  exultation ; 
It  brings  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride 
Its  hearty  congratulation. 

It  brings  its  violets,  rosebuds  fair. 
And  jasmine  and  herbs  sweet-scented, 

And  for  the  bride  asj)aragus  too, — 

The  bridegroom's  mth  salad  contented. 

9. 

GOD  protect  thee  from  o'erheating, 
And  thy  heart  from  palpitation, 
Keep  thee  from  excessive  eating. 
And  excessive  perspiration. 

As  upon  thy  day  of  marriage 

May  thy  love  be  ever  blessed ! 
Ne'er  the  bridal  yoke  disparage ! 

Be  thy  frame  with  health  possessed ! 

10. 

PRETTY  maid,  if  so  inclined. 
Thou  mayst  now  thus  think  anent  nje 
This  man's  conduct  is  unkind. 

For  he's  seeking  to  torment  me ; — 

Me,  who  never  said  a  word 

That  could  possibly  offend  him  ; 

Who,  wlien  others'  blame  I  heard. 
Did  my  utmost  to  befriend  him. 

Me,  who  had  resolved  in  fact 

By-and-by  to  love  him  dearly, 
Ilad  he  not  begun  to  act 

As  if  he  were  frantic  nearly  1 
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11. 

HOW  tliou  snarlest,  laug'hest,  brooctest 
How  tliou  in  ill  humour  twistest, 
When  thou,  to  all  love  a  stranger, 
Yet  on  jealousy  existest ! 

'Tis  not  red  and  fragrant  roses 

Thou  dost  smell  and  love  so  dearly  ; 

No,  amongst  the  thorns  thou  sniffest, 
Till  they  scratch  thy  nose  severely. 

6.  YOLANTE  AND  MARY. 
1. 

BOTH  these  ladies  know  by  instinct 
How  a  poet  well  to  treat, 
For  they  ask'd  me  and  my  genius 
Luncheon  with  them  once  to  eat. 

Ah  !  the  soup  was  quite  delicious, 
And  the  wine  was  old  and  rare, 

And  the  game  was  really  heavenly, 
And  well-larded  was  the  hare. 

They  of  poetry  kept  talking. 

Till  I  had  enough  at  last, 
And  I  thank'd  them  for  the  honour 

Of  this  very  kind  repast. 

2. 

■\TrlTH  whicli  shall  I  become  enamour 'd, 

T  V    Since  both  are  loveablc  and  mild  ? 
The  mother's  still  a  pretty  woman. 
The  daughter  is  a  pretty  child. 

The  white  and  inexperienced  members 

Are  very  pleasant  to  tlie  view. 
And  yet  the  genial  eyes  that  answer 

Our  tenderness  are  charming  too. 

My  licart  the  jackass  grey  resembles, 

Who  wlien   twixt  two  hay  bundles  placed. 

Eyes  tbom  with  hesitation,  doubting 
Which  of  tlio  two  the  best  will  taste. 
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3. 

THE  bottles  are  empty,  the  breakfast  was  gootl, 
The  ladies  are  gay  and  impassion'd ; 
They  open  their  corsets  in  right  merry  mood, 
Methinks  they  with  point  lace  are  fashion'd. 

Their  bosoms  how  fair  !  Their  shoulders  how  white ' 

My  heart  is  soon  trembling  all  over  ; 
They  presently  jump  on  the  bed  with  delight, 

And  hide  themselves  under  the  cover. 

The  curtains  around  them  before  long  they  pull, 
And  snore  away,  free  from  intrusion ; 

I  stand  in  the  chamber  alone,  like  a  fool, 
And  stare  at  the  bed  in  confusion. 

4. 

NOW  that  I'm  fast  growing  older, 
Youth's  by  keener  fire  replaced, 
And  my  arm,  becoming  bolder, 
Circles  many  a  loving  waist. 

Though  at  first  they  were  afirighted. 

Yet  they  soon  were  reconcil'd  ; 
Modest  doubts  and  wrath  united 

Were  o'ercome  by  flattery  mild. 

Yet  the  best  of  all  is  wanting 

When  I  taste  my  victory ; 
Can  it  be  my  youth's  enchanting 

Bashful  weak  stu2)idity  ? 


rr^HIS  tricolour'd  flow'r  now  worn  i*i 
JL    In  my  breast,  to  show  I'm  free, 
Proving  that  my  heart  fx'eeborn  is, 
And  a  foe  to  slavery. 

Sweet  Queen  Mary,  who  thy  quarters 
In  my  heart  hast  fix'd,  pray  list : 

Many  of  earth's  fairest  daughters 

There  have  reign 'd,  then  been  dismiss'd 
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7.  EMMA. 
1. 

HE  stands  as  firm  as  a  tree  stera, 
In  heat  and  tempest  and  frost; 
His  toes  in  the  ground  are  planted, 
His  aims  are  heavenward  toss'd. 

Thus  long  is  Bagiratha  tortured, 

And  Brama  his  torments  would  end ; 

He  makes  the  mighty  Ganges 
Down  from  the  lieavens  descend. 

But  I,  my  loved  one,  am  vainly 
Tormented  and  stricken  witli  woe  ; 

From  out  of  thine  heavenly  eyelids 
No  drops  of  pity  e'er  flow. 

2. 

IT^OUR-and-twenty  hours  I  still  must 
.     Wait,  to  see  my  bliss  complete, 
As  her  sidelong  glances  tell  me. 
Glances,  0  how  dazzling  sweet ! 

Language  is  but  inexpressive, 

Words  are  awkward  and  in  vain  ; 
Soon  as  they  are  said,  the  jJi'ctty 
Butterfly  flies  oft"  again. 

But  a  lw)k  may  last  for  ever. 

And  with  joy  may  fill  tliy  ])rcast, 
Making  it  like  some  wide;  licaven, 

Full  of  starry  rapture  blest. 


NOT  one  solitary  kiss 
After  months  of  loving  passion  . 
So  my  mouth  must  still  continue 
Dry,  in  very  wretched  fashion. 

Hapi^inoss  soemM  once  at  liainl. 

And  her  breath  I  e'en  folt  nigli  me 

But  witliout  my  lips  e'er  touching, 
Slic,  alas!  soon  fleeted  by  mc. 
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I  i^MMA,  for  my  satisfaction 


Say  if  I'm  distracted  driven, 
By  my  love,  or  is  love  only 
The  result  of  my  distraction  ? 

All !  I'm  tortured,  charming  Emma, 

Not  alone  by  my  mad  loving, 

Not  alone  by  loving  madness, 
But  besides  by  this  dilemma. 

5. 

"TTTHEN  I'm  with  thee,  strife  and  noed  1 
W     So  I  on  my  travels  started  ; 
Yet  my  life,  when  from  thee  parted, 
Is  no  life,  but  death  indeed. 

Pondering  all  the  livelong  night, 

I  'twixt  death  and  hell  lay  choosing — 
Ah,  methinks  this  strife  confusing 

Now  has  driv'n  me  mad  outright ! 


FAST  is  creeping  on  us  dreary 
Night  with  many  a  ghostly  shape, 
And  our  souls  are  growing  weary. 
And  we  at  each  other  gape. 

Thou  art  old  and  I  still  older, 

And  our  spring  has  ceased  to  bloom  ; 

Thou  art  cold,  and  I  still  colder, 
At  th'  approach  of  winter's  gloom. 

At  the  end,  how  all  is  sadden'd ! 

After  love's  sweet  cares  are  past, 
Cares  draw  nigh,  by  love  ungladden'd, 

After  life  comes  death  at  last. 

8.  FREDERICA. 
1. 

0  LEAVE  Berlin,  with  its  thick-lying  sand, 
Weak  tea,  and  men  who  seem  so  much  to  know 
That  tlicy  both  (iod,  themselves,  and  all  below 
With  Heijel's  reason  only  understand. 
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0  come  to  India,  to  tlie  sunny  land 

Where  flowers  ambrosial  tlieir  sweet  fragrance  throw 
Where  pilgrim  troops  on  tow'rd  the  Gauges  go 

With  reverence,  in  white  robes,  a  festal  band. 

There,  where  the  palm-trees  wave,  the  billows  smile, 
AtuI  on  the  sacred  bank  the  lotos-tree 

Soars  up  to  Tudra's  castle  blue, — yes  there, 

Tliere  will  I  kneel  to  thee  in  trusting  style, 
And  press  against  thy  foot,  and  say  to  thee : 
"  Madam,  thou  art  the  faii-est  of  the  fair  !" 

2. 

THE  Ganges  roars ;  amid  the  foliage  see 
The  sharp  eyes  of  the  antelope,  who  springs 
Disdainfully  along ;  their  colour'd  wings 
The  peacocks  as  they  move,  show  haughtily. 

Deep  from  the  bosom  of  the  sunny  lea 

liises  a  newborn  race  of  flowers,  sweet  things ; 
With  yearning-madden'd  voice  Cocila  sings — 

Yes,  thou  art  fair,  no  woman's  like  to  thee ! 

God  Cama  *  lurks  in  all  thy  features  fair, 

He  dwells  within  thy  bosom's  tents  so  white, 

And  breathes  to  thee  the  sweetest  songs  he  knows. 

Upon  thy  lips  Vassantf  has  made  his  lair, 
I  find  witliin  thine  eyes  new  worlds  of  light, 
In  my  own  world  no  more  I  find  repose. 


THE  Ganges  roars ;  the  mighty  Ganges  swells, 
The  Himalaya  glows  in  evening's  light, 
And  from  the  banyan-foi'cst's  gloomy  night 
The  elephantine  herd  breaks  forth  and  yells. 

0  for  a  typo  to  show  liow  she  excels ! 
A  type  of  thee,  so  lovely  to  the  sight, 
Thee  the  incomparable,  good  and  bright, 

So  tliat  sweet  rapture  in  my  lK)soni  dwc^lls. 

♦  ITic  Hindoo  god  coirespondini;  to  Cupid.  t  f^pring. 
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In  vain  tLou  see'st  rae  seek  for  types,  and  prate,— 
See'st  me  witli  feelings  struggle,  and  with  rhyme, 
And,  ah,  thou  smilest  at  my  pangs  of  love  ! 

But  smile  !     For  when  thou  smil'st,  Gandarvas  straight 
Seize  on  the  sweet  guitar,  and  all  the  time 
Sing  in  the  golden  sunny  halls  above. 

9.  CATHEKINE. 
1. 

A  BEAUTEOUS  star  arises  o'er  my  night, 
A  star  which  smiles  down  on  me  comfort  bright, 
And  new  life  pledges  to  supply, — 
O  do  not  lie  1 

As  leaps  to  the  moon  the  sea  with  sullen  roai. 
So  gladly,  wildly,  doth  my  spirit  soar 
Up  to  thy  blissful  light  on  high, — 
O  do  not  lie ! 


'•  "TTTILL  you  not  be  presented  to  her?" 

TT        The  duchess  whisper'd  once  to  me. 
"  On  no  account !  for  I  to  woo  her 
"  Methinks  have  too  much  modesty." 

How  gracefully  she  stands  before  me  ! 

I  fancy,  when  I  near  her  go, 
A  newborn  life  is  stealing  o'er  mc. 

With  newborn  joy  and  newborn  woe. 

I'm  from  her  kept  as  though  by  anguish, 
While  yearning  drives  me  to  draw  neai ; 

Her  eyes,  as  they  so  sweetly  languish. 
The  wild  stars  of  my  fate  appear. 

Her  brow  is  clear,  yet  in  the  distance 
The  future  lightning  gathers  there, 

The  storm  whicli,  spite  of  all  resistance, 
My  spirit's  deepest  seat  will  tear. 

Her  mouth  is  lovely,  but  with  terror 

I  see  })encath  the  roses  hiss 
The  Kfsrpents  which  will  prove  my  error, 

With  honied  scorn  and  treach'rous  kisfl 
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Impell'd  by  yearning,  still  more  near  1 
Draw  to  tLe  dear  but  dangerous  jjlaco  : 

Her  darling  voicse  already  hear  I — 

Bright  flames  her  every  sentence  grace. 

"  Sir,  what's  the  name  " — I  hear  her  utter 

These  words — "  Of  her  whose  voice  I  heard  ?" 

I  only  answer  with  a  stutter  : 

"  Madam,  I  did  not  hear  one  word  !" 

3. 

YES,  I  now,  a  poor  magician, 
Like  sage  Merlin,  am  held  fast 
In  my  magic  ring  at  last, 
In  disconsolate  condition. 

At  her  feet  imprison 'd  sweetly 
I  am  lying  all  the  while. 
Gazing  on  her  eyes'  sweet  smile, 

And  the  hours  are  passing  fleetly. 

Thus,  for  hours,  days,  weeks  behold  me  i 

Like  a  vision  time  has  fled. 

Scarcely  know  I  what  T  said, 
And  1  know  not  what  she  told  me. 

Just  as  if  her  lips  were  dearly 

Press'd  to  mine,  beyond  control 

I  am  stirr'd,  till  in  my  soul 
I  can  trace  the  flames  full  clearly. 

4. 

''I^HOU  lic'st  in  my  arms  so  gladly. 
JL    So  gladly  thou  lic'st  on  my  licai  I ! 
I  am  thy  one  sole  heaven, 
My  dearest  star  thou  art. 

The  foolish  race  of  mortals 

Is  swarming  far  below  ; 
They're  shouting  and  storming  and  scolding, 

(And  each  one  is  right,  I  well  know ) 

Tlieir  cap  and  bells  they  jingle, 

And  quan-el  without  a  cause. 
Ami  with  their  heavy  club-sticks 

They  break  each  other's  jaws. 
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IIow  liappy  are  we,  my  darling, 
Tliat  wo  so  far  away  arc  ; 

Tliou  hidcst  in  thy  heaven 
Thy  head,  my  dearest  star  ! 


I  LOVE  such  white  and  snowy  members, 
The  thin  veil  of  a  spirit  tender, 
Wild  and  large  eyes,  a  brow  encompass'd 
With  flowing  locks  of  swarthy  spleudoor. 

Thou  art  indeed  the  very  person 

Whom  I  in  every  land  have  sought  for, 

While  girls  like  thee  a  man  of  honour 

Like  me  have  always  cared  and  thought  for. 

The  very  man  thou  stand'st  in  need  of 
Is  foimd  iu  me.     At  first  thou'lt  pay  mo 

Richly  with  sentiments  and  kisses, 
And  then,  as  usual,  vplt  betray  me. 

G. 

J^I^HE  spring's  already  at  the  gate 
-L    W^ith  looks  my  care  beguiling  ; 
The  country  round  appeareth  straight 
A  flower-garden  smiling. 

My  darling  sittcth  by  my  side, 

In  carriage  onward  fleeting ; 
She  looks  on  me  with  tender  pride. 

Her  heart,  I  feel  it  beating. 

W^hat  warbling,  what  fragrance  the  sun's  light  awakes  t 

Like  jewels  the  verdure  is  gleaming, 
His  snowy-blossoming  head  soon  shakes 

The  sapling  with  joyous  seeming. 

The  flowers  peep  forth  from  the  earth  to  see, 

Witli  longing  in  every  feature, 
The  lovely  woman  won  by  me, 

And  me,  the  happy  crcatui'e. 

0  transient  bliss  !     Across  the  corn 

To-morrow  will  pass  the  sickle. 
The  beauteous  spring  wither,  and  I  all  forlorn 

Be  left  by  the  woman  fickle. 
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7. 


LATELY  dreamt  I  I  wat?  walking 
lu  the  happy  realms  of  heavcu, 
Walking  with  thee,  for  without  thco, 
Heaven  itself  would  be  a  hell. 

There  I  saw  th'  Elect  together, 
All  the  righteous  and  the  godly, 
Who  had  for  their  souls'  salvation 
Mortified  on  earth  their  bodies. 

Fathers  of  the  Church,  apostles, 

Capuchins  and  holy  hermits. 

Strange  old  fellows,  some  strange  yoimg  ouoa— » 

'Twas  the  latter  look'd  the  ugliest ! 

Very  long  and  saintly  faces, 
Ample  bald  pates,  also  grey  beards 
(Various  Jews  were  of  the  number) 
Pass'd  us,  looking  stern  and  solemn. 

Not  one  look  upon  thee  throwing, 
Although  thou,  my  pretty  darling, 
On  my  arm  wert  hanging,  toying, 
Toying,  smiling,  and  cof[uetting. 

One  alone  upon  thee  look'd. 
And  he  was  the  only  handsome, 
Handsome  man  of  all  tlio  number ; 
And  majestic  were  his  features. 

Eound  his  lips  was  human  kindnes;?, 
In  his  eyes  divine  repose, 
And  he  mildly  gazed  upon  thee 
As  upon  the  Magdalene. 

Ah  !  I  know,  he  meant  it  kindly, 
None  was  e'er  so  pure  and  noble, 
But  I,  I  was  notwitlistanding 
Moved  as  by  an  envious  feeling; 

And,  I  must  confess,  I  foimd  it 
Far  from  pleasant  up  in  heaven — 
May  God  pardon  me!     Our  Saviour 
Jesus  Christ  I  deem'd  intrusivo 
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EACH  pcrsou  to  tliis  feast  cucliautlng 
His  mistress  takes,  and  with  delight 
Roams  in  the  blooming  summer  uight. 
I  wander  alone,  for  my  loved  one  is  wanting. 

Like  some  sick  man,  I  wander  all  lonely, 
And  far  from  the  mirth  and  dancing  go, 
The  music  sweet  and  the  lamps'  bright  glo\» 

My  thoughts  are  away,  and  in  England  only. 

I  pluck  the  pinks  and  I  pluck  the  roses, 

Distractedly  and  full  of  woe. 

And  know  not  on  whom  the  flow'rs  to  bestow  j 
My  heart  soon  withers  along  with  the  posies. 


LONG  songlcss  and  opprcss'd  with  sadness, 
I  now  compose  again  with  yearning  ! 
Like  tears  that  from  us  burst  with  madness 
My  songs  arc  suddenly  returning. 

Again  I  chant,  with  voice  melodious, 
Of  great  love  and  still  greater  sorrow  ; 

Of  hearts  which,  to  each  other  odious 
To-day,  when  parted  break  to-morrow. 

I  ofttimes  think  I  feel  the  greeting 
Of  German  oak  trees  waving  o'er  me, 

With  whispers  of  a  glad  re-meeting — 
A  dream  !  they  vanish  from  before  me. 

I  ofttimes  think  I  hear  the  singing 

Of  German  nightingales  once  cheri;:h'd ; 

Sweetly  their  notes  are  round  me  clinging  — 
A  dream!  the  vision  soon  has  perish'd. 

Where  are  the  roses  whose  delicious 

Perfume  once  bless'd  me  ?     Every  blossom 

Long  since  has  died  1     With  taint  pernicious 
Their  ghostly  scent  still  haunts  my  bosom. 


BOOK  OF  SONGS.  129 

10.  SONGS  OF  CKEATION. 
1. 

GOD  at  first  the  sun  created, 
Then  each  nightly  constellatioij ; 
From  the  sweat  of  his  own  forehead 
Oxen  were  his  next  creation. 

Wild  beasts  he  created  later, 

Lions  with  their  paws  so  furious ; 

In  the  image  of  the  lion 

Made  he  kittens  small  and  curious. 

Afterwards,  the  wilds  to  people, 
Man  to  spring  to  being  bade  he, 

And  in  man's  attractive  image 
Interesting  monkeys  made  he. 

Satan  saw  it,  full  of  laughter  : 

''  Copies  from  himself  he's  taking ! 

"  In  the  image  of  his  oxen 

"  Calves  he  finally  is  making." 

2. 

TO  the  devil  spake  the  Lord  thus  : 
Copies  of  myself  I'm  taking  ; 
After  sun  come  constellations, 
After  oxen,  calves  I'm  making. 

After  lions  with  their  furious 
Paws,  I'm  making  kittens  curious. 
After  men  come  monkeys  clever  : 
Thou  canst  nothing  make,  however. 

3. 

IT/IADE  for  my  glory  and  edification 
Men,  lions,  and  oxen,  and  sunlight  splendid  ; 
But  calves,  cats,  monkeys,  and  each  constclhitinn 
For  nought  but  my  own  delight  I  intended. 


WITH  one  short  week  of  preparation 
The  wliole  of  the  world  was  made  by  Die 
And  yet  I  work'd  out  the  plan  of  creation 
For  thousands  of  years  full  thoughtfully. 

E 
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Creation  itself  is  a  mere  act  of  motion  _ 
That's  easily  done  in  a  very  short  time ; 

And  yet  the  plan,  the  primary  notion, — 
'Tis  that  that  proves  the  artist  sublime. 

Three  hundred  long  years  have  I  been  taking 
In  solving  the  question  by  slow  degi-ees 

As  to  which  was  the  proper  manner  of  making 
Both  Doctors  of  Law  and  little  fleas. 

5.  • 

ON  the  sixth  day  spake  the  Lord  thus  : 
I  have  finish'd  finally 
All  this  vast  and  fair  creation, 
And  that  all  is  good,  I  see. 

How  the  sun's  rays,  golden-roselikc, 
O'er  the  ocean  brightly  gleam ! 

Every  tree  is  green  and  glittering, 
And  enamell'd  all  things  seem. 

On  the  plain  yon  lambkins  sporting 

Are  like  alabaster  white  ; 
0  how  natui-al  and  perfect 

Nature  seemeth  to  the  sight ! 

Earth  and  heaven  alike  are  teeming 

"With  my  glorious  majesty, 
And  through  long  and  endless  ages 

Man  will  praise  and  worship  me. 


THE  stuff  out  of  which  a  poem  is  wrought 
Is  not  to  be  suck'd  from  the  finger ; 
No  God  created  the  world  from  nought 
Any  more  than  an  earthly  singer. 

'Twas  mud  primeval  that  form'd  the  source 
Whence  the  body  of  man  I  created, 

And  from  the  ribs  of  man  in  due  course 
Fair  woman  I  separated. 

The  heavens  I  form'd  from  out  of  the  earth, 
And  angels  from  women  completed  ; 

The  raw  material  first  gets  its  worth 
From  being  artist'callj  treated. 
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THE  cliiefest  reason  wliy  I  made 
The  earth,  I  will  confess  with  gladness 
Within  my  soul,  like  fiery  madness, 
A  bui'niog  call  to  do  so  play'd. 

Illness  was  the  especial  groimd 

Of  my  creative  inclination ; 

I  might  recover  by  creation, 
Creation  made  me  once  more  sound. 

11.  ABROAD. 
1. 


T^EOM  place  to  place  thou'rt  wandering  still. 


JL     Thou  scarcely  knowest  why  ; 
A  gentle  word  the  wind  doth  fill, — • 
Thou  look'st  round  wond'ringly. 

My  loved  one,  who  was  left  behind, 

Is  calling  softly  now  : 
'  Return,  I  love  thee,  O  be  kind, 

"  My  only  joy  art  thou !" 

But  on,  still  on,  no  peace,  no  rest, 
Thou  never  still  mayst  be ; 

What  thou  of  yore  didst  love  the  best. 
Thou  ne'er  again  shalt  sec. 


rflHOU  art  to-day  of  sadder  seeming 
JL     Than  thou  iiast  been  for  long  before ; 
Mute  tears  upon  thy  cliecks  are  gleaming, 
Thy  sighs  wax  louder  more  and  more. 

Of  thy  far  home  long  vanish'd  is  it 
That  tliou  art  thinking,  full  of  pain? 

Wouldst  thou  not  joyfully  revisit 
Thy  much-loved  fatherland  again  ? 

Art  thinking  now  of  her  who  sweetly 
With  tiny  rage  enchanted  thee  ? 

Vcx'd  by  her  oft,  yo  soon  completely 
Were  reconciled,  and  laugh'd  ^rjth  gloo 
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Art  thinking  of  the  friends  whom  yearning 

Im2)Gird  to  fall  upon  thy  breast? 
Within  the  heart  the  thoughts  were  burning, 

And  yet  the  lips  remain'd  at  rest. 

Or  of  the  sister  and  the  mother 

Art  thinking,  who  approved  thy  suit  ? 
Methinks  within  thy  breast,  good  brother, 

Wild  passions  fast  are  gromng  mute. 
Of  the  fair  garden  art  thou  thinking, 

Its  birds  and  trees,  where  love's  young  dream 
Ofttimes  sustain'd  thy  spirits  sinking, 

And  hope  shone  forth  with  trembling  beam  't 
'Tis  late.     The  snow  has  fallen  thickly. 

Bright  night  illumes  the  humid  mass ; 
I  now  must  go,  and  hasten  quickly 

To  dress  for  company, — Alas ! 

S. 

OF  my  fair  fatherland  I  once  was  proud ; 
Beside  the  stream 
The  oak  soar'd  high,  the  violets  gently  bow'd  ; 
It  was  a  dream. 

German  the  kisses  were,  in  German  too 

(Sweet  then  did  seem 
The  sound)  they  spake  the  words  :  "  Yes,  I  lovo  you  1"- 
It  was  a  dream. 

12.  TRAGEDY 
1. 

OFLY  with  me,  and  be  my  wife, 
And  to  my  heart  for  comfort  come ! 
Far,  far  away  hence  be  my  heart. 
Thy  fatherland  and  father's  h  me. 

If  thou'lt  not  go,  I  here  will  die, 

And  all  alone  abandon  thee ; 
And  if  thou  in  thy  father's  home 

Dost  stay,  thou'lt  seem  abroad  to  be. 

2. 
A  genuine  national  song,  heard  by  Heine  on  the  Rliino.; 
n^HERE  fell  a  frost  in  a  night  of  spring, 

Jt  fell  on  the  tender  flowerets  blue, 
'*''*,»?  y  all  soon  wither'd  and  faded. 
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A  youtli  onco  loved  a  maiden  full  well, 
They  secretly  fled  away  from  tlie  house, 
Unknown  to  father  and  mother. 

They  wander'd  here  and  they  wander'd  there, 
And  neither  joy  nor  star  could  they  find, 
And  so  they  droop'd  and  they  perish'd. 

3. 

UPON  her  grave  a  linden  is  springing, 
Where  bii'ds  and  the  evening  breeze  ai'C  singing, 
And  on  the  green  sward  under  it 
The  miller's  boy  and  his  sweetheart  sit. 

The  winds  are  blowing  so  softly  and  fleetly, 
The  birds  are  singing  so  sadly  and  sweetly, 
The  prattling  lovers  are  mute  by-and-by, 
They  weej)  and  they  know  not  the  reason  why. 

13.  THE  TANNHAUSER. 

A    I.EGEND. 

(Written  in  1836.) 
1. 

OALL  good  Christians,  be  on  your  guard, 
Lest  Satan's  wiles  ensnare  you! 
I'll  sing  you  the  song  of  the  Tannhauser  bold, 
That  ye  may  didy  beware  you. 

The  noble  Tannhauser,  a  valiant  knight. 

For  love  and  plcasui'e  yeai-ning, 
To  the  Venus'  mount  travell'd,  and  there  he  dwell 

Seven  years  without  returning. 

"  Dear  Venus,  lovely  mistress,  farewell  ! 

"  Thougli  much  thuu  mayst  enchant  iiu;, 
"  No  longer  will  I  tarry  with  thee, 

"  Permission  to  leave  now  grant  me." 

"  Tannhauser,  dear  and  nc^ble  knight, 

"  To-day  you  have  kept  from  kissing; 
"  So  kiss  me  quickly  and  tell  me  true. 

"  What  is  there  in  me  you  find  missing  ? 

"  Have  I  each  day  the  sweetest  wine 

"  Not  pdur'd  out  for  you  gaily? 
"  And  have  I  not  always  crowu'd  yoiu'  Lead 

"  With  fragrant  roses  daily  ?" — 
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•'  Dear  Venus,  lovely  mistress,  in  trutli 

"  My  soul  no  longer  finds  pleasing 
"  These  endless  kisses  and  luscious  \vino,— 

"  I  long  for  something  that's  teasing. 

"  Too  much  have  we  jested,  too  much  have  we  laugh 'd, 

"  My  heart  for  tears  has  long  panted  ; 
''  Each  rose  on  my  head  I  fain  would  see 

"  By  pointed  thorns  supplanted." — 

"  Tannhauser,  dear  and  noble  knight, 

"  You  fain  would  vex  and  grieve  mc ; 
"  An  oath  you  have  sworn  a  thousand  times 

"  That  you  would  never  leave  me. 

"  Come,  let  us  into  the  chamber  go, 

"  To  taste  of  love's  rapture  and  gladness, 

"  And  there  my  fair  and  lily-white  form 
"  Shall  drive  away  thy  sadness." — 

"  Dear  Venus,  lovely  mistress,  thy  charms 

"  Will  bloom  for  ever  and  ever  ; 
"As  many  ali-eady  have  glow'd  for  thee, 

"  So  men  will  forget  thee  never! 

"  But  when  I  think  of  the  heroes  and  gods 

"  Who  erst  have  taken  their  pleasure 
"  In  clasping  thy  fair  and  lily-white  form 

"  My  anger  knows  no  measure. 

"  Thy  fair  and  lily-white  figure  with  dread 

"  Is  filling  me  even  this  minute, 
"  When  thinking  hew  many  in  after  times 

"  Will  still  take  pleasure  in  it!" — 

"  Tannhauser,  dear  and  noble  knight, 

"  You  should  not  utter  such  treason  ; 
"  'Twere  better  to  beat  me,  as  you  have  before 

"  Oft  done  for  many  a  season. 

"  'Twere  better  to  beat  me,  than  such  harsh  words 

"  Of  insult  thus  to  have  spoken, 
"  Whereby,  O  Christian  ungrateful  and  cold, 

"  The  pride  in  my  bosom  is  broken. 

•'  Because  I  love  you  so  much,  I  forgive 

"  Your  evil  words,  thankless  mortal ; 
^*  Farewell,  I  grant  you  permission  to  leave, 

"  I'll  open  myself  the  portal." 
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2. 

IN  Eome,  in  the  lioly  city  of  Eome, 
With  singing  and  ringing  and  blowing 
A  grand  procession  is  moving  on, 
The  Pope  in  the  middle  is  going. 

The  pious  Pope  Urban  is  his  name, 

The  triple  crown  he  is  wearing, 
lie  wears  a  red  and  pm-ple  robe. 

And  Barons  his  train  are  bearing. 

"  0  holy  Father,  Pope  Urban,  stay  I 

"  I  will  not  move  from  my  station, 
"  Until  thou  hast  saved  my  soul  from  hell, 

"  And  heard  my  suj)plication !" — 

The  ghostly  songs  are  suddenly  mute, 

The  peoi^le  fall  backwards  dumbly  ; 
O  who  is  the  pilgrim  pale  and  wild 

Who  bends  to  the  Pope  so  humbly  ? 

*'  O  holy  Father,  Pope  Urban,  to  whom 
"  To  bind  and  to  loose  not  too  much  is, 

"  0  save  me  from  the  pangs  of  hell, 
"  And  out  of  the  Evil  One's  clutches  ! 

"  By  name,  I'm  the  noble  Tannhauser  call'd ; 

"  For  love  and  pleasure  yearning, 
"  To  the  Venus'  mount  I  travell'd  and  dwelt 

"  Seven  years  there  without  returning. 

"  This  Venus  is  a  woman  fair 

"  With  charms  of  dazzling  splendour  ; 

"  Like  light  of  sun  and  flowers'  sweet  scent 
"  Her  voice  is  gentle  and  tender. 

"  As  a  butterfly  flutters  around  a  flower 

"  And  from  its  calyx  sips  too, 
*'  So  flutters  my  soul  for  evermore 

"  Around  her  rosy  lips  too. 
"  Around  her  noble  features  cntmne 

"  Her  blooming  black  locks  wildly ; 
"  Thy  breath  would  be  gone  if  once  her  great  eyea 

"  Were  fix'd  upon  thee  mildly. 
•'  If  her  great  eyes  u2)OU  thee  were  fix'd 

"  They  surely  would  harass  thee  greatly ; 
"  'Twas  with  the  greatest  trouble  that  1 

"  Escaped  from  the  mountain  lately. 
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"  From  out  of  tlie  mountain  I  made  my  escape 

"  And  yet  for  ever  pursue  me 
"  The  looks  of  the  beautiful  woman,  which  seem 

"  To  say  '  0  hasten  back  to  me  I' 

"  A  wretched  spectre  by  day  I've  become, 

"  At  night  I  vainly  woidd  hide  me 
'*  In  sleep,  for  I  dream  that  my  mistress  dear 

"  Is  sitting  and  laughing  beside  me. 

"  How  clearly,  how  sweetly,  how  madly  she  laughs 
"  Her  white  teeth  all  the  while  showing ! 

"  Whenever  I  think  of  that  laugh,  in  streams 
"  The  tears  from  my  eyes  begin  flowing. 

"  I  love  her  indeed  with  a  boundless  love 
"  That  scorches  me  up  to  a  cinder  ; 

"   Tis  like  a  wild  waterfall,  whose  fierce  flood 
"  No  barrier  ever  can  hinder. 

"  It  nimbly  leaps  from  rock  to  rock 

"  With  noisy  foaming  and  boiling ; 
"  Its  neck  it  may  break  a  thousand  times, 

"  Yet  on,  still  on,  it  keeps  toiling. 

"  If  all  the  expanse  of  the  heavens  were  mine, 
"  To  Venus  the  whole  I'd  surrender; 

"  I'd  give  her  the  sun,  I'd  give  her  the  moon, 
"  I'd  give  her  the  stars  in  their  splendour. 

"  I  love  her  indeed  with  a  boundless  love, 

"  Whose  flame  within  me  rages ; 
"  O  say  can  this  be  the  fii-e  of  hell, 

"  The  glow  that  will  last  through  all  ages  ? 

"  O  holy  Father,  Pope  Urban,  to  whom 
To  bind  and  to  loose  not  too  much  is, 

■ '  O  save  me  from  the  pangs  of  hell, 

"  And  out  of  the  Evil  One's  clutches  !— ' 

His  hands  the  Pope  raised  sadly  on  high, 
And  sigh'd  till  these  words  he  had  spoken ' 

''  Tannhauser,  most  unhappy  knight, 
"  The  charm  can  never  be  broken. 

"  The  Devil  whom  they  Venus  call 
"  Is  mighty  for  hurting  and  harming  ; 

"  I'm  powerless  quite  to  rescue  thee 
'•  From  out  of  his  talons  so  charming, 
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"  And  so  thy  soul  must  expiate  now 

"  Thy  fleshly  lusts  infernal ; 
"  Yes,  thou  art  rejected,  yes,  thou  art  condemu'd 

"  To  suffer  hell's  torments  eternal." 


THE  knight  Tannhauser  roam'd  on  till  his  feet 
Were  sore  Avith  his  wanderings  dreary. 
At  midnight's  hoiir  he  came  at  length 
To  the  Venus'  mountain,  full  weary. 

Fair  Venus  awoke  from  out  of  her  sleep, 
And  out  of  her  bed  sjirang  lightly, 

And  clasjj'd  her  fair  and  lily-white  arms 
Around  her  beloved  one  tightly. 

From  out  of  her  nose  the  blood  fell  fast. 
The  tears  from  her  eyes  descended ; 

She  cover'd  the  face  of  her  darling  knight 
With  blood  and  tears  closely  blended. 

The  knight  lay  quietly  down  in  the  bed, 

And  not  one  word  has  he  spoken  ; 
While  Venus  went  to  the  kitchen,  to  make 

Some  soup,  that  his  fast  might  be  broken. 

She  gave  him  soup,  and  she  gave  him  bread, 

She  wash'd  his  wounded  feet,  too  ; 
She  comb'd  his  rough  and  matted  hair. 

And  laugh'd  with  a  laugh  full  sweet,  too. 

"  Tannhauser,  dear  and  noble  knight, 
"  Full  long  hast  thou  been  wandering; 

"  ()  ;  ay  in  what  lands  hast  thou  thy  time 
"  So  far  from  hence  been  squandering  V" 

"  Dear  Venus,  lovely  mistress,  in  truth 

"  In  Italy  I  have  been  staying  ; 
"  I've  had  some  bus'ness  in  Eome,  and  now 

"  Return  without  fui-ther  delaying. 

"  Rome  stands  on  the  Tiber,  just  at  the  spot 

'•  Whore  sev(!u  liills  are  meeting  ; 
"  In  R.omo  I  also  behold  the  Pope, — 

"The  Pope  bo  sends  theo  Lis  greeting. 
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"  And  Florence  I  saw,  when  on  my  return, 

"  And  then  through  Milan  I  hasted, 
"  And  next  thi-ough  Switzerland  scrambled  fast, 

"  And  not  one  moment  wasted. 

"  And  when  I  travell'd  over  the  Alps, 

"  The  snow  already  was  falling  ; 
"  The  blue  lakes  sweetly  on  me  smiled, 

"  The  eagles  were  circling  and  calling. 

"  And  when  on  the  Mount  St.  Gothard  I  stood, 
"  Below  me  snored  Germany  loudly; 

"  Beneath  the  mild  sway  of  thirty-six  kings 
"  It  slumber'd  calmly  and  proudly. 

"  In  Swabia  I  saw  the  poetical  school 

"  Of  dear  little  simpleton  creatures; 
"  They  sat  together  all  i-anged  in  a  row, 

"  With  very  diminutive  features. 

"  In  Dresden  I  saw  a  certain  dog, 

"  A  sjjrig  of  the  aristocracy  ; 
"  His  teeth  he  had  lost,  and  bark'd  and  ycll'd 

"  Like  one  of  the  vulgar  democracy. 

"  At  Weimar,  the  Muses'  widow'd  seat, 
"  I  heard  them  their  sentiments  giving ; 

"  They  wept  and  lamented  that  Goethe  was  dead, 
"  And  Eckermann  still  'mongst  the  living  ! 

"  At  Potsdam  I  heard  a  very  loud  cry, — 
"  I  said  in  ama;:e  :  '  What's  the  matter  ?' — 

"  'Tis  Gans*  at  lierlin,  who  last  century's  tale 
"  '  Is  reading  and  making  this  clatter.' 

"  At  Gottingen  knowledge  was  blossoming  still, 
"  But  bringing  no  fruit  to  perfection ; 

"  'Twas  dark  as  pitch  when  I  got  there  at  night, 
"  No  light  was  in  any  dii-ection. 

'  In  the  bridewell  at  Zell  Hanoverians  alone 
"  Were  confined  ;  at  our  next  Eeformation 

"  A  national  bridewell  and  one  common  lash 
"  We  must  have  for  the  whole  German  nation. 

*  Tlie  eminent  rrofeesor  aud  Editor  of  Hegel's  woika.     lit 
diud  iu  1839 
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"  At  Hamburg,  iu  that  excellent  town, 

"Mauy  terrible  rascals  dwell  still ; 
'*'  And  when  I  wander'd  about  the  Exchange, 

"  I  fancied  myself  in  Zell  still ! 
''  At  Hamburg  I  Altona  saw ;  'tis  a  spot 

"In  a  charming  situation  ; 
"  And  all  my  adventures  that  there  I  met 

"  I'll  tell  on  another  occasion  "* 

14.  ROMANCES. 
1.  A  WOMAN. 

^pHEY  loved  each  other  beyond  belief, 

-1-  The  woman  a  rogue  was,  the  man  was  a  thief; 

At  each  piece  of  knavery,  daily 

She  fell  on  the  bed,  laughing  gaily. 

In  joy  and  pleasure  they  pass'd  the  day. 

Upon  his  bosom  all  night  she  lay  ; 

When  they  carried  liiin  oft"  to  Old  Bailey, 

At  the  window  she  stood,  laughing  gaily. 

He  sent  her  this  message :  O  come  to  me, 
I  yearn,  my  love,  so  greatly  for  thee ; 
Jl  want  thee,  I  pine,  and  look  palely, — 
Her  liead  she  but  shook,  laughing  gaily. 
At  six  in  the  morning  they  hang'd  the  knave, 
At  seven  they  laid  him  down  in  his  grave  ; 
At  eight  on  her  ears  this  fell  stalely, 
And  a  bumper  she  drank,  laughing  gaily. 

2.  CELEBIIATION  OF  SPRING. 
LIST  to  this  spring  time's  terrible  jest  ! 
In  savage  troops  tlie  maidens  fair 
Are  rushing  along  with  fluttering  hair, 
And  howls  of  anguish  and  naked  breast ; — 

Adonis !  Adonis ! 
The  night  falls  fast.     By  torchlight  clear 
They  sadly  explore  each  forest  track, 
"Which  mournful  answers  is  echoing  back 
Of  laughter,  sobs,  sighs,  and  cries  of  fear : — 
Adonis!  Adonis  I 

*  It  is  with  real  hesitation  tliat  I  publi.sli  tliis  luiiie  and  iin- 
jiiitciit  coiidUHion  t<)  tt  lugmiil  tlic  first  two  pails  of  whicL  ura 
Ui  llciue'ii  Leut  BU'lu. 
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That  youthful  figiu'e,  so  wondrous  fair, 

Now  lies  ou  the  ground  all  pale  and  dead ; 
His  blood  has  dyed  each  floweret  red, 

And  mournful  sighs  resound  through  the  air  : 
Adonis!  Adonis! 

3.  CHILDE  HAKOLD. 

SLOW  and  weary,  moves  a  dreary 
Stout  black  bark  the  stream  along ; 
Visors  wearing,  all-uncaring, 

Funeral  mutes  the  benches  throng. 

'Mongst  them  dumbly,  with  his  comely 
Face  upturn'd,  the  dead  bard  lies  ; 

Living  seeming,  toward  the  beaming 
Light  of  heaven  still  turn  his  eyes. 

From  the  water,  like  a  daughter 
Of  the  stream's  voice,  comes  a  sigh, 

And  with  wailing  unavailing 

'Gainst  the  bark  the  waves  dash  high. 


o 


4.  THE  EXORCISM. 

^T^HE  young  Franciscan  friar  sits 
J-    In  his  cloister  silent  and  lonely; 
He  reads  a  magical  book,  which  sj)eaks 
Of  exorcisms  only. 

And  when  the  hour  of  midnight  knell'd. 
An  impulse  resistless'  came  oer  him  ; 

Tlio  underground  sjjirits  with  pallid  lips 
He  summon 'd  to  rise  up  before  him  : 

"  Ye  spirits !  Go,  fetch  me  from  out  of  the  grava 
"  The  corjjse  of  my  mistress  cherish'd  ; 

"  For  this  one  night  restore  her  to  life, 
"  Eekindling  joys  long  perish'd." 

The  fearful  exorcising  word 

He  breathes,  and  his  wish  is  granted ; 
The  poor  dead  beauty  in  grave-clothes  white 

Appears  to  his  vision  enchanted. 

Her  look  is  mournful ;  her  ice-cold  breast 
Her  sighs  of  grief  cannot  smother  ; 

The  dead  one  sits  herself  down  by  the  monk, 
In  silence  they  gaze  ou  each  other. 
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5.  EXTRACT  FROM  A  LETTICLI. 
[The  Sun  speaks.) 

WHAT  matter  all  my  looks  to  tlicu  V 
It  is  the  well-known  right  of  tliu  svm 
To  shod  down  his  rays  on  cv'ry  one ; 
I  beam  because  'tis  proper  for  me. 

Wliat  matter  all  my  looks  to  thee  ? 

Thy  duties  bear  in  mind,  poor  elf ; 

Quick,  marry,  and  get  a  son  to  thyself, 
Au(l  so  a  German  worthy  be  ! 

I  beam  because  'tis  proper  for  me. 
1  wander  up  and  down  in  the  sky. 
From  mere  ennui  1  peep  from  on  high — 

What  matter  all  my  looks  to  thee  V 

(77*6  Poet  speaks.) 

It  is  in  truth  my  special  merit 

That  I  can  bear  thy  radiant  light, 
Hedge  of  an  endless  youthful  spirit, 

Thou  dazzling  beauty,  blest  and  bright 

Diit  now  mine  eyes  are  growing  weary, 
On  my  poor  eyelids  fast  are  falling, 

Like  a  black  covering,  the  dreary 

Dark  shades  of  night  with  gloom  appalling. 

(Chorus  of  Monkeys.) 

Wo  monkeys,  we  monkeys, 

Like  impudent  flunkies, 

Stare  at  the  sun, 

Who  can't  prevent  its  being  done. 

{Chorus  of  Frogs.) 

The  water  is  better, 
But  also  much  wetter 
Than  'tis  in  the  air. 
And  merrily  thoro 
We  love  to  gaze 
<ra  the  sun's  bright  rays. 
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{Gliorus  of  Moles.) 

How  foolish  people  are  to  cliatter 
Of  beams  and  sunny  rays  bewitcliiiig 
With  ns,  the^  but  produce  an  itching 

We  scratch  it  and  so  end  the  matter. 

(^A  Glow-worm  spealis.) 

How  boastingly  the  sun  displays 
His  very  fleeting  daily  rays  ! 
But  I'm  not  so  immodest  quite. 
And  yet  I'm  an  important  light, — 
I  mean  by  night,  I  mean  by  night ! 

THE  EVIL  STAR. 

rfflHE  star,  after  beaming  so  brightly, 
JL    From  the  sky  fell,  a  vision  unsightly , 
What  is  the  love  by  poets  sung  ? 
A  star  amid  a  heap  of  dung. 

Like  a  poor  mangy  dog,  when  he's  dying, 
Beneath  all  this  filth  it  is  lying  ; 
Shrill  crows  the  cock,  loud  grunts  the  so\r 
And  wallows  in  the  fearful  slough. 


■'o' 


In  the  garden  O  had  I  descended, 
By  fair  flowerets  lovingly  tended, 
Where  I  oft  yearn'd  to  find  my  doom, 
A  virgin  death,  a  fragrant  tomb ! 

7.  ANNO  1829. 

GIVE  me  a  wide  and  noble  field 
Where  I  may  perish  decently  ! 
O  let  me  in  this  narrow  world 

Of  shops  be  not  condemned  to  die ! 

They  eat  full  well,  they  drink  full  well, 
And  revel  in  their  mole-like  bliss  ; 

Their  magnanimity's  as  great 
As  any  poor-box  opening  is. 

Cigars  they  carry  in  their  mouths, 

Their  hands  we  in  their  breeches  view^^ 

And  their  digestive  powers  are  great, — ■ 
O  could  we  but  digest  them  too  ! 
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They  trade  in  every  spice  that  grows 

Ulion  the  earth,  yet  we  can  trace. 
Despite  their  spices,  in  the  air 

The  odour  of  a  grovelling  race. 

Could  I  some  great  transgressions,  yes, 

Colossal  bloody  crimes  but  sec, — 
Aught  but  this  virtue  flat  and  tamo. 

This  solvent  strict  morality ! 

Ye  clouds  on  high,  0  bear  me  hence, 

To  some  far  spot  without  delay  ! 
To  Lapland  or  to  Africa, 

To  Pomerania  e'en — away ! 

0  bear  me  hence ! — They  hearken  not — 
The  clouds  on  high  so  prudent  are ! 

They  fly  above  this  town,  to  seek 

With  trembling  haste  some  region  far. 

8.  ANNO  1839. 

DEAR  distant  Germany,  how  often 
I  weep  when  I  remember  thee ! 
Gay  France  my  sorrow  caimot  soften, 
llcr  merry  race  gives  pain  to  me. 

In  Paris,  in  this  witty  region, 

'Tis  cold  dry  reason  that  now  reigns ; 

O  bells  of  folly  and  religion, 

How  sweetly  sound  at  home  yoiu-  strains  1 

Courteous  the  men  !     Their  salutation 

I  yet  return  with  feelings  sad ; 
The  rudeness  shown  in  every  station 

Jn  my  own  coimtry  made  me  glad ! 

Smiling  the  women !  but  their  clatter, 
Like  millwheels,  never  seems  to  cease; 

The  Germans  (not  to  mince  the  matter) 
Prefer  I,  who  lie  down  in  peace. 

And  all  things  here  with  restless  passion 
Keep  whirling,  like  some  madden'd  dream ; 

Wltli  Tis,  they  move  in  jog-trot  fashion, 
And  well-nigh  void  of  motion  seem. 
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MetLinks  I  hear  tlie  distant  ringing 
Of  the  soft  bugle's  notes  serene  ; 

The  watchman's  songs  I  hear  them  singingj 
With  Philomel'i?  sweet  strains  between. 

At  home  the  bard,  a  happy  vagrant 
In  Schilda's  oak  woods  loved  to  rove  ; 

Fiom  moonbeams  fair  and  violets  fragrant 
My  tendei'  verses  there  I  wove. 

9.  AT  DAWN. 

ON  the  Faubourg  Saint  Mar§ean 
Lay  the  mist  this  very  morning, 
Mist  of  autumn,  heavy,  thick, 
And  a  white-hued  night  resembling. 

Wandering  through  this  white-hued  night, 

I  beheld  before  me  gliding 

An  enchanting  female  form 

Which  the  moon's  sweet  light  resembled. 

Yes,  she  was,  like  moonlight  sweet, 
Lightly  floating,  tender,  graceful ; 
Such  a  slender  shape  of  limbs 
I  had  here  in  France  ne'er  witness'd. 

Was  it  Luna's  self  perchance. 

Who  with  some  young  dear  and  handsoiiic 

Fond  Endymion  had  to-day 

In  th'  Quartier  Latin  been  ling'ring  ? 

On  my  way  home  thus  I  thought : 
Wherefore  fled  she  when  she  saw  me  ? 
Did  the  Goddess  think  that  I 
Was  perchance  the  Sun-God  PhoebuK  ? 

10.  SIR  OLAVE. 
I. 

ATI'  the  door  of  the  cathedral 
.   Stand  two  men,  both  wearing  red  coata, 
And  the  first  one  is  tha  monarch, 
And  the  headsman  is  the  other. 

To  the  headsman  spake  the  monarch  : 
"  By  the  priest'?,  song  I  can  gather 
"  That  the  wjdding  is  now  finish'd — 
"  Keep  thv  trusty  hatchet  ready  !" 
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To  the  sound  of  bells  and  organ 
From  the  chm-ch  the  people  issue 
In  a  motley  throng,  and  'mongst  them 
Move  the  gay-dress'd  bridal  couple. 

Pale  as  death  and  sad  and  mournful 
Looks  the  monarch's  lovely  daughter  ; 
IJold  and  joyous  looks  Sir  Olave, 
And  his  ruddy  lips  are  smiling. 

And  with  smiling  ruddy  lips  he 
Thus  the  gloomy  king  addresses : 
"  Father  of  my  wife,  good  morning ! 
"  Forfeited  to-day  my  head  is. 

"  I  to-day  must  die, — O  suffer, 

"  Suffer  me  to  live  till  midnight, 

"  That  I  may  with  feast  and  torch-danco 

"  Celebrate  my  happy  wedding ! 

"  Let  me  live,  O  let  me  live,  sire, 
"  Till  I've  drain'd  the  final  goblet, 
"  Till  the  final  dance  is  finisla'd — 
'•  Suffer  me  to  live  till  midnight !" 

To  the  headsman  spake  the  monarch  : 
"  To  om-  son-in-law  a  respite 
"  Of  his  life  we  grant  till  midnight — 
"  Keep  thy  trusty  hatchet  ready  !' 

II. 

SIE  OLAVE  he  sits  at  his  wedding  ropast, 
And  every  goblet  is  drained  at  last; 
Upon  his  shoulder  reclines 
His  wife  and  pines — 

At  the  door  the  headsman  is  standing. 

The  dance  begins,  and  Sir  Olave  takes  hold 
Of  his  youthful  wife,  and  with  haste  uncontroU'tJ 
They  dance  by  the  torches'  glow 
Their  last  dance  below — 

At  the  door  the  headsman  is  standing. 

The  fiddles  strike  up,  so  merry  and  glad, 
The  flutes  they  sound  so  moiirnfnl  and  Bud ; 
Whoever  their  dancing  then  saw 
Was  filled  with  awe  — 

At  the  door  the  headsman  is  etaudiug. 

I. 
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And  as  they  dance  in  tlie  eclioing  Lall, 

To  his  wife  speaks  Sir  Olave,  unheard  by  them  ai^ : 

"  My  love  will  be  ne'er  known  to  thee — 

'•  The  grave  yawns  for  me — " 

At  the  door  the  headsman  is  standing. 

in. 

SIE  OLAYE,  'tis  the  midnight  hour, 
Thy  days  of  life  are  number'd  ; 
In  a  king's  daughter's  arms  instead 
Thou  thoughtest  to  have  slumber'd. 

The  monks  they  mutter  the  prayers  for  the  dca<l, 

Tlie  man  tlie  red  coat  wearing 
Already  before  the  black  block  stands, 

His  polish'd  hatchet  bearing. 

Sir  Olave  descends  to  the  court  below, 

Where  the  swords  and  the  lights  are  gleaming ; 

The  ruddy  lips  of  the  Knight  they  smile, 
And  he  speaks  with  a  countenance  beaming  : 

"  I  bless  the  sun,  and  I  bless  the  moon, 
"  And  the  stars  in  the  heavens  before  me ; 

"  I  bless  too  the  little  birds  that  sing 
"  In  the  air  so  merrily  o'er  me. 

"  I  bless  the  sea  and  I  bless  the  land, 

"  And  the  flow'rs  that  the  meadow's  life  are  ; 

"  I  bless  the  violets,  which  are  as  soft 
"  As  the  eyes  of  my  own  dear  wife  are. 

"  Ye  violet  eyes  of  my  own  dear  wife, 
"  My  life  for  your  sakes  T  surrender  ! 

"  I  bless  the  elder-tree,  under  whose  shade 
"  We  plighted  our  vows  of  love  tender." 

11.  THE  WATER  NYMPHS. 

THE  waves  were  plashing  against  the  lone  strand, 
The  moon  had  risen  lately, 
The  knight  was  lying  upon  the  white  sand, 
In  vision  musing  greatly. 

The  beauteous  nymphs  arose  from  the  deej), 

Their  veils  around  them  floated ; 
TJuiy  softly  approach'd,  and  fancied  that  sltxjp 

The  youth's  repose  denoted. 
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The  plume  of  liis  helmet  the  first  one  felt. 
To  see  if  perchance  it  would  harm  her ; 

The  second  took  hold  of  his  shoulder  belt, 
And  handled  his  heavy  chain  armour. 

The  third  one  laugh'd,  and  her  eyes  gleam'd  bright, 
As  the  sword  from  the  scabbard  drew  she ; 

On  the  bare  sword  leaning,  she  gazed  on  the  knight, 
And  heartfelt  pleasure  knew  she. 

The  fourth  one  danced  both  here  and  there, 

And  breath'd  from  her  inmost  bosom  : 
'•  0  would  that  I  thy  mistress  were, 

"  Thou  lovely  mortal  blossom  !" 

The  fifth  her  kisses  with  passionate  strength 
On  the  hand  of  the  knight  kept  planting  ; 

The  sixth  one  tarried,  and  kissed  at  length 
His  lips  and  his  cheeks  enchanting. 

The  knight  was  wise,  and  far  too  discreet 

To  open  his  eyes  midst  such  blisses  ; 
He  let  the  fair  nymphs  in  the  moonlight  sweet 

Continue  their  loving  kisses. 

12.  BEKTJRAND  DE  BORN. 

A  NOBLE  pride  on  every  feature, 
His  forehead  stamp'd  with  thought  mature, 
He  could  subdue  each  mortal  creatm-e, 
Bertrand  de  Born,  the  troubadour. 

How  wondrously  his  sweet  notes  caught  her, 

Plantagenct  the  Lion's  (xucen  ! 
Both  sons  as  well  as  lovely  daughter 

He  sang  into  his  net,  I  ween. 

The  father  too  he  fool'd  discreetly  ! 

Hush'd  was  the  monarch's  wrath  and  scorn 
On  hearing  him  discourse  so  sweetly, 

The  troubadoui",  Bertrand  de  Born. 

13.  SPRING. 

rpUE  waters  glisten  and  merrily  glide, — 
A-    How  lovely  is  love  midst  spring's  splendour  I 
The  shopherdess  sits  by  tlie  streamlet's  side, 
And  twines  her  garlands  so  tender. 
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All  nature  is  budding  witli  fragrant  perfume, 
How  lovely  is  love  midst  spring's  splendour  I 

The  sliopherdess  sighs  from  her  heart :  "  0  to  whom 
"  Shall  I  my  garlands  surrender?" 

A  horseman  is  riding  beside  the  clear  brook, 

A  kindly  greeting  he  utters ; 
The  shepherdess  views  him  with  sorrowful  look, 

The  plume  in  his  hat  gaily  flutters. 

She  weeps  and  into  the  gliding  waves  flings 

Her  flowery  garlands  so  tender  ; 
Of  kisses  and  love  the  nightingale  sings — 

How  lovely  is  love  midst  sj)ring's  splendour  ! 

14,  ALI  BEY. 

A  LI  BEY,  the  true  Faith's  hero, 
Happy  lies  in  maids'  embraces ; 
Allah  gi-anteth  him  a  foretaste 
Here  on  earth  of  heavenly  rajiturc. 

Odalisques,  as  fair  as  houris, 
Like  gazelles  in  every  motion — • 
Wliile  the  first  his  beard  is  curling. 
See,  tlie  second  smoothes  his  forehead. 

And  the  third  the  lute  is  jilaying. 
Singing,  dancing,  and  with  laughter 
Kissing  him  upon  his  bosom, 
Where  the  flames  of  bliss  are  glowing. 

But  the  trumpets  of  a  sudden 
Sound  outside,  the  s.vonls  are  rattling. 
Calls  to  arms,  and  shots  of  muskets — 
Lord,  the  Franks  are  maiching  on  us  ! 

And  the  hero  mounts  his  war-steed, 
Joins  the  fight,  but  seems  still  dreaming  ; 
For  he  fancies  he  is  lying 
As  before  in  maids'  embraces. 

Whilst  the  heads  of  the  invaders 
He  is  cutting  off  by  dozens, 
He  is  smiling  like  a  lover. 
Yes,  he  softly  smiles  and  gently. 
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15.  PSYCHE. 

IN  her  liand  the  little  lamp,  and 
Mighty  passion  in  her  breast, 
Psyche  creepeth  to  the  couch  where 
Her  dear  sleeper  takes  his  rest. 

IIow  she  blushes,  how  she  trembles, 

When  his  beauty  she  descries ! 
He,  the  God  of  love,  unveil'd  thus. 

Soon  awakes  and  quickly  flies. 

Eighteen  hundred  years'  repentance  I 
And  the  poor  thing  nearly  died  ! 

Psyche  fasts  and  whips  herself  still. 
For  she  Amor  naked  spied. 

16.  THE  UNKNOWN  ONE. 

EVERY  day  I  have  a  meeting 
With  my  golden-tressed  beauty 
In  the  Tuileries'  fair  garden 
Underneath  the  chesnuts'  shadow. 

Every  day  she  goes  to  walk  there 
With  two  old  and  ugly  women — 
Are  they  aunts  ?  or  else  two  soldiers 
Muffled  up  in  women's  garments  ? 

Overawed  by  the  mustachios 
Of  her  masculine  attendants, 
And  still  further  overawed  too 
By  the  feelings  in  my  bosom, 

I  ne'er  ventured  e'en  one  sighing 
Word  to  whisper  as  I  pass'd  her, 
And  with  looks  I  scarcely  ventured 
Ever  to  proclaim  my  passion. 

For  the  first  time  I  to-day  have 
Learnt  her  name.     Her  name  is  Laura 
Like  the  Proven(;al  fair  maiden 
Whom  the  famous  poet  loved  so, 

Laura  is  her  name !     I've  gone  now 
Just  as  fiir  as  Master  Petrarch, 
Who  the  fair  one  culebnitcd 
In  canzonas  and  in  sonnets. 
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Lanra  is  her  name !  like  Petrarch 
I  can  now  platonically 
Eevel  in  tliis  name  euphonious — 
He  himself  no  further  ventured. 

17.  THE  CHANGE. 

WITH  brunettes  I  now  have  finish 'd, 
And  this  year  am  once  more  fond 
Of  the  eyes  whose  colour  blue  is, 
Of  the  hair  whose  colour's  blond. 

Mild  the  blond  one,  whom  I  love  now, 
And  in  meekness  quite  a  gem  ! 

She  would  be  some  blest  saint's  image, 
Held  her  hand  a  lily  stem. 

Slender  limbs  of  wondrous  beauty, 
Little  flesh,  much  sympathy  ; 

All  her  soul  is  glowing  but  for 
Faith  and  hope  and  charity. 

She  maintains  she  understands  not 
German, — but  it  can't  be  so  ; 

Hast  ne'er  read  the  heavenly  poem 
Klopstock  wrote  some  time  ago  ? 


M 


18.  FORTUNE. 

"ADAM  Fortune,  thou  in  vain 
Act'st  the  coy  one !     I  can  gala 
By  my  ov/n  exertions  merely 
All  thy  favours  prized  so  dearly. 

Thou  art  overcome  by  me, 
To  the  yoke  I  fasten  thee  ; 
Thou  art  mine  beyond  escaping — ■ 
But  my  bleeding  wounds  are  gaping. 

All  my  red  blood  gushes  out. 
My  life's  courage  to  the  rout 
Soon  is  put ;  I'm  vanquish'd  lying, 
And  in  victory's  hour  am  dying. 

19.  LAMENTATION  OF  AN  OLD-GERMAN  YOUTiL 
ri^IIE  man  on  whom  virtue  smiles  is  blest, 
JL     He  is  lost  who  neglects  her  instructions ; 
Poor  youth  that  I  am,  I  am  ruin'd 
By  evil  companions'  seductions. 
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F(jr  cards  and  dice  soon  dispossess'd 

My  pockets  of  all  their  money ; 
At  fii'st  the  maidens  consoled  me 

With  smiles  as  luscious  as  honey. 
But  when  they  had  fuddled  with  wine  their  gue&t, 

And  torn  my  garments,  straightway 
(Poor  youth  that  I  am)  they  seized  me, 

And  bundled  me  out  at  the  gateway. 

On  waking  after  a  bad  night's  rest, — 

Sad  end  to  all  my  ambition  ! — 
Poor  youth  that  I  am,  I  was  filling 

At  Cassel  a  sentry's  position. 

20.  AWAY ! 

THE  day's  enamour'd  of  the  night, 
The  springtime  loves  the  winter. 
And  life's  in  love  with  death, — 
And  thou,  thou  lovest  me ! 

Thou  lov'st  me — thou'rt  already  seized 
By  fear-inspiring  shadows, 
And  all  thy  blossoms  fade, 
To  death  thy  soul  is  bleeding. 

Away  from  me,  and  only  love 
Tlie  butterflies,  gay  triflers, 
Who  in  the  sunlight  sport^ 
Away  from  me  and  sorrow ! 

21.  MADAM  METTB. 
''From  the  Danish.) 

SAYS  Bender  to  Peter  over  their  wine : 
'•  I'll  wager  (though  doubtless  you  re  clever) 
"  That  tliough  your  fine  singing  may  conquer  the  world, 
"  My  wife  'twill  conquer  never." 

Then  Peter  replied  :  "  I'll  wager  my  horse 

"  To  your  dog,  or  the  devil  is  in  it, 
"  I'll  sing  Madam  Mette  into  my  house 

"  This  evening,  at  twelve  to  a  minute." 

And  when  the  hour  C)f  midnight  drew  near, 
Friend  Peter  commenced  his  sweet  singing ; 

Right  over  the  forest,  right  over  the  flood 
His  charming  notes  were  ringing. 
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Tho  fir-trees  listen'd  in  silence  deep, 

The  jflood  stood  still  and  listen'd, 
The  pale  moon  trembled  high  up  in  the  sky, 

The  wise  stars  joyously  glisten'd. 

Madam  Mctte  awoke  from  out  of  her  sleep  : 
''  What  singing  !     How  sweet  the  seduction  !" 

She  put  on  her  dress,  and  left  the  house — 
Alas,  it  proved  her  destruction  ! 

Kight  through  the  forest,  right  through  tho  flood, 

She  sjieeded  onward  straightway ; 
While  Peter,  with  the  might  of  his  song, 

Allui'ed  her  inside  his  own  gateway. 

And  when  she  at  morning  return'd  back  home. 

At  the  door  her  husband  caught  her  : 
"  Pray  tell  me,  good  wife,  where  you  spent  the  night  ? 

"  Your  garments  are  dripping  with  water." 

"I  spent  the  night  a,t  the  water-nymphs'  stream, 
"  And  heard  the  Future  told  by  them  ; 

"  The  mocking  fairies  wetted  me  through 

"  With  their  splashes,  for  going  too  nigh  them." 

"  You  have  not  been  to  the  water-nymphs'  stream, 
"  The  sand  there  could  ne'er  make  you  muddy  ; 

"  Your  feet,  good  wife,  are  bleeding  and  torn, 
"  Your  cheeks  are  also  bloody." 

"  I  spent  the  night  in  the  elfin  wood, 

"  To  see  the  elfin  dances  ; 
"  I  wounded  my  feet  and  face  with  the  thorns 

"  And  fir-boughs  cutting  like  lances." 

"  The  elfins  dance  in  the  sweet  month  of  May 

"  On  flowery  plains,  but  the  chilly 
"  Bleak  days  of  autumn  now  reign  on  the  earth, 

"  The  wind  in  the  forests  howls  shrilly." 

"  At  Peter  Nielsen's  I  spent  the  night, 

"  He  sang  so  mightily  to  me, 
"  That  through  the  forest,  and  through  the  flood 

"  He  irresistibly  drew  me. 

"  His  song  is  mighty  as  death  itself, 

"  To  night  and  jjcrdition  alluring  ; 
"  Its  tuneful  glow  still  burns  in  my  heart, 

*'  A  speedy  death  insuring." 
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The  door  of  the  cliurcli  is  liimg  with  black, 

The  funeral  bells  are  ringing, 
Toor  Madam  Matte's  terrible  death 

To  public  notice  bringing. 

Poor  Bender  sighs,  as  he  stands  at  the  bier,— 

'Twas  sad  to  bear  him  call  so  ! — 
'  I  now  have  lost  my  beautiful  wife, 
"  And  lost  my  true  dog  also." 

22.  THE  MEETING. 

rpHE  music  under  the  linden-tree  soimds, 
X    The  boys  and  the  maidens  dance  lightly  ; 
Amongst  them  two  dance,  whom  nobody  knows, 
Of  figures  noble  and  sightly. 

They  float  about  here,  they  float  about  there, 
In  a  way  that  strange  habits  expresses ; 

They  smile  at  each  other,  they  shake  their  heads, 
The  maiden  the  youth  thus  addresses  : 

"  My  handsome  youth,  upon  thy  hat 

"  There  nods  a  li^.y  splendid, 
"  That  only  grows  ii  the  depths  of  the  sea, — 

"  From  Adam  thoa  art  not  descended. 

"  The  Kelpie  art  thou,  who  the  fair  village  maids 
"  Would'st  allure  with  thy  arts  of  seduction ; 

"  I  knew  thee  at  once,  at  the  very  first  sight, 
"  By  thy  teeth  of  fish-like  construction." 

They  float  about  here,  they  float  about  there. 
In  a  way  that  strange  habits  expresses ; 

They  smile  at  each  other,  they  shake  their  heads, 
The  youth  the  maid  thus  addresses  : 

"  My  Imndsome  maiden,  tell  me  why 

'•  Thy  hand  so  icy  cold  is  ? 
"  And  tell  mo  why  thy  snow-wbite  dress 

"  So  moist  in  every  fold  is  ? 

*'  I  know  thee  at  once,  at  the  very  fii*st  sight, 

"  IJy  tliy  bantariug  sabitiitioii ; 
"  Thou  art  no  mortal  child  of  man, 

"  But  the  water-nymph,  my  relation-" 
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The  ficldlcs  are  silent,  and  finisli'd  tlie  dauco. 
They  part  like  sister  and  brother, 

Tlic}^  know  each  other  only  too  well, 
And  shun  now  the  sight  of  each  other. 

23.  KING  HAEOLD  HAEFAGAll. 

''T^HE  great  King  Harold  Harfagar 
--L    In  ocean's  depths  is  sitting, 
Beside  his  lovely  water- fay ; 
The  years  are  over  him  flitting. 

By  water- sprite's  magical  arts  chain'd  down, 
He  is  neither  living  nor  dead  now, 

And  while  in  this  state  of  baneful  bliss 
Two  hundred  years  have  sj^ed  now. 

The  head  of  the  king  is  laid  on  the  lap 
Of  the  beautiful  woman,  and  ever 

He  yearningly  gazes  up  tow'rd  her  eyes, 
And  looks  away  from  her  never. 

His  golden  hair  is  silver  grey, 

His  cheekbones  (of  time's  march  a  token) 
Project  like  a  ghost's  from  his  yellow  face. 

His  body  is  wither 'd  and  broken. 

And  many  a  time  from  his  sweet  dream  of  love 

He  suddenly  is  waking. 
For  over  him  wildly  rages  the  flood. 

The  castle  of  glass  rudely  shaking. 

He  oftentimes  fancies  he  hears  in  the  wind 
The  Northmen  shouting  out  gladly ; 

He  raises  his  arms  with  joyous  haste, 
Then  lets  them  fall  again  sadly. 

He  oftentimes  fancies  he  hoars  far  abovo 

The  seamen  their  voices  raising, 
The  great  King  Harold  Harfagar 

In  songs  heroical  praising. 

And  then  the  king  from  the  depth  of  his  heari 
Begins  sobbing  and  wailing  and  sighing, 

Wlien  quickly  the  water-fay  over  him  bend  j, 
"With  loving  kisses  replying. 
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24.  THE  LOWER  WORLD. 
I. 

/|  ANY  a  time  poor  Pluto  sigh'tl  lliuf? : 
"  "Were  1  but  a  single  man  ! 


"  Since  my  married  life  began, 
"  Ilell,  I've  learnt,  was  not  a  hell 
"  Till  I  to  a  wife  was  tied  tbus  ! 

"  Would  tbat  I  remain'd  still  single  ! 
"  Since  I  Proserpine  did  wed, 
"  Each  day  wish  I  I  was  dead  ! 
'•  With  the  bark  of  Cerberus 

"  Her  loud  scoldings  ever  mingle. 

"  Each  attempt  I  make  is  fruitless 
"  After  peace.     There's  not  a  ghost 
"  Half  so  sad  in  all  my  host, 
"  And  I  envy  Sisyphus, 

"  And  the  Danaid's  labour  bootless. 


n. 

ON  golden  chair  in  the  regions  infernal, 
Beside  her  spouse,  the  monarch  eternal, 
Queen  Proserpine's  sitting 
With  mien  ill  befitting 
Her  station,  and  sadly  she's  sighing  : 

"  For  roses  I  yearn,  and  the  rapturous  blisses 
"  Of  Philomel's  song,  and  the  sun's  sweet  kisses; 

"  And  here  'mongst  the  pallid 

"  Leniures  and  squalid 
"  Dead  bodies,  my  youth's  days  are  flying. 

'  I'm  fii'mly  bound  in  the  hard  yoke  of  marriage 
In  this  hole,  which  I'm  sure  e'en  a  rat  would  disjiarago 
"  And  the  spectres  unsightly 
"  Through  my  window  peep  nightly, 
"      -  ir  wails  witli  the  Styx's  gi-oans  vying. 

"  This  very  day  I've  invited  to  dinner 

"  Olil  Charon,  the  bald-patcd  spindle-shank'd  sinner,— 

"  And  also  tlie  Judgos, 

"  Tlioso  wearisome  drudges — 
"  "ijiiuh  company's  really  too  trying  I" 
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m. 
'TTT'HILST  these  murmurs  imavailiug 

*  T     111  the  lower  world  found  vent, 
Ceres  on  the  earth  was  wailing, 
And  the  crazy  goddess  went, 
With  no  cap  on,  with  no  collar, 

And  with  loose  dishevell'd  hair. 
Uttering,  in  a  voice  of  dolour, 

That  lament  known  everywhere  :* 

"  Is't  the  beauteous  spring  I  see  ? 

"  Hath  the  earth  grown  young  again  V 
"  Sunlit  hills  glow  verdantly, 

"  Biu'stiug  through  their  icy  chain. 
"  From  the  sti'eamlet's  mirror  blue 

"  Smiles  the  now-unclouded  sky, 
"  Zephyr's  wings  wave  milder  too, 

"  Youthful  blossoms  ope  their  eye. 
"  In  the  gi'ove  sweet  songs  resound, 

"  While  the  Oread  thus  doth  speak : 
"  '  Once  again  thy  flow'rs  are  found, 

"  '  Vain  thy  daughter  'tis  to  seek.' 

"  Ah,  how  long  'tis  since  I  went 

'•  First  in  search  o'er  earth's  wide  face' 
"  Titan,  all  thy  rays  I  sent, 

"  Seeking  for  the  loved  one's  trace ! 
"  Of  that  foi-m  so  dear,  no  ray 

"  Hath  as  yet  brought  news  to  me, 
"  And  the  all-discerning  Day 

"  Cannot  yet  the  lost  one  see. 
"  Hast  thou,  Zeus,  her  from  mo  torn  ? 

''  Or  to  Orcus'  gloomy  stream, 
"  Hath  she  been  by  Pluto  borne, 

"  Smitten  by  her  beauty's  beams  ? 

"  Who  will  to  yon  dreary  strand 

"  Be  the  herald  of  my  woe  ? 
"  Ever  leaves  the  bark  the  land, 

"  Yet  but  shadows  in  it  go. 
"  To  each  blest  eye  evermore 

"  Closed  those  night-like  fields  remain ; 

*  'J'lio  tliree  following  verses  are  extracted  by  Ihino  rerfxitim 
from  Schiller's  well-known  "  Lament  of  Ceres."  The  version  of 
them  here  given  is  taken  from  the  translation  of  Schiller's  Poenm 
publiflhed  by  me  in  1851. 
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**  Styx  no  living  form  e'er  bore, 

"  Since  his  stream  first  wash'd  tlio  plain. 

"  Tliousaud  paths  lead  dowoiward  there, 
"  None  lead  up  again  to  light ; 

"  And  her  tears  no  witness  e'er 

"  Brings  to  her  sad  mother's  sight." 

IV. 

"  i^EEES!  my  good  wife's  relation  ! 

Kj  "  Pry  thee  cease  to  weep  and  call  so ! 
"  I  now  grant  your  application — 

' '  I  have  suffer'd  greatly  also  ! 

"  Comfort  take  !  we'll  share  youi-  daughter  8 

"  Sweet  society,  and  let  her 
"  Have  on  earth  six  months  her  quarters 

"  Yearly,  if  you  like  it  better. 

"  She,  when  men  in  summer  swelter, 

"  Can  assist  your  rural  labours, 
"  'Neath  a  straw  hat  taking  shelter, 

"  Flow'r-bedizen'd,  like  her  neighboui's'. 

"  She  can  rant,  when  colom-s  glowing 
"  Kobe  the  evening  sky  in  splendour, 

"  Wlicn  beside  the  stream  is  blowing 
"  On  his  flute  a  bumpkin  tender. 

"  She'll  rejoice  with  lads  and  lasses 
"  At  the  harvest-home's  gay  dances, 

"  And  amongst  the  sheep  and  asses 
"  Be  a  lioness,  the  chance  is. 

"  I'll  recruit  my  spirits  sinking. 

"  Here  in  Orcus  in  a  canter, 
"  Mingled  punch  and  Lethe  drinking, 

"  And  forget  my  wife  instanter  I" 

"  IVrETHINKS  at  times  thy  brow  is  shaded 
jJJL  "  With  yearnings  that  in  secret  dwell  ; 
"  Thy  hapless  lot  I  know  full  well ; 

"  Lost  love,  a  life  untimely  faded  ! 

*  Thou  nodd'st  a  sad  assent  I  I  never 
"  Can  give  thee  back  thy  youthful  prime  ; 
"  Tliy  heart's  woes  cannot  heal  witli  time : 

"  A  faded  life,  love  lost  for  ever  I" 
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15.  MISCELLANIES. 
1.  MULEDOM. 

rr\lYi  fatlier,  as  is  known  to  all, 
X    A  donkey  was,  beyond  denial ; 
Thy  mother  on  the  other  hand 

A  noble  brood-mare  i)roved  on  trial. 

Thy  mulish  nature,  worthy  friend. 

Though  little  liked,  a  thing  of  course  is  J 
Yet  thou  canst  say,  with  perfect  truth, 

That  thou  belongest  to  the  horses. 
Thou  spring  st  from  proud  Bucephalus  ; 

Thy  fathers  were  with  the  invaders 
Who  to  the  Holy  Sepulchre 

Of  old  time  went,  the  famed  Crusaders. 

Thou  countest  'mongst  thy  relatives 
The  charger  riddeu  by  the  glorious 

Sir  Godfrey  of  Bouillon  the  day 

He  took  God's  town  with  arm  victowoUB 

Thou  canst  aver  that  Bayard's  steed 

Thy  cousin  was,  and  say  (andante) 
Thine  aunt  the  knight  Don  Quixote  bore, 

The  most  heroic  Eosinante. 
But  Sancho's  donkey  thou'lt  not  own 

As  kin,  he  being  much  too  lowly  ; 
Thoult  e'en  disown  the  ass's  foal 

That  whilome  bore  the  Saviour  holy. 

And  thou  art  not  obliged  to  stick 
A  long-ear  surely  in  thy  scutcheon ; 

Of  thine  own  value  be  the  judge, 

And  thou  wilt  never  lay  too  much  on. 

2.  THE  SYMBOL  OF  MADNESS. 

WE'LL  now  begin  to  sing  the  soug 
Of  a  Number  of  much  reputation, 
Known  by  the  name  of  Number  Thi'ce  : 

To  joy  succeeds  vexation. 
Though  sprung  from  an  old  Arabian  stocif, 

In  Christian  estimation 
Nothing  in  Europe  higher  stood 

Thau  thiB  Number  of  proud  reputation. 
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A  very  pattern  of  modesty, 

How  great  was  lier  iudiguatiou 
A  t  finding  tlic  niau  in  bed  with  tlie  maid  I 

She  gave  them  a  sound  castigation. 

In  summer  her  coffee  at  seven  a.m. 

She  di-ank  with  much  gratification, 
In  ■\vdnter  at  nine,  and  slept  all  night 

Without  the  least  molestation. 

But  now  'tis  time  to  alter  our  rhyme, 

To-day  is  changed  to  to-morrow, 
And,  sad  to  say,  poor  Numhcr  Three 

Must  suffer  pain  and  sorrow. 

There  came  a  cobbler  who  said  :  "  The  head 

"  Of  Nuiuber  Three  at  present 
*'  Is  like  a  small  Seven  that's  placed  on  the  top 

"  Of  the  moon  when  she's  shaped  like  a  crescent. 

"  The  Seven  the  mystical  number  is 

"  Of  the  ancient  Pythagoreans  ; 
"  The  crescent  Diana's  worship  denotes, 

"And  also  recals  the  Sabeans. 

"  The  Three  herself  the  famed  Sliibboleth  is 

"  Of  the  senior  bonze  of  Babel, 
"  Intriguing  with  whom  she  at  length  gave  birth 

"  To  the  Holy  Trinity's  fable." 

A  tailor  came  next,  with  a  smile  on  his  face ; 

Poor  Number  Tln-ee,  he  insisted, 
Was  nought  but  a  name,  and  nowhere  else 

Except  upon  pa2)er  existed, 

Wlion  poor  Three  heard  these  cruel  words, 

IJke  a  duck  in  a  state  of  distraction 
Slie  waddled  here  and  waddled  there, 

Lamenting  with  vehement  action  : 

"  I'm  just  as  old  as  the  sea  and  the  wold, 
'■  As  the  stars  that  in  lieavcn  are  bliidiiug ; 

"  I've  seen  kingdoms  ascend,  and  presently  end. 
"  And  nations  rising  and  sinking. 

"  I've  stood  on  the  ceaselessly  whirling  loom 

"  Of  time  for  many  long  ages  ; 
"  Vvo  peep'd  into  Nature's  fashioning  womb, 

*'  Whore  everything  rushes  and  rages. 
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"  And  nevertheless  I  withstood  all  assaultfl 

''  Of  darkness  and  sensuality, 
"  And  safely  preserved  my  virgin  charms, 

"  Despite  their  cruel  brutality. 

"  What  use  is  my  virtue  now?     By  the  wise 

' '  And  the  fools  I  am  evil  entreated ; 
"  The  world  is  wicked,  and  ne'er  content 

"  Till  every  one  is  cheated. 

"  But  cheer  up,  my  heart !  thou  still  hast  loft 

"  Thy  faith  and  hope  and  charity, 
"  With  excellent  coifee  and  glasses  of  rum 

"  Above  the  reach  of  vulgarity." 

3.  PRIDE. 

O  COUNTESS  GUDEL  of  Gudelfeld  town, 
Because  you  are  wealthy,  you're  held  in  reuomi 
With  not  less  than  four  horses  contented, 
At  com-t  you  are  duly  presented  ; 
In  carriage  of  gold  you  go  lightly 
To  tlie  castle,  where  waxlights  gleam  brightly  ; 
Up  the  marble  stairs  rustle 
Your  clothes  with  their  bustle, 
And  then  at  the  top,  on  the  landing 
Tlie  servants  in  gay  dresses  standing 
Shout :  Madame  la  Comtesse  de  Gudelfeld  1 

Your  fan  in  your  hand,  talking  loudly. 

Through  the  chamber  you  wander  on  proudly ; 

With  diamonds  gaily  bedizen' d, 

In  pearls  and  Brussels  lace  prison'd. 

Your  snowy  bosom  with  madness 

Is  heaving  in  uncontroll'd  gladness. 

What  smiles,  nods,  polite  interjections  1 

What  cm'tsies  and  deep  genuflexions  I 

The  Duchess  of  Pavia 

Calls  you  her  cava  mia  ; 

The  nobles  and  corn-tiers  advancing 

Livite  you  to  join  in  the  dancing ; 

And  the  heir  to  the  crown  (who's  thought  witty) 

Hays  loudly  :  How  graceful  and  pretty 

Ai'o  all  the  stern  movements  of  Gudelfeld  I 
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But  if,  poor  C]  eature,  you  money  did  lack, 

The  world  would  straightway  show  you  its  back ; 

The  very  lackeys  with  loathing 

Would  spit  on  yoiu-  clothing  ; 

'Stead  of  bows  and  civility, 

Nouglit  but  vulgar  scurrility; 

The  Duchess  would  cross  herself  rudely, 

And  tlie  Crown  Prince  take  snuff,  and  say  shrewdly  : 

She  smells  of  garlic— this  Gudelfeld  ! 

4.  AWAY ! 

IP  by  one  woman  thou'rt  jilted,  love 
Another,  and  so  forget  her  ; 
To  pack  up  thy  knapsack,  and  straight  remove 
From  the  town  will  be  stil  better, 

Thou'lt  soon  discover  a  blue  lake  fair, 

By  weeping  willows  surrounded  ; 
Thy  trifling  grief  thou'lt  weep  away  there, 

Thy  pangs  so  little  founded. 

Whilst  climbing  up  the  hillside  fast, 

Thou'lt  pant  and  groan  full  loudly  ; 
But  when  on  the  rocky  summit  at  last. 

Thou'lt  hear  the  eagle  scream  proiidly. 

An  eagle  thyself  thou'lt  seem  to  be, 
New  life  the  change  will  bestow  thee  ; 

Thou'lt  feel  thou  hast  lost,  when  thus  set  h'06. 
Not  mucli  in  the  world  below  thee. 

5.  WINTER. 

I'^IIE  cold  may  burn  us  sadly 
Like  tire,  and  mortals  hurry 
Amidst  the  snowdrift  madly, 
With  still-increasing  flurry. 

0  winter  stern  and  chilly. 
When  frozen  are  our  noBos, 

And  piano-strumming  silly 
Our  cars  so  discomposes  ! 

1  like  the  sunnner  only 

When  in  the  wood  I'm  roving 
With  my  own  griefs  all-lonely. 
And  scanning  verses  loving. 
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6.  THE  OLD  CHIMNEYPIECE. 

OUTSIDE  fall  tbe  snowflakes  lightly 
Through  the  night,  loud  raves  the  Btt>rnj 
lu  my  room  the  fire  glows  brightly, 
And  'tis  cosy,  silent,  warm. 

Musing  sit  I  on  the  settle 

By  the  fii-elight's  cheerful  blaze, 

Listening  to  the  busy  kettle 
Humming  long-forgotten  leys. 

And  beside  me  sits  a  kitten, 

Warming  at  the  blaze  her  feet  ; 
Strangely  are  my  senses  smitten 

As  the  flickering  flames  they  meet. 

IVIany  a  dim  long-bm-ied  story 

O'er  me  soon  begins  to  rise. 
But  with  dead  and  faded  glory, 

And  in  strange  and  mask'd  disguise 

Lovely  women  with  shrewd  faces 

Greet  me  with  a  secret  smile. 
Then  the  harlequins  run  races. 

Laughing  merrily  the  while. 

Distant  marble-gods  nod  kindly. 

Dreamily  beside  them  grow 
Fable-flow'rs,  whose  leaves  wave  blindly 

In  the  moonlight  to  and  fro. 

Magic  castles,  once  resplendent, 

Kuin'd  now,  in  sight  aj)pear ; 
Knights  in  armour,  squires  attendant 

Quickly  follow  in  their  rear. 

All  these  visions  I  discover 

As  with  shadowy  haste  they  pass, — • 

Ah,  the  kettle's  boiling  over, 
And  the  kitten's  bi;rnt,  alas  ! 

7.  LONGING. 

THOU  beh oldest  in  thy  vision 
Fable's  silent  flow'rs  before  the©, 
And  a  yearning  wild  steals  o'er  thoe 
At  their  fragrant  scent  elysian. 
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But  thou  from  those  flow'rs  art  parted 
By  a  gulf  both  deep  and  fearful ; 
Thou  becomest  sad  and  tearful, 

And  at  last  art  broken-hearted. 

How  they  glitter  !  how  they  lure  me  ! 
Could  I  but  the  gulf  pass  over ! 
How  the  secret  to  discover, 
And  a  bridge  across  procxu'e  mc  ? 

8.  HELENA. 
ri^HOU  hast  call'd  me  forth  from  out  of  the  grave 
X     By  means  of  thy  magic  will  now, 
And  fill'd  me  full  of  love's  fierce  glow — 
This  glow  thou  never  canst  still  now. 

O  press  thy  mouth  against  my  mouth, 

Man's  breath  with  heaven  is  scented  ; 
Thy  very  soul  I'll  drain  to  the  dregs, 

The  dead  are  never  contented. 

9.  THE  WISE  STARS. 

n'^HE  flowerets  sweet  are  crush'd  by  the  feet 
JL    Full  soon,  and  perish  despairing  ; 
One  passes  by,  and  they  must  die. 
The  modest  as  well  as  the  daring. 

The  pearls  all  sleep  in  the  caves  of  the  deep, 
Where  one  finds  them,  despite  wind  and  weather 

A  hole  is  soon  bored  and  they're  strung  on  a  cord. 
And  there  fast  yoked  together. 

The  stars  are  more  wise,  and  keep  in  the  skies, 

And  hold  the  earth  at  a  distance  ; 
Tlioy  shed  their  light  in  the  heavens  so  bright. 

In  safe  and  endless  existence. 

10.  THE  ANGELS. 

FAITHLESS  as  Saint  Thomas,  never 
Could  I  in  the  heaven  believe 
Which  both  Jew  and  Priest  ondcavour 
To  compel  men  to  receive. 

That  the  angels,  though,  are  real 

I  have  never  held  in  doubt ; 
Spotless,  and  of  grace  ideal, 

Uu  thiti  earlli  they  move  about. 


1()4  Heine's  poems. 

Still  i  doubt  if  such  a  being 

WingVI  is,  it  must  be  confess'd  = 

I  liiive  receutly  been  seeing 
Wingless  angels,  I  protest. 

With  tbeir  dear  and  loving  glances 
With  their  loving  hands  so  white 

Men  they  guard,  and  all  advances 
Of  misf(jrtune  put  to  flight. 

Every  one  can  comfort  borrow 
From  their  favour  and  regard ; 

Most  of  all  that  child  of  sorrow 
Whom  the  pcojile  call  a  bard. 


IG.  POEMS  FOR  THE   TIMES, 

1.  SOUND  DOCTRINE. 

QUICK,  beat  the  drum,  and  be  not  afraid, 
The  suttlcr-maidcu  lovingly  kiss: 
This  is  the  whole  of  knowledge,  in  truth, 
The  deepest  book-learning  lies  in  this. 

Quick,  drum  the  j)eoi)le  out  of  their  sleep. 

And  drum  the  reveille  with  the  ardour  of  yontli 

And  as  you  march,  continue  to  drum — 
This  is  the  whole  of  knowledge,  in  truth. 

All  Hegel's  jAilosophy  here  is  found. 
The  deejicst  book-learning  lies  in  this  ; 

I've  found  it  out,  because  I'm  no  fool. 
And  also  because  I  drum  not  amiss. 

2.  ADAM  THE  FIRST. 

GENDARMES  of  heaven  with  flaming  swokLj 
Thou  sent'st  in  cruel  fashion, 
And  drov'et  me  out  of  Paradise 
Without  the  least  compassion. 

In  search  of  another  country,  I 

And  ray  wife  from  Eden  hasted  ; 
I'hou  canst  not  alter  tlie  fact  that  there 

The  trcQ  of  knowledge  I  tasted. 
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Tliou  canst  not  alter  the  fact  that  I  know 

Thy  weakness  and  many  blunders, 
However  mighty  thou  sccmest  to  he 

When  wielding  death  and  thunders, 

0  heavens,  how  pitiful  is  this 
Consilium  abeundi ! 

1  call  it  a  Magnificus 

Of  earth,  a  Lumen  Mundi. 

I  shall  not  miss  the  spacious  realms 

Of  Paradise  one  minute  • 
It  is  no  genuine  Paradise 

When  trees  forbidden  are  in  it. 

I  claim  my  full  unfettcr'd  rights  ! 

The  slightest  limitation 
Changes  my  Paradise  at  once 

To  hell  and  desolation. 

3.  WARNIXCr. 

"TT/^ORTHY  friend,  'twill  be  perdition 
T  T    Books  like  this  to  think  of  printing  , 
Wouldst  thou  money  earn  or  honour 
Thou  must  bend  in  meek  submission. 

Never  in  this  manner  flighty 

Shouldest  thou  before  the  public 

Thus  have  spoken  of  the  pai'sons 
And  of  monarchs  high  and  miglity  I 

Friend,  tliou'lt  be  by  all  forsaken ! 
Princes  have  long  arms,  the  i)arsons 
Have  long  tongues,  and  then  the  public 

Have  long  ears,  or  I'm  mistaken ! 

4.  TO  A  QUONDAM  FOLLOWER  OF  (iOIOTHK 

(18f;2.; 

HAST  thou,  tlien,  superior  risen 
To  the  chilly  dream  of  glory 
Which  great  ^Vcimar's  poet  hoary 
Wove  around  thee,  lilce  a  prison  V 

Are  thy  old  friends  bores  now  voted  ? — 

Clara,  Grctchcn, — names  familiar, — 

Scrlo's  chaste  maid,  and  Ottilia 
In  tho  "  Wahlvorwandschal't  "  noted  ? 
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Tliou'rt  "with  Germany  enchanted, 
Art  become  a  Mignon-hater, 
And  thou  seek'st  for  freedom  greater 

Than  Philina  ever  granted. 

Like  a  Lnnebm'gomaster, 

Thon  dost  battle  for  the  nation, 

Holding  uj)  to  execration 
Kings,  as  causing  all  disaster. 

And  I  hear  with  pleasure  hearty, 

What  a  pitch  thy  praises  grow  to, 

And  how  thou'rt  a  Mirabeau,  too, 
At  each  Luneburg  tea-party  ! 

5.  THE  SECRET. 

WE  sigh  not,  and  the  eye's  not  moisten'd, 
We  laugh  at  times,  we  often  smile ; 
In  not  a  look,  in  not  a  gestiu'O 

The  secret  comes  to  light  the  while. 

Deep  in  our  bleeding  spirit  hidden, 

It  lies  in  silent  misery  ; 
If  in  our  wild  heart  it  finds  language. 

The  mouth's  still  closed  convulsively. 

Ask  of  the  suckling  in  the  cradle, 
Ask  of  the  dead  man  in  the  grave  ; 

They  may  perchance  disclose  the  secret 
To  which  I  never  utt'rance  gave. 

6.  ON  THE  WATCHMAN  S  ARRIVAL  IN  PARIS. 

"  f^  OOD  watchman  with  face  so  sad  and  despairing, 
vJT"  "Why  runncst  thou  hither  with  headlong  speed  1 

"  My  dear  fellow-countrymen,  how  are  they  faring  ? 
"  My  fatherland,  is  it  from  tyranny  freed  ?'' 

All's  going  on  well,  and  liberty's  blessing 

Is  showering  silently  on  us  its  stores, 
And  Germany,  calmly  and  safely  progressing, 

Unfolds  and  develops  herself  within  doors. 

Unlike  France,  superficial  are  none  of  her  blossoms, — 
T/irre  freedom  but  touches  the  outside  of  life  ; 

'Tis  but  in  the  depths  of  their  innermost  bosoms 
That  freedom  Avith  Germans  is  found  to  be  rifo- 
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They'll  finisli  Cologne's  great  cathedral,  they  tell  us, 
The  Hoheuzolleriis*  have  brought  this  to  pass  ; 

A  Hapsburg*  has  shown  himself  equally  zealous, 
A  Wittelsbach*  gives  it  some  fine  painted  glass. 

That  true  Magna  Charta,  a  free  constitution,        [keep ; 

They've  promised,  and  surely  their  promise  they'll 
A  king's  word's  a  prize,  without  circumlocution, — 

Like  the  Nibelung  stone  in  the  Rhine  it  lies  deep. 

The  Brutus  of  rivers,  the  free  Ehine,  they  surely 
Can  never  remove  him  from  out  of  his  bed  ; 

The  Dutchman  his  feet  have  fasten'd  securely, 
The  Switzers  securely  are  holding  his  head. 

God  wi  J  grant  us  a  fleet,  if  we  prove  persevering  ; 

Our  patriotic  exuberant  strength 
Will  find  a  vent  in  sailing  and  steering. 

The  pain  of  imprisonment  ending  at  length. 

The  seeds  cast  their  shells  and  the  spring's  blooming 
sweetly, 

Wc  draw  a  free  breath  at  this  time  of  the  year ; 
If  permission  to  print  is  denied  us  completely, 

The  censorship  will  of  itself  disappear. 

7.  THE  DKUM-MAJOR.t 

''pHE  old  drum-major  it  is  that  we  see  ; 
X     Poor  fellow,  he's  pull'd  down  sadly  ! 
In  the  Emperor's  time  a  youngster  was  he, 
And  merrily  lived  and  gladly. 

lie  used  to  balance  his  ponderous  stick, 
Wliilo  a  smile  on  his  face  play'd  lightly; 

The  silver-lace  on  his  tunic  so  thick 
In  the  rays  of  the  sun  glcam'd  brightly. 

Whene'er  with  a  mighty  roll  of  the  drum 

He  enter 'd  a  village  or  city, 
He  caused  an  echo  responsive  to  come 

In  the  heart  of  each  girl,  plain  or  pretty 

*  Names  ior  tlio  Ihrcc  roynl  Iiohsl'S  of  Prussia,  Austiia,  uiul 

lliivariii.  ,     ,,        ,        .    •      1 

f  ^iv  tlio,  .irrount  of  tho  old  Dinm-lMn.ior  Lo  Grand  rontaimd 
in  tlir  pio.^<i  HTctioii  of  Jltine'a  "  ricturca  of  TrRVol, "  cutitlcJ 
"  liouk  liC  Uraad. " 
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Ho  caiiio  ;ui(T  saw  and  conquer'd  too  *  - 

Each  fair  one  welcomed  him  in  ; 

His  bhick  moustache  was  wetted  through 
With  tears  of  German  women. 

Eesistance  was  vain  !  In  every  land 
That  the  foreign  invaders  came  to, 

The  Emperor  vanquished  the  gentlemen,  and 
The  drum-major  each  maiden  and  dame  to* 

Our  sorrows  full  long  we  patiently  bore 
Like  oaks,  with  no  one  to  heed  'em. 

Until  the  Authorities  gave  us  once  nioro 
The  signal  to  battle  for  freedom. 

Like  buffaloes  rushing  on  to  the  fray, 
We  toss'd  our  horns  up  proudly, 

The  yoke  of  France  we  cast  away, 
The  songs  of  Korner  sang  loudly. 

O  terrible  verses !  the  tyrant's  ear 

At  their  awful  soimd  revolted  ; 
The  Emperor  and  the  drum-major  in  fear 

Precipitately  bolted. 

They  both  of  them  reap'd  the  wages  of  sin, 
And  came  to  an  end  inglorious  ; 

The  Emperor  Napoleon  tumbled  in 
The  hands  of  the  Britons  victorious. 

In  Saint  Helena  his  time  he  now  pass'd 
In  martyrdom,  banish'd  from  France,  Sir, 

And,  after  long  suflfring,  died  at  last 
Of  that  terrible  ailment  cancer. 

The  poor  drum-major,  too,  fell  in  disgrace, 

And  lost  his  situation  ; 
In  our  hotel  he  took  the  place 

Of  boots, — what  degradation  I 

He  warms  the  oven,  he  scours  the  pots. 

And  wood  and  water  fetches ; 
His  grey  head  wags  as  he  wheezingly  trots 

Up  the  stairs,  so  weak  the  poor  wretch  is. 

When  Fritz  comes  to  see  me,  he  finds  himBob 

Inclined  to  jeer  and  rally 
The  comical  lanky  poor  old  elf 

And  his  motions  shilly-shally. 
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0  Fritz,  a  truce  to  raillery,  please ! 
The  sons  of  Germany  never 

Should  fallen  greatness  love  to  tease, 
Or  to  torment  endeavour. 

Sucli  people  you  ought  to  regard  with  prido 

And  filial  piety  rather  ; 
Perchance  upon  the  mother's  side 

The  old  man  is  your  father  ! 

8.  DEGENPJRACY. 

HAS  Nature's  self  been  going  backward, 
And  human  faults  assuming,  thou  ? 
The  very  plants  and  beasts,  I  fancy, 
Now  lie  as  mxich  as  mortal  men. 

1  trust  not  in  the  lily's  chasteness  ; 
The  colour'd  fop,  the  butterfly. 

Toys  with  her,  kisses,  round  her  flutters, 
Till  lost  is  all  her  purity. 

The  violet's  modesty  moreover 

I  hold  full  cheap.     The  little  flower 
With  the  coquettish  breezes  trifles, 

In  secret  pants  for  fame  and  power. 

I  doiibt  if  Philomel  appreciates 

The  tune  she  sings  with  pompous  mien ; 

She  overdoes  it,  sobs,  and  warbles 

Methinks  from  nought  but  pure  rontiiin. 

Truth  from  the  earth  is  fast  departin:^, 

The  days  of  Faith  arc  also  o'er  ; 
The  dogs  still  wag  their  t:iils,  smell  bully 

And  yet  arc  faithful  now  no  more. 

9.  HENRY. 

IN  CanoRsa's  castle  courtyard 
Stands  tlio  German  Cicsar  Ilenry, 
Barefoot,  clad  in  ponit(!ntial 

Shirt — the  niglit  is  cold  and  rainy. 

From  the  window  high  above  liim 

Peep  two  figures,  and  the  moonlight 
Gregory's  bald  head  ilhunines 

And  the  bosom  of  Mathilda. 


170  Heine's  poems. 

Henry,  with  his  lips  all  pallid, 
Murmurs  pious  paternosters ; 
Yet  in  his  imperial  heart  he 
Secretly  revolts  and  speaks  thus  : 
"  In  my  distant  German  country 
"  Upward  rise  the  sturdy  mountains  ; 
''  In  the  mountain-pits  in  silence 
''  Grows  the  iron  for  the  war-axe. 
"  In  my  distant  German  country 
''  U2:)ward  rise  the  fine  oak-forests  ; 
"  In  the  loftiest  oak-stem  'mongst  them 
"  Grows  the  handle  for  the  war-axe. 

"  Thou,  my  dear  and  faithful  country, 
"  Wilt  beget  the  hero  also 
"  Who  in  time  will  crush  the  serpent 
"  Of  my  sorrows  with  his  war-axe." 


w 


10.  LIFE'S  JOURNEY. 
HAT  laughter  and  singing !     Tiic  sun's  raya 


crossing 


Each  other  gleam  brightly  ;  the  billows  are  tossing 
Tlie  joyous  bark,  and  there  I  reclined 
With  friends  beloved  and  lightsome  mind. 

The  bark  was  presently  wreck'd  and  shatter'd, 

My  friends   were   poor   swimmers,  and    soon    were 

scatter'd. 
And  all  were  drown'd,  in  our  fatherland  ; 
I  was  thrown  by  the  storm  on  the  Seine's  far  strand 

Another  shij)  I  now  ascended. 
My  journey  by  new  companions  attended ; 
By  strange  waves  toss'd  and  rock'd,  I  depart — 
How  far  my  home  !  how  heavy  my  heart  ! 

Once  more  arises  that  singing  and  laughter  ! 
The  wind  pipes  loud,  the  planks  crack  soon  after — 
In  heaven  is  quench'd  the  last  h  st  star  — 
How  heavy  my  heart !     My  hon  e  how  far ! 

11.  THE  NEW  JEWISH  HOSPITAL  AT  HAMBURG. 

A  HOSPITAL  for  Jews  who're  sick  and  needy, 
For  those  unhai^py  threefold  sons  of  sorrow, 
Afflicted  by  the  three  most  dire  misfortunes 
Of  poverty,  disease,  and  Judaism. 
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The  worst  by  far  of  all  the  three  the  last  is, 
That  family  misfortune,  thousand  years  old, 
That  plague  which  had  its  birth  in  Nile's  far  valloy, 
The  old  Egyptian  and  unsound  religion. 

Incurable  deep  pain  !  'gainst  which  avail  not 
Nor  douche  nor  vapour-bath,  the  apparatus 
Of  surgery,  nor  all  the  means  of  healing 
Which  this  house  oflers  to  its  sickly  inmates. 

"Will  Time,  eternal  goddess,  e'er  extinguish 
This  glowing  ill,  descending  from  the  father 
Upon  the  son, — and  will  the  grandson  ever 
Be  cured,  and  rational  become  and  happy  ? 

I  cannot  teU  !  Yet  in  the  meantime  let  us 
Extol  that  heart  which  lovingly  and  wisely 
Sought  to  alleviate  pain  as  far  as  may  be, 
Into  the  wounds  a  timely  balsam  pouring. 

Dear  worthy  man  !     He  here  lias  built  a  refuge 
For  sorrows  which  by  the  physician's  science 
(Or  else  by  death's !)  are  curable,  providing 
Cushions,  refreshing  drinks,  and  food,  and  nurses. 

A  man  of  deeds,  he  did  his  very  utmost, 
Devoted  to  good  works  his  hard-earned  savings 
In  his  life's  evening,  kindly  and  humanely, 
Kccruiting  from  his  toils  by  acts  of  mercy. 

]  [e  gave  with  open  hand — but  gifts  still  richer, 
His  tears,  full  often  from  his  eyes  were  rolling, 
Tears  fair  and  precious,  which  he  wept  deploring 
His  brethren's  great,  incurable  misfortune. 

12.  GEORGE  IIERWEGTI.* 

WHEN  Germany  first  drank  her  fill. 
You  then  were  hn-  obedient  vassal, 
Believing  in  each  pipe-bowl  still, 
And  in  its  black-red-golden  tassel. 

But  when  the  fond  delirium  ceased. 

Good  friend,  how  gi'eat  your  consternation ! 

The  public  sccm'd  a  very  beast. 
After  its  sweet  intoxication  ! 

*  A  well-known  republican  poet  and  writ(  r,  horn  at.  SiuK^^iinlt  ; 
bI  ouo  timo  rarcti.scfl,  imd  aftcrwartb  hanishcd,  by  ti\()  K\n<^  nt 
TrusBia.    Ho  took  au  active  part  iu  the  ixtlitical  truubles  of  I81S, 
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Pelted  by  vile  abusive  swarms 
Witli  rotten  apples,  in  disorder, 

Under  an  escort  of  gendarmes 
You  reach'd  at  length  tbe  German  bunlef 

There  you  stood  still.     A  tear  you  wiped 
Away,  the  well-known  posts  on  spying 

Which  like  the  zebra's  back  are  striped, 
With  heavy  heart  as  follows  sighing  : — - 

"  Aranjuez,  in  lightsome  mood 

"  Once  stay'd  I  in  thy  halls  so  splendid, 
"  When  I  before  King  Philij)  stood, 

"  By  all  his  proud  grandees  attended. 

"  He  gave  me  an  approving  smile 
"  When  I  the  Marquis  Posa  acted  ; 

"  My  prose  he  could  not  relish,  while 
"  My  verses  his  applause  attracted."* 

13.  THE  TENDENCY. 

GERMAN  bard  !  extol  our  ghjriouB 
German  freedom,  that  thy  lay 
May  possess  our  souls,  and  fire  us, 
And  to  mighty  deeds  inspire  us, 
Like  the  Marseillaise  notorious. 

Be  no  more,  like  Werther,  tender. 

Who  for  Lotte  sigh'd  all  day ; 
Thou  shouldst  tell  the  people  proudly 
What  the  bells  proclaim  so  loudly, — 
Speak  of  dirks,  swords,  no  surrender 

Gentle  flutes  no  more  resemble, 

Be  not  so  idyllic,  pray  ! 
Fire  the  mortars,  beat  to  quarters, 
Crash,  kill,  thunder,  make  them  trcmbU 

Crash,  kill,  thunder  like  a  devil 

Till  the  last  foe  flies  away  ; 
To  this  cause  devote  thy  singing, 
Tliy  poetic  efforts  bringing 
To  the  common  public's  level. 

♦  See  Schiller's  Play  of  "Don  Carloa.' 
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14.  THE  CHILD. 


rpHE  good  their  gifts  in  dream  eujoy, 
JL   How  did  it  fare  with  thee  ? 
Scarce  feeling  it,  you've  got  a  boy, 
Poor  virgin  Germany ! 

This  hoy  an  m-chin  frolicsome 

Ere  long  shall  we  behohl ; 
A  first-rate  archer  he'll  heconic, 

As  Cupid  was  of  old. 

He'll  pierce  the  soaring  eagle  through  ; 

And,  proudly  though  he  fly, 
The  double-headed  eagle  too 

Struck  by  his  bolt,  shall  die. 

But  that  blind  heathen  God  of  lovo 

Will  he  resemble  not 
In  wearing  neither  clothes  nor  glovo, 

Nor  be  a  sans-culotte. 

The  seasons  in  om*  land  combine 

With  morals  and  police 
To  make  both  old  and  young  incline 

To  wear  their  clothes  in  peace. 

15.  THE  PRO:\riSE. 

YOU  no  more  shall  barefoot  crawl  so 
Through  the  dirt,  poor  German  froeiloiiC 
Stockings  (as  you  find  you  need  'em) 
You  shall  have,  and  stout  boots  also. 

As  respects  your  head,  upon  it 
To  protect  your  ears  from  freezin' 
In  the  chilly  winter-season 

You  shall  have  a  nice  warm  bonnet. 

You  shall  have,  too,  savoury  messf^e 
Grand  the  future  that's  before  you  : 
Let  no  Satyr,  I  implore  you, 

Lui"e  you  onward  to  excesses  ! 

Do  not  haste  on  fast  and  faster  1 

lieuder,  as  becomes  inferioiv. 

DiHi  resiK'ct  to  your  supcriorH 
And  the  worthy  burgomusttr. 
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16.  THE  CHANGELING. 

CHILD  vv'itli  monstrous  pumpkin  ho.id. 
Grey  pigtail,  and  moustache  light  red, 
With  lanky  arms  and  yet  stupendous. 
No  bowels,  yet  with  maw  tremendous, — • 

A  changling  which  a  Corporal 

Into  our  cradle  had  let  fall 

On  stealing  from  it  our  own  bahy — 

This  monster,  falsehood's  child,  (or  may  bo 

'Twas  in  reality  the  son 

Of  his  own  favourite  dog  alone)— 

What  need  to  say  how  much  we  spurn  it  ? 
For  heaven's  sake,  drown  it  or  else  burn  it  1 

17.  THE  EMPEROR  OF  CHINA.* 

MY  father  was  a  dreadful  bore, 
A  good-for-nothing  dandy; 
But  I'm  a  mighty  Emperor, 
And  love  a  bumper  of  brandy. 

These  glorious  draughts  all  others  surpass 

In  this,  their  magical  power  : 
As  soon  as  I  have  draiu'd  my  glass, 

All  China  bursts  into  flower. 

The  Middle  Kingdom  bursts  into  life, 

A  blossoming  meadow  seeming  ; 
A  man  I  wellnigh  become,  and  my  wife 

Soon  gives  me  signs  of  teeming. 

On  every  side  abundance  reigns, 
The  sick  no  longer  need  potions  ; 

Confucius,  Court-philosopher,  gains 
Distinct  and  positive  notions. 

The  ryebread  the  soldiers  used  to  eat 

Of  almond  cakes  is  made  now  ; 
The  very  vagabonds  in  the  street 

In  silk  and  satin  parade  now. 

The  knightly  Order  of  Mandarins, 

Those  weak  old  invalids,  daily 
Are  gaining  strength  and  filling  their  skiriS, 

And  shaking  theix  pigtails  gaily. 

*  Evideutly  a  satire  ou  the  King  of  Prussia. 
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The  great  i^agoda,  faith's  symbol  prized. 
Is  ready  for  those  who're  believing ; 

The  last  of  the  Jews  are  here  baptized, 
The  Dragon's  order  receiving. 

The  noble  Manehoos  exclaim,  when  freed 

From  the  presence  of  revolution  : 
•'  The  bastinado  is  all  that  we  need, 

"We  want  no  constitution!" 

The  pupils  of  ^sculapius  perhaps 
May  tell  me  that  drink's  dissipation  ; 

But  I  continue  to  drink  my  Schnaps, 
To  benefit  the  nation. 

And  so  in  drinking  I  persevere ; 

It  tastes  like  very  manna  ! 
My  pf;()i)le  are  happy,  and  drink  their  beer 

And  join  in  shouting  Hosanna  ! 

18.  CHURCH-COUNSELLOR  PROMETHEUS. 

GOOD  Sir-  Paulus,*  noble  robber. 
All  the  gods  are  on  thee  gazing 
With  their  brows  in  anger  knitted, 
Furious  at  the  theft  amazing 

Thou  hast  practised  in  Olympus — 

Sorry  for  it  they  will  make  thee ! 
Fear  the  fate  of  poor  Prometheus 

Jf  Jove's  bailiffs  overtake  thee  ! 

Worse  indeed  his  theft,  because  he 

Stole  the  light  in  heaven  dwelling 
To  cidigliten  us  weak  mortals — 

Tliou  didst  steal  the  works  of  SchcUing, 

Just  the  opposite  of  light,  — nay, 

Darkness  we  can  feel  and  handle 
Like  the  old  Egyptian  darkness, — 

Not  one  solitary  caudle  ! 

•  A  lamous  theological  writer,  who  died  in  1850.  at  tlic  ag*.'  ol 
ninety.  He  was  formerly  Counsellor  of  the  Consistory  [Kircfien- 
rath",  at  Wlirzburg,  and  for  luuuy  years  I'rofeasor  of  Church 
History,  &c.  at  Heidelberg. 
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19.  to  the  watchman 

(On  a  recent  occasion  . 

IF  heart  and  style  remain  still  true, 
I'll  not  object,  whatever  you  do. 
My  friend,  I  never  will  mistake  you, 
E'en  though  a  Counsellor  they  make  yovt 

They  now  are  raising  a  terrible  din 
Because  you've  been  sworn  as  a  Counsellor  in ; 
From  the  Seine  to  the  Elbe,  regardless  of  reason, 
For  months  they've  declaim'd  thus  against  your  Bad 
treason  : 

Ilis  progress  onward  is  changed  of  late 
To  progress  backward  ;  0,  answer  us  straight — 
On  Swabian  crabs  are  you  really  riding  ? 
Is't  only  court-ladies  you  now  take  pride  in  ? 

Perchance  you  are  tired,  and  long  for  rest ; 

All  night  on  your  horn  you've  been  blowing  your  best 

And  now  on  a  nail  you  quietly  stow  it : 

No  longer  for  Germany's  hobby  you'll  blow  it. 

You  lie  down  in  bed,  and  straightway  close 
Your  eyes,  but  vainly  you  seek  for  repose ; 
Before  the  window  the  mockers  salute  us  : 
Awake,  Liberator  !     What !  sleeping,  Brutus  ? 

Ah,  bawlers  like  these  can  never  know  why 
The  best  of  watchmen  ceases  to  cry  ; 
These  young  braggadocios  cannot  discover 
Why  man  his  exertions  at  length  gives  over. 

You  ask  me  how  matters  are  going  on  here  ? 
No  breeze  is  stirring,  the  atmosphere's  clear  ; 
The  weathercocks  all  are  perplex'd,  not  discerning 
The  proper  direction  in  which  to  be  turning. 

20.  CONSOLING  THOUGHTS. 

WE  sleej)  as  Brutus  slept  of  yore, — 
And  yet  he  awoke,  and  ventured  to  boro 
In  Ca3sar's  bosom  his  chilly  dagger ! 
The  Romans  their  tyrants  loved  to  stagger.— 

No  Romans  are  we,  tobacco  we  smoke, 
Each  nation  its  favourite  taste  can  invoke  ; 
I'/ach  nation  its  special  merit  possesses — 
The  liuest  dumplings  Swabia  dresses. 
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But  Germans  are  we,  kindhearted  and  brave, 
We  sleep  as  soundly  as  though  in  the  grave ; 
And  when  we  awake,  our  thirst  is  excessive, 
±5ut  not  for  the  blood  of  tyrants  oppressive. 

'Tis  our  great  pride  to  be  as  true 

As  heart  of  oak  and  linden  too  ; 

The  land  which  oaks  and  lindens  gives  birth  to 

Can  never  produce  a  Brutus  of  worth  too. 

And  e'en  if  amongst  us  a  Brutus  were  found, 
No  Cagsar  exists  in  the  country  round  ; 
DesjHtc  all  his  search,  he  would  find  him  never, — 
We  make  good  gingerbread  however. 

We've  six-and-thirty  masters  and  lords, 
(Not  one  too  many  !)  who  wear  their  swords 
And  stars  on  then-  regal  breasts  to  protect  theiu ; 
The  Ides  of  March  can  never  affect  them. 

We  call  them  Father,  and  Fatherland 
We  call  the  country  they  command 
By  right  of  descent,  and  love  to  call  so — ■ 
We  love  sour-crout  and  sausages  also. 

And  when  our  Father  walks  in  the  street 
We  take  off  our  hats  with  reverence  meet ; 
Our  guileless  Germany,  injuring  no  man, 
Is  not  a  den  of  mm-derers  Roman. 

21.  THE  WORLD  TURNED  UPSIDE  DOWN 

THE  world  is  toi)sy-turvy  turn'd, 
We  walk  feet-upwards  in  it ; 
The  woodcocks  shoot  the  sportsmen  down, 
A  dozen  in  a  minute. 

The  calves  are  seen  to  roast  the  cook. 

On  men  are  riding  the  horses ; 
On  freedom  of  teaching  and  laws  of  li^jhii 

The  Catliolic  owl  discoursos. 

The  herring  is  a  sans-culottc, 

'J'he  truth  is  told  by  Bettina, 
And  puss-in-boots  brings  Sophocles 

On  the  stage,  with  learned  demeanour. 


178  Heine's  poems. 

An  ape  for  German  heroes  has  built 

A  Pantheon,  for  glory  zealous ;  * 
And  Massmann  has  lately  been  using  a  coinb, 

As  German  papers  tell  us. 

The  German  bears,  I  grieve  to  say, 

Are  atheists  unbelieving, 
And  in  their  place  the  parrots  of  Franco 

The  Christian  faith  are  receiving. 

The  Moniteur  of  Uckermark 

With  equal  frenzy  seems  smitten ; 
The  dead  have  on  the  living  thore 

The  vilest  epitaph  written.! 

Then  let  us  not  swim  against  the  stream. 
Good  friends  !  'twould  serve  us  but  badlv  ; 

But  let  us  ascend  the  Templehof  hill  ,| 
"  Long  life  to  the  king !"  shouting  gladly. 

22.  ENLIGHTENMENT. 

HAVE  the  scales  that  dimm'd  thy  vision 
Fallon,  Michael?     Canst  thou  se(i 
How  they're  stealing  in  derision 
All  the  choicest  food  from  thee  ? 

In  return,  divine  enjoyment 

Promise  they  in  realms  above, 
Where  the  angels'  sole  employment 

Is  to  cook  us  fleshless  love. 

Michael,  hath  thy  faith  grown  weaker, 

Or  thy  appetite  more  strong  ? 
Thoix  dost  grasp  life's  sparkling  beaker, 

And  thou  sing'st  a  hero-song. 

Fear  not,  Michael !  take  thy  pleasure 
While  on  earth,  and  eat  what's  good  ; 

When  thou'rt  dead,  thou  It  have  full  leisure 
To  digest  in  peace  thy  food. 

*  A  polite  allusion  to  the  late  King  of  Bavaria  and  liia 
VValhalla. 

t  This  refers  to  a  poem  of  Freiligi'ath's,  entitled  "  The  Doaid 
to  the  Livinp;,"  for  which  he  was  prosecuted,  but  acquitted,  in 
1848. 

X  A  hill  close  to  Berlin. 
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23.    WAIT  AWHILE ! 

BECAUSE  my  lightnings  are  so  striking, 
You  think  that  I  can't  thunder  too  ! 
You're  wrong,  for  I've  a  special  liking 
For  thunder,  as  111  jn'ove  to  you. 

This  will  be  seen  with  awful  clearness 
When  the  right  moment  is  at  hand  ; 

You'll  hear  my  voice  in  startling  nearness,— 
The  word  of  thunder  and  command. 

The  raging  storm  will  sitrely  shiver 

Full  many  an  oak  upon  that  day ; 
Each  palace  to  its  base  shall  quiver, 

And  many  a  steeple  proud  give  way. 

24.  NIGHT  THOUGHTS. 

WHEN,  Germany,  I  think  of  thee 
At  night,  all  slumber  flics  from  mu  ; 
1  cannot  close  mine  eyes  for  yearning, 
And  down  my  cheeks  run  tears  all  burning. 

How  swiftly  speeds  each  rolling  year ! 
Since  I  have  seen  my  mother  dear 
Twelve  years  have  pass'd  away  ;  the  longer 
I  wait,  my  yearning  grows  the  stronger. 

My  yearning's  growing  evermore  ; 
That  woman  has  bewitch'd  me  sore  ! 
1  )ear,  dear  old  woman !  with  what  fervour 
I  think  of  her  !  may  God  preserve  her  ! 

The  dear  old  thing  in  me  delights, 
And  in  the  letters  that  she  writes 
I  see  how  much  her  liund  is  shaking, — 
Her  mother's  heart,  how  nearly  breaking !  . 

My  mother's  ever  in  my  mind ; 
Twelve  long  long  years  are  left  behind, 
Twelvo  years  have  follow'd  on  each  other 
Since  to  my  heart  1  clasp'd  my  mother. 

For  ages  Germany  will  stand  ; 
Sound  to  the  core  is  that  dear  land  ! 
Its  oaks  and  lindens  I  shall  ever 
Find  just  the  same,  they  alter  never. 
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For  Gci'inany  I  less  should  cjirc 
If  my  dear  mother  v/ere  not  there  ; 
My  fatherland  will  never  perish 
But  she  may  die,  whom  most  I  cherish. 

Since  I  my  native  land  saw  last, 

Into  the  tomb  have  many  pass'd 

Whom  I  BO  loved — When  of  them  thinking 

How  sadly  bleeds  my  spirit  sinking ! 

I  needs  must  count  them, — as  I  count 

My  sorrows  higher,  higher  mount ; 

I  feel  as  though  each  corpse  were  lying 

Upon  my  breast — Thank  God,  they're  flying  i 

Thank  God !  for  through  the  wndow-pauo 
France's  clear  daylight  breaks  again ; 
My  fair  wife  enters,  sweetly  smiling, 
And  all  my  German  cares  beguiling ! 


NEW  SPBING. 


TROLOGUE. 


SOMETIMES  when  o'er  pictures  turning 
You  have  seen  the  man  perchance. 
Who  is  for  the  battle  yearning, 

Well-equipp'd  with  shield  and  lance. 

Yet  young  loves  are  hov'ring  round  him. 
Stealing  lance  and  sword  away ; 

They  with  flow'ry  chains  have  bound  him 
Though  he  struggle  in  dismay. 

I,  too,  in  such  charming  fetters, 
Bind  myself  with  sad  delight, 

And  I  leave  it  to  my  betters 
In  time's  mighty  fight  to  fight. 


'"VTEATH  the  white  tree  sitting  sadly, 
i-^      Thou  dost  hear  the  far  winds  wailing, 
Seost  how  the  mute  clouds  o'er  thee 
Are  their  forms  in  mist  fast  veiling  ; 
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gee'st  how  all  beneath  seems  perish 'J, 
Wood  aud  plain,  how  shorn  and  dreary ; 

liunud  thee  wiutei*,  in  thee  winter, 
Frozen  is  thy  heart  and  weary. 

Sudden  downward  fall  upon  thee 
Flakes  all  white,  and  with  vexation 

Thou  dost  think  the  tree  is  show'ring 
Snow-dust  from  that  elevation. 

Soon  with  joyful  start  thou  findest 
'Tis  no  snow-dust  cold  and  freezing ; 

Fragrant  blossoms  'tis  of  springtime 
Gov'ring  thee  and  fondly  teasing. 

What  a  shudd'ring-sweet  enchantment ! 

Into  May  is  winter  turning. 
Snow  hath  changed  itself  to  blossoms, 

And  thy  heart  with  love  is  yearning. 


IN  the  wood,  the  verdure's  shooting, 
Joy-oppress'd,  like  some  fair  maiden  ; 
Yet  the  sun  laughs  sweetly  downward : 

"  Welcome,  yoimg  spring,  rapture-laden !" 
Nightingale  !  I  hear  thee  also, 

Pij)ing,  blissful-sad  and  lonely. 
Sobbing  tones  and  long-ju-otracted. 
And  thy  song  of  love  is  only  ! 

3. 
rpHE  beauteous  eyes  of  the  spring's  fair  night 
JL     With  comfort  arc  downward  gazing : 
If  love  hath  made  tliee  so  small  in  our  sight, 
Yet  love  hath  tlie  power  of  raising. 

Sweet  Philomel  sits  on  the  linden  green, 

Her  notes  melodiously  blending  ; 
And  as  to  my  soul  lier  song  pierceth  e'en, 

My  soul  once  more  is  distending. 


WHICH  flower  I  love,  I  cannot  discover : 
This  grief  doth  impart. 
In  every  calix  I  searcli  like  a  lovjr. 
And  seek  a  heart. 
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The  flowers  smell  sweet  in  tlie  sun's  setting  splendour, 

The  nightingale  sings. 
I  seek  for  a  heart  that  like  my  heart  is  tender, 

And  like  it  springs. 

The  nightingale  sings ;  his  sweet  song,  void  of  gladness, 

Comes  home  to  my  breast ; 
We're  both  so  oppress'd  and  heavy  with  sadness, 
So  sad  and  oppress'd. 

5. 

SWEET  May  hath  come  to  love  us, 
Flowers,  trees,  their  blossoms  don  ; 
And  through  the  blue  heavens  above  us 
The  rosy  clouds  move  on. 

The  nightingales  are  singmg 

On  leafy  perch  aloft ; 
The  snowy  lambs  are  springing 

In  clover  green  and  soft. 

]  cannot  be  singing  and  springing, 

111  in  the  grass  I  lie  ; 
I  hear  a  distant  ringing, 

And  dream  of  days  gone  by. 

6. 

QOFTLY  through  my  spirit  ring 
^    Blissful  tones  loved  dearly  ; 
Sound,  thou  little  song  of  spring. 
Echoing  far  and  clearly. 

Sound,  till  thou  the  home  com'st  nigh 

Of  the  violet  tender  ; 
And  when  thou  a  rose  dost  spy. 

Say,  my  love  I  send  her. 

7. 

WITH  the  rose  the  butterfly's  deep  in  lovo, 
A  thousand  times  hovering  round  ; 
But  round  himself,  all  tender  like  gold, 
The  sun's  sweet  ray  is  hovering  found. 

With  whom  is  the  rose  herself  in  love  ? 

An  answer  I'd  fain  receive. 
Is  it  the  singing  nightimgale  V 

Is  it  file  silent  star  of  eve  'i 
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I  know  not  with  whom  the  rose  is  in  love, 

But  every  one  love  I : 
The  rose,  tbe  nightingale,  sun's  sweet  ray, 

The  star  of  eve  and  butterfly. 


ALL  the  trees  with  joy  are  shouting, 
All  the  birds  are  singing  o'er  us — 
Tell  me,  who  can  be  the  leader 
In  this  green  and  forest  chorus  ? 

Can  it  be  the  grey  old  plover. 
Wise  nods  evermore  renewing  ? 

Or  yon  pedant,  who  is  ever 

In  such  measui-ed  time  coo-coo-ing  ? 

Can  it  be  yon  stork,  the  grave  one, 

His  director's  airs  betraying. 
And  his  long  leg  rattling  loudly. 

Whilst  the  music's  round  him  playing  ? 

No,  the  forest  concert's  leader 

In  my  own  heart  hath  his  station, 

All  the  while  he's  beating  time  there, — 
Amor  is  his  apj)ellation. 


"  ''piIE  r.ightingale  appear'd  the  first, 
A     •'  And  as  her  melody  she  sang, 

•'  The  apple  into  blossom  burst, 

"  To  life  the  grass  and  violets  sprang. 

"  She  her  own  bosom  then  did  bite, 

"  Her  red  blood  flow'd,  and  from  the  blooJ 

"  A  beauteous  rose-tree  came  to  light, 
"  To  Avhom  she  sings  in  loving  mood. 

"  That  blood  atones  for,  to  this  day, 
"  Us  l)irds  within  the  forest  here; 

"  Yet  when  the  rose-song  dies  away, 
'•  Will  all  the  wood  too  disappear." 

Thus  to  his  youthful  brood  doth  speak 

The  sparrow  in  his  oaken  nest ; 
His  mate  pips,  while  she  trims  lier  bciik, 

And  proudly  sits  and  looks  her  best 
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She  is  a  Loraely  -wife  and  kind, 

Broods  well,  and  ne'er  is  seen  to  pout ; 

The  fatlier  makes  his  children  find 
Pastime  in  studying  things  devout. 

10. 

THE  warm  and  balmy  spring-night's  air 
Hath  waken'd  every  flower, 
And  take  I  not  the  greatest  care, 

My  heart  must  succumb  to  love's  power. 

But  which  of  all  the  flowery  throng 

Is  likely  most  to  snare  me  ? 
The  nightingales  say,  in  their  blissful  song 

Of  the  lily  I  ought  to  beware  me. 

11. 

I'M  sore  perplex'd,  the  bells  are  ringing, 
And  by  my  senses  I  feel  forsaken  ; 
The  spring  and  two  fair  eyes  together 
Against  my  heart  an  oath  have  taken. 

The  spring  and  two  fair  eyes  together 
Lure  on  my  heart  to  a  new  illusion  ; 

Methinks  the  nightingales  and  roses 

Have  much  to  do  with  all  my  confusion. 

12. 

AH  !  I  yearn  for  tears  all-burning. 
Tears  of  love  and  gentle  woe, 
And  I  tremble  lest  this  yearning 
At  the  last  should  overflow. 

Ah!  love's  pangs,  that  sweetly  languish. 
And  love's  bitter  joy,  so  blest, 

Creep  again,  with  heavenly  anguish, 
Into  my  scarce  healed  breast. 

13. 

THE  eyes  of  spring,  so  azure, 
Are  peeping  from  the  ground  ; 
Tliey  are  the  darling  violets. 
That  I  in  nosegays  bound. 
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I  pluck  them,  tlnulsing  deeply, 

And  all  the  thoughts  so  dear, 
That  in  my  heart  are  sighing, 

The  nightingale  sings  clear. 

Yes,  all  my  thoughts  she  singeth 

And  warbleth,  echoing  far  ; 
So  that  my  tender  secrets 

Known  to  the  whole  wood  are. 

14. 

WHEN  thy  dress  doth  gently  touch  mo, 
As  thou  pass'st  before  my  face. 
How  my  heart  exults,  how  wildly 
Follows  it  thy  lovely  trace ! 

Then  thou  turnest  round  and  gazest 

With  thy  large  bright  eyes  on  mo, 
And  my  heart  doth  feel  so  startled. 

That  it  scarce  can  follow  thee. 

15. 
rpHE  slender  water-lily 
-L    Peeps  dreamingly  out  of  tlic  lake  ; 
The  moon,  ojjpress'd  with  love's  sorrow, 
Looks  tenderly  down  for  her  sake. 

With  blushes  she  bends  to  the  water 

Once  more  her  head  so  sweet — 
Th(jn  sees  she  the  poor  pale  fellow 

Lying  before  her  feet. 

16. 

IF  thou  hast  good  eyes,  and  look'st 
In  my  songs,  when  tliou  liast  tried  tlioiUj 
Thou  wilt  see  a  fair  young  maiden 
Wandering  up  and  down  inside  them. 

If  tliou  hast  good  ears  as  well, 

Thou  canst  hear  her  voice  quite  ch^arly. 

And  her  sighing,  laughing,  singing 
Thy  poor  heart  will  madden  nearly. 

For  slie  will,  with  look  and  word, 
Thee,  like  nie,  make  wollnigh  crazy  : 

An  enamour'd  springtinie-dicunier 
Thou  wilt  tread  tho  forest  mazy. 
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17. 

WHAT  drives  tliee  on,  in  the  spring's  clear  uiglit ' 
Thou  hast  driven  the  flowers  all  mad  with  fright, 
The  violets  tremble  and  shiver  ; 
The  roses  are  all  with  shame  so  red, 
The  lilies  are  death-pale,  and  hang  their  head, 
They  monrn,  and  falter,  and  quiver. 

0  darling  moon,  what  an  innocent  race 

Those  sweet  flowers  are  !  They  are  right  in  this  case, 

I  really  have  acted  badly  ; 
Yet  how  could  I  tell  that  in  wait  she  would  lie , 
When  I  was  addressing  the  stars  on  high, 

With  fierce  love  raving  so  madly  V 

18. 

THOU  sweetly  lookest  on  me 
With  eyes  so  blue  and  mcelv ; 
My  senses  feel  all-dreamy. 
And  not  a  word  can  I  speak. 

I  everywhere  am  thinking 

Of  thy  blue  eyes'  sweet  smile  ; 
A  sea  of  blue  thoughts  is  spreading 

Over  my  heart  the  while. 

19.  ' 

ONCE  again  my  heart  is  vanquish'd. 
And  my  rancour  is  subsiding  ; 
Once  again  hath  May  breath'd  ou  me 
Feelings  tender  and  confiding. 

Once  more  late  and  early  haste  I 

Through  the  walks  the  most  frequcutod, 

Under  every  boimet  seek  I 

For  my  fair  one's  face  lamented. 

Once  more  at  the  verdant  river 

On  the  bridge  I  take  my  station  ; 
Peradventure  she  will  come  there, 

And  will  see  my  desolation. 

In  the  waterfall's  loud  music 

Hear  1  once  again  soft  sighing, 
And  my  gentle  heart  well  knoweth 

What  the  white  waves  are  replying. 
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Ouce  again  in  mazy  patliways 

I  am  lost  in  dreamy  vision, 
And  the  birds  in  every  thicket 

Hold  the  fond  fool  in  derision. 

20. 

ri^HE  rose  is  fragrant — yet  if  she  divineth 
-L    Her  own  sweet  fragrance,  if  the  nightingale 
Herself  feels  what  round  man's  soul  softly  twineth, 
WheL  echoes  her  sweet  song  across  the  vale, — 

1  cannot  tell.     Yet  man  is  with  vexation 
Oft  hll'd  by  truth.     H  nightingale  and  rose 

The  feeling  only  feign'd,  the  fabrication 

Would  still  be  useful,  we  may  well  suppose. 

SI. 

BECAUSE  I  love  thee,  be  not  scornful, 
If,  flying,  I  avoid  tliy  face  ; 
How  ill  accords  my  visage  mournful 
Witli  thine,  so  fair  and  full  of  grace ! 

Because  I  love  thee,  every  feature 
Grows  pale  and  thinner  day  by  day  ; 

Tliou'lt  find  nie  but  a  hideous  croatur(\— 
I'll  shun  tliee, — be  not  scornful,  pray. 

22. 

I  WANDER  'mid  the  flowers. 
And  blossom  with  them  to>) ; 
I  wander  as  in  vision, 

And  at  each  step  totter  anew. 

O  hold  me  fast,  my  loved  one, 

Or  at  thy  feet  I'll  fall, 
With  love  intoxicated, 

In  tlje  garden,  in  presence  of  all ! 


23. 

AS  the  moon's  fair  imago  quaketh 
111  the  raging  waves  of  ocean, 
Whilst  she,  in  tlie  vault  of  heaven, 
Moves  with  sileut  ixjucefiil  motiotl. 
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Tluis,  beloved  one,  thou  ai-t  moving, 
8til]  and  peaceful,  and  nouglit  quaketh 

In  my  heart  save  thy  dear  image, 

While  my  own  heart  'tis  that  shaketh. 

24. 

THE  hearts  of  us  two,  my  loved  one, 
A  Holy  Alliance  have  made  ; 
They  well  iniderstood  each  otlier, 
When  close  together  laid. 

Alas  !   the  rose  so  youthful 

That  decks  thy  gentle  breast, 
Our  poor  ally  and  associate. 

To  death  was  wellnigh  press'd. 

25, 

TELL  me  who  first  taught  clocks  to  chime, 
Made  minutes,  hours,  divisions  of  time  ? 
It  was  a  cold  and  sorrowful  elf; 
He  sat  in  the  winter-night,  wrapp'd  in  himself, 
And  counted  the  mouse's  squeakings  mysterious, 
And  the  wood-worm's  regular  tick  so  serious. 

Tell  me  who  first  did  kisses  suggest  ? 
It  was  a  mouth  all  glowing  and  blest ; 
It  kiss'd  and  it  thought  of  nothing  beside. 
The  fair  month  of  May  was  then  in  its  pride, 
The  flowers  were  all  from  the  earth  fast  springing, 
The  sun  was  laughing,  the  birds  were  singing. 

2G. 

HOW  the  pinks  are  breathing  fragrance ! 
How  the  thronging  stars  so  tender. 
Golden  bee  like,  sadly  glimmer 

'Mid  the  heaven's  blue-violet  splendour ! 

Through  the  gloom  of  yonder  chestnuts 
Gleams  the  manse,  so  white  and  stately, 

And  I  hear  the  glass  door  rattling 

While  the  dear  voice  thrills  me  greatly. 

Sweet  alarm  and  blissful  tremor, 
Soft  embraces,  terror-bringing — 

And  the  youthful  rose  is  list'ning, 
And  the  nightingales  arc  singing. 
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27. 

HAVE  I  not  tlie  self-same  vision 
Dreamt  before  of  all  these  blisses  ? 
Were  there  not  these  same  elysian 

Looks  of  love,  and  flowers,  and  kisses  ? 

By  the  stream  the  moon  was  peeping 

Through  the  foliage  of  our  bo\ver ; 
Marble-gods  still  watch  were  keeping 

At  the  entrance  in  that  hour. 

Ah  I   I  know  how  soon  is  over 

Eveiy  sweet  and  blissful  vision, 
How  the  snows  cold  dress  doth  cover 

Heart  and  tree  in  sad  derision. 

How  e'en  we  arc  fast  congealing, 

Careless,  and  no  love  possessing, 
We,  who're  now  so  softly  feeling, 

Heart  to  heart  so  softly  pressing ! 

28. 

KISSES  that  one  steals  in  darknosH, 
And  in  darkness  then  returns^ 
How  such  kisses  fire  the  spirit. 
If  with  honest  love  it  burns ! 

Pensive,  and  with  fond  renicmbrancc, 

Then  the  spirit  loves  to  dwell 
Much  on  days  that  long  have  vanish'd, 

Much  on  future  days  as  well. 

Yet  methinks  that  too  much  thinking 

Dang'rous  is,  if  kiss  \*c  will ; — - 
Weeji,  then,  rather,  darling  spirit, 

For  to  weep  is  easier  still. 

29. 

rpiIERE  was  an  aged  monarcli, 
Jl      His  heart  was  sad,  his  head  was  grey: 
This  poor  and  aged  monarch 
A  young  wife  married  one  day. 

Tlicro  was  a  Jiandsome  page,  too, 

Fair  was  his  hair,  and  light  his  mien  ; 

The  silken  train  he  carried 
Of  the  aforesaid  young  Qiiocn. 
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Dost  know  tlie  ancient  ballad  ? 

It  sounds  so  sweet,  it  sonnds  so  sad 
They  both  of  tliem  must  perish, 

For  too  much  affection  they  had. 


I 


30. 

N  my  remembrance  blossom 
The  imao-es  lon^j  forsaken- 


Within  thy  voice  v,'hat  is  there 
By  which  so  deeply  I'm  shaken  ? 

Say  not  that  thou  dost  love  me  I 
I  know  that  earth's  fairest  treasury 

Sweet  love  and  hajipy  spring  time, 
'Twould  shame  beyond  all  measure. 

Say  not  that  thou  dost  love  me ! 

A  silent  kiss  111  bestow  thee; 
Then  smile,  when  I  to-mcn'row 

The  withered  roses  show  thee. 

81. 

"  T  INDEX  blossoms  drunk  witli  moonlight 
1  i     "  Fly  about  in  fragrant  showers, 

"  And  the  nightingale's  sweet  music 
"  Fills  the  air  and  leafy  bowers. 

'•  Ah  !  how  sweet  it  is,  my  loved  one, 
"  'Neath  tliese  lindens  to  be  sitting, 

"  When  the  glimm'ring  golden  moonbcanr? 
"  Through  the  fragrant  leaves  are  flitting. 

"  If  tliou  lookest  on  the  lime-leaf, 
"  Thou  a  heart's  form  wilt  discover  ; 

"  Therefore  are  the  lindens  ever 
"  Chosen  seats  of  each  fond  lover. 

"  Yet  thou  smilest,  as  though  buried 
"  In  far  distant  visions  yearning — 

"  Speak,  beloved,  all  the  wishes 

"  That  in  thy  dear  heart  are  burning." 

Ah,  my  darling !  I  will  tell  thee 

Whence  my  thoughts  proceed,  and  whithor : 
Fain  I'd  see  the  chilly  north-wind 

Sudden  bring  white  snowstorms  hither 
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So  tliiit  \ve,  witli  furs  well  cover'd, 

Aud  iu  gaudy  sledges  riding, 
Cracking  whiles,  with  bells  loud  ringing, 

Might  o'er  stream  and  plain  be  gliding. 

32. 
rpHEOUGH  the  forest,  in  the  moouliglit, 
JL      I  the  elves  saw  riding  proudly  ; 
And  I  heard  their  trumpets  sounding. 

And  I  hear  their  bells  ring  hnidly. 
Their  white  horses  had  upon  them 

Golden  staghorns,  whilst  proceeding 
Swiftly  on— like  flights  of  wild  swans 

Through  the  air  the  train  was  speeding. 
Smilingly  the  queen  bent  tow'rds  me. 

Smiling,  as  the  band  rode  by  me ; 
Is't  a  sign  that  new  love's  coming, 

Or  a  sign  that  death  is  nigh  me? 

3:5. 

IN  the  morning  send  I  violets. 
Early  in  the  wood  discover'd, 
And  at  evening  bring  I  roses 

Pluck'd  while  twilight's  hour  still  liovcrrt. 

Knowest  thou  the  hidden  language 

By  these  lovely  flowerets  spoken  ? 
Truth  by  day-time,  love  at  night-time— 

'Tis  of  this  that  they're  the  token  ! 

31. 
rpHY  letter,  sent  to  prove  me, 
X      Inflicts  no  sense  of  wrong  ; 
No  longer  wilt  thou  love  me, — 

Thy  letter,  though,  is  long. 
Twelve  sides,  to  tell  thy  views  all! 

A  manuscri])t,  in  fact! 
In  giving  a  rcfnsal 

Far  otherwifie  we  act. 

35. 

C~iATIE  not,  if  my  love  I'm  telling 
J   Unto  all  the  world  around, 
When  my  mouth,  thy  beauty  praising, 
Full  of  metjipbor  is  found. 
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Anflonicatli  a  -wood  of  flowera 

Lies,  in  shelter  safe  below, 
All  that  deep  and  glowing  secret, 

All  that  deep  and  secret  glow. 

If  suspicious  sparks  should  issue 
From  the  roses, — fearless  he ! 

Tliis  dull  world  in  flames  believes  uot, 
But  believes  them  poetry. 

DAY  and  night  alike  the  springtime 
Makes  with  sounding  life  all-teemii;g : 
Like  a  verdant  echo  can  it 
Enter  even  in  my  dreaming. 

Then  the  birds  sing  yet  more  sweetly 
Than  before,  and  softer  breezes 

Fill  the  air,  the  violet's  fragrance 
With  still  wilder  yearning  pleases. 

E'en  the  roses  blossom  redder. 
And  a  child-like  golden  glory 

Bear  they,  like  the  heads  of  angels 
In  the  pictures  of  old  story. 

And  myself  I  almost  fancy 

Some  sweet  nightingale,  when  singing 
Of  my  love  to  those  fair  roses, 

Wondrous  songs  my  vision  bringing— 

Till  I'm  waken'd  by  the  sunlight, 

Or  by  that  delicious  bustle 
Of  the  nightingales  of  springtime 

That  before  my  window  rustle. 

37. 

O  TARS  with  golden  feet  are  wand'ring 
k5     Yonder,  and  they  gently  weep 
That  they  cannot  earth  awaken, 
Who  in  night's  arms  is  asleep. 

List'ning  stand  the  silent  forests, 

Every  leaf  an  ear  doth  seem  ! 
How  its  shadowy  arm  the  mountain 

Stretcheth  out,  as  though  in  dream 
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Wliat  call'd  yonder  ?     In  my  bosom 

Rings  the  eclio  of  the  tone. 
Was  it  my  beloved  one  speaking, 

Or  tbe  nightingale  alone  ? 

38. 

THE  spring  is  solemn,  mournful  only 
Are  all  its  dreams,  each  flower  appeara 
Weigh'd  down  by  grief,  the  song  all-lonely 

Of  Philomel  wakes  secret  tears. 
O  smile  thou  not,  my  darling  beauty, 

O  smile  not,  full  of  charming  grace ! 
But  weep,  that  it  may  be  my  duty 
To  kiss  a  tear  from  off  thy  face. 

39. 

ONCE  more  from  that  fond  heart  I'm  driven 
Which  I  so  dearly  love,  so  madly; 
Once  more  from  that  fond  heart  I'm  driven-  - 

Beside  it  would  I  linger  gladly, 
The  chariot  rolls,  the  bridge  is  quaking. 

The  stream  beneath  it  flows  so  sadly  ; 
Ones  more  the  joys  am  I  forsaking 

Of  that  fond  heart  I  love  so  madly. 
In  heav'n  rush  on  the  starry  legions, 

As  though  before  my  sorrow  flying — 
Sweet  one,  farewell !  in  distant  regions 

My  heart  for  thee  will  still  be  sighing. 

40. 
'Y  cherish'd  wishes  blossom, 
And  wither  again  at  a  breath. 
And  blossom  again  and  wither, 

And  so  on  until  death. 
This  know  I,  and  it  saddens 

All  love  and  joy,  once  so  blest ; 
My  heart  is  so  wise  and  witty, 
And  bleeds  away  in  my  breast. 

41. 

LIKE  an  old  man's  face  confounde<3 
Is  the  sky  so  broad  and  airy, 
li^d,  one-eyed,  and  close  surrounded 
13y  the  tfroy  clouds'  locks  all  hair  >• 

o 
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When  upon  the  earth  it  gazes, 

Flower  and  hud  grow  pale  and  sickly  ; 

Love  and  song  in  all  theii"  phases 

Fade  away  from  men's  minds  quickly. 

42. 

WITH  sullen  thoughts  in  chilly  bosom  cherish'd, 
I  travel  sullen  through  the  world  so  cold  ; 
The  autumn's  end  hath  come,  a  humid  mist  doth  hold 
Deep  veil'd  from  sight  the  country  drear  and  perish'd. 

The  winds  are  piping,  hither,  thither  bending 

The  red-tinged  leaves,  that  from  the  trees  fall  fast, 
The  bare  plain  steams,  the  wood  sighs  'neath  the  blast, 

The  worst  of  all  comes  next — the  rain's  descending  I 


L 


o 
43. 

ATE  autumnal  mists  all-dripping 


Spread  o'er  hUl  and  valley  fair ; 
Storms  the  trees  of  leaves  are  stripping, 
And  they  ghostly  look,  and  bare. 

But  one  single  sad  tree  only 
Silent  and  unstripp'd  is  seen  ; 

Moist  with  tears  of  woe,  and  lonely, 
Shaketh  he  his  head  still  green. 

Ah  !  this  waste  my  heart  displayeth, 
And  the  tree,  stUl  full  of  life, 

Summer-green,  thy  form  portray eth, 
Much  beloved  and  beauteous  wife  ! 

44. 

GREY 'S  the  sky  and  every-day  like. 
And  the  town  still  looks  afflicted  ; 
Ever  weak  and  castaway  like. 
In  the  Elbe  its  form's  depicted. 

Long  each  nose  is,  and  its  blowing 

Tedious  an  affair  as  ever ; 
All  with  pride  are  overflowing, 

Both  at  pomp  and  cringing  clever. 

Beauteous  South  !  O,  how  adoro  I 
All  thy  gods,  thy  sky's  sweet  blisscg, 

Since  these  human  dregs  once  more  I 
See,  and  weather  foul  as  this  is ! 
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TEE  BETURN  HOME. 

I82a-4. 

1. 

ON  my  life,  a  life  of  clarlmess, 
Once  a  vision  sweet  shone  bright  j 
Now  that  vision  sweet  hath  faded, 
And  I'm  veil'd  in  utter  night. 

When  in  darkness  children  wander, 
Soon  their  spirits  die  away, 

And  to  overcome  their  terror, 

Some  loud  song  straight  carol  they. 

I,  a  foolish  child,  am  singing 
In  the  darkness  spread  around  ; 

Though  my  song  may  give  no  pleasure. 
Yet  mine  anguish  it  hath  drown'd. 

2. 

IN  vain  would  I  seek  to  discover 
Why  sad  and  mournful  am  I ; 
My  thoughts  without  ceasing  brood  ovor 
A  talc  of  the  times  gone  by. 

Tlic  air  is  cool,  and  it  darklcth, 

And  calmly  flows  the  Rhine ; 
The  peak  of  the  mountain  sparkJeth, 

While  evening's  sun  doth  shine. 

Yon  sits  a  wondrous  maiden 

On  high,  a  maiden  fair ; 
With  bright  golden  jewels  all-ladon, 

She  combs  her  golden  bail". 
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Slie  combs  it  with  comb  all-golden, 
And  sings  the  while  a  song  ; 

How  strange  is  that  melody  olden, 
As  loudly  it  echoes  along  1 

It  fills  with  wild  terror  the  sailor 

At  sea  in  his  tiny  skiff; 
He  looks  but  on  high,  and  grows  palef, 

Nor  sees  the  rock-girded  cliff. 

The  waves  will  the  bark  and  its  master 
At  length  swallow  up,  then  niethouglit 

'Tis  Lore-ley  who  this  disaster 

With  her  false  singing  hath  wrought. 


MY  heart,  my  heart  is  mom-nful, 
Yet  May  is  gleaming  like  gold  ; 
I  stand,  'gainst  the  linden  reclining, 
High  over  the  bastion  old. 

Beneath,  the  moat's  blue  water 

Flows  peacefully  along ; 
A  boy  his  bark  is  steering, 

And  fishes,  and  pipes  his  song. 

Beyond,  in  pleasing  confusion, 
In  distant  and  chequer 'd  array, 

Are  men,  and  villas,  and  gardens. 
And  cattle,  woods,  meadows  so  gay. 

The  maidens  are  bleaching  the  linen, 
And  spring  on  the  grass,  like  deer 

The  mill-wheel's  powd'ring  diamonds, 
Its  distant  murmur  I  hear. 

Beside  the  old  grey  tower 

A  sentry-box  is  set ; 
A  red-accoutred  fellow 

Walks  up  and  down  there  yet. 

He's  playing  with  his  musket, 

While  gleameth  the  sun  o'erhcad  ; 
He  first  presents  and  shoulders — 

I  would  that  he'd  shoot  me  duad  ! 
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4. 

IT/^ITH  tears  tlirougli  the  forest  I  waudcv, 
y\    The  thi'ostle's  sitting  on  hjgh; 
She,  springing,  sings  softly  yonder  : 
O  wherefore  dost  thou  sigh  ? 

"  Sweet  bird,  thy  sister  the  swallow 
"  Can  tell  thee  the  cause  of  my  gloom  ; 

"  She  dwells  in  a  nest  all  hollow, 
"  Beside  my  sweetheart's  room." 

5. 

rpHE  night  is  damp  and  stormy, 
X     No  star  is  in  the  sky  ; 
In  the  wood,  'neatli  the  rustling  branches 
In  silence  wander  I. 

A  distant  light  is  twinkling 

From  the  hunter's  lonely  cot ; 
But  within,  the  scene  is  but  saddening, 

And  the  light  can  allure  me  not. 

The  blind  old  grandmother's  sitting 

In  her  leather  elbow-chair. 
Ail-gloomily  fix'd  like  a  statue. 

Not  a  word  escapeth  her  there. 

With  curses  to  and  fro  paces 

The  forester's  red-headed  son  ; 
With  fiu-y  and  scorn  he's  laughing. 

As  he  throws  'gainst  the  wall  his  gun. 

The  fair  spinning-maiden's  weeping, 
And  moistens  the  flax  with  her  tears ; 

The  father's  terrier,  whining, 
Curl'd  up  at  her  feet  appears. 

6. 

WHEN  I,  on  my  travels,  by  hazardj 
My  sweetheart's  family  found, 
Her  sister  and  father  and  mother, — 
They  gave  mo  a  welcome  all  round. 

When  they  for  my  health  had  inquired, 

They  added,  all  of  a  breath. 
That  they  thought  me  quite  imalter'd, 

Though  my  face  was  palu  as  death. 
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I  askM  for  tTieir  aunts  and  their  cousius", 
And  many  a  tiresome  friend ; 

I  ask'd  for  the  little  puppy 

Whose  soft  bark  knew  no  end. 

And  then  for  my  married  sweetheart 
I  ask'd,  as  if  just  call'd  to  mind. 

And  they  answer'd,  in  friendly  fashion, 
That  she  had  but  just  been  confiu'd. 

I  gave  them  my  very  best  wishes, 
And  lovingly  begg'd  them  apart 

That  they'd  give  her  a  thousand  greetings 
From  the  bottom  of  my  heart. 

Then  cried  the  little  sister : 
"  The  small  and  gentle  hound 

'•  Grew  to  be  big  and  savage, 

"  And  in  the  Khine  was  drown'd." 

That  little  one's  like  my  sweetheart, 
So  like  when  she  wears  a  smile  ! 

Her  eyes  are  the  same  as  her  sister's 
Which  caus'd  all  my  mis'ry  the  while 

7. 

'ATT'E  sat  by  the  fisherman's  cottage, 

*  T     O'er  ocean  cast  our  eye ; 
Then  came  the  mists  of  evening, 
And  slowly  rose  on  high, 

Tlie  lamps  A\dthin  the  light-house 

Were  kindled,  light  by  light, 
And  in  the  farthest  distance 

A  ship  was  still  in  sight. 

We  spoke  of  storm  and  shipwreck, 
And  of  the  sailor's  strange  life, 

'Twixt  sky  and  water,  'twixt  terror 
And  joy  in  endless  strife. 

We  spoke  of  distant  regions, 

Of  North  and  South  spoke  we. 
The  many  strange  races  yonder, 

And  customs,  strange  to  see. 
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The  air  on  the  Ganges  is  balmy, 

And  giant-trees  extend, 
And  fair  and  silent  mortals 

Before  the  lotos  bend. 

In  Lapland,  the  people  are  dirty, 

Flat-headed,  broad-monthed,  and  small ; 

They  squat  round  the  fii-e,  bake  fishes. 

And  sc[ueak,  and  speak  shrilly,  and  squall. 

The  maidens  earnestly  listen'd, 

At  length  not  a  word  was  said ; 
The  ship  from  sight  had  vanish'd. 

For  darkness  o'er  all  things  was  spread. 

8. 

TnOU  pretty  fisher-maiden, 
Quick,  push  thy  bark  to  laud  ; 
Come  hither,  and  sit  beside  me, 
And  toy  with  me,  hand  in  hand. 

Recline  thy  head  on  my  bosom, 

Nor  be  so  fearful  of  me ; 
Thou  trustest  thyseK,  void  of  terror, 

Each  day  to  the  raging  sea. 

My  heart  is  like  the  ocean, 

Plath  tempest,  ebb,  and  flow, 
And  many  pearls  full  precious 

Lie  in  its  depths  below. 

9. 

THE  moon  hath  softly  risen, 
And  o'er  the  waves  doth  smilo  ; 
Mine  arms  hold  my  sweetheart  in  prison, 
Our  hearts  both  swelling  the  while. 

Blest  in  her  sweet  embraces 

I  calmly  repose  on  the  strand : 
Hear'st  thou  aught  in  the  wind  as  it  races  ? 

Why  shrinks  thy  snow-white  hand  ? 

'*  0,  'tis  not  the  tempest's  commotion, 
"  'Tis  the  song  of  tho  mermaids  below; 

"  'Tis  tho  voice  of  my  sisters,  whom  Ocean 
"  Swallow'd  up  in  its  depths  long  ago." 
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10. 

ON  the  clouds  dotli  rest  the  moon. 
Like  a  giant-orange  gleaming ; 
Broad  her  streaks,  with  golden  rays 
O'er  the  dusky  ocean  beaming. 

Lonely  roam  I  by  the  strand 

While  the  billows  white  are  breaking ; 
Many  sweet  words  hear  I  there, 

From  the  water's  depths  awaking. 

Ah  !  the  night  is  long,  full  long, 

And  my  heart  must  break  its  slumber.s ; 

Beauteous  nymphs,  come  forth  to  light, 
Dance  !  and  sing  your  magic  numbers  1 

To  your  bosom  take  my  head, 

Soul  and  body  I  surrender  ! 
Sing  me  dead,  caress  me  dead, 

Drain  my  life  with  kisses  tender. 

11. 

IN  their  grey-hued  clouds  envelop'd. 
Now  the  mighty  gods  are  sleeping  ; 
And  I  listen  to  their  snoring. 
Stormy  weather  o'er  us  creeping. 

Stormy  weather  !  Raging  tempests 
On  the  poor  ship  bring  disaster ; 

On  these  winds  who'll  place  a  bridle, — 
On  these  waves  that  own  no  master  ? 

I  the  storm  can  never  hinder. 

Nor  the  mast  and  planks  from  creaking, 
So  I  wrap  me  in  my  mantle, 

Like  the  gods  for  slumber  seeking. 

12. 

ri^HE  Avind  puts  on  its  breeches  again, 
JL      Its  white  and  watery  breeches  ; 
It  flogs  each  billow  with  might  and  main, 
Till  it  howls  and  rushes  and  pitches. 

From  the  darksome  height,  with  furious  might 
Pours  the  rain  in  wild  commotion ; 

It  seems  as  though  the  ancient  Night 
Would  drown  the  ancient  Ocean. 


PICTURES   OP   TBAVEL.  201 

To  tlie  sbip's  high  mast  the  sea-mew  clings. 
With  hoarse  and  shi-ill  shrieking  and  yelling  ; 

In  anxious-wise  she  flutters  her  wings, 
Approaching  disasters  foretelling. 

13. 

^pHE  stoi-m  strikes  up  for  dancing, 
X      It  blusters,  pipes,  roars  with  delight ; 
Hurrah,  how  the  bark  is  springing  ! 
How  merry  and  wild  is  the  night ! 

A  living  watery  mountain 

The  raging  sea  builds  tow'rd  the  sky ; 
A  gloomy  abyss  here  is  gaping, 

There,  mounts  a  white  tower  on  high. 

A  vomiting,  cursing,  and  praying 

From  the  cabin  bui'sts  forth  'mid  the  roai  ] 

I  cling  to  the  mast  for  pi'otectiou, 
And  wish  I  was  safely  on  shore. 

14. 

'npiS  evening,  darker  'tis  getting, 
_L      Mist  veils  the  sea  from  the  eye  ; 
Tho  waves  are  mysteriously  fretting. 
White  shadows  are  rising  on  high. 

From  the  billows  the  mermaid  arises, 
And  sits  herself  near  me  on  shore  ; 

Tho  veil  which  her  figure  disguises 
Her  snow-white  bosom  peeps  o'er. 

She  warmly  dotli  caress  me. 

And  takes  my  breath  away  : 
Too  closely  dost  thou  press  me, 

Thou  lovely  water- fay  ! 

"  My  arms  thus  closely  caress  thee, 

"  I  clasp  thee  with  all  my  might ; 
"  In  hope  of  warmth  do  I  press  tlief;.j 

"  For  cold  indeed  is  the  night." 

The  moon  from  her  dusky  cloister 

Of  clouds,  sheds  a  paler  ray  ; 
Thine  eye  grows  sadder  and  moistt^r 

Thou  lovely  water-fay  1 
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"  No  satlder  nor  moister  'tis  growTiig, 
"  Mine  eye  is  moist  and  wet, 

"  For  when  from  the  wave  I  was  going, 
"  A  drop  remain'd  iu  it  yet." 

The  sea-mew  mourns  shrilly,  while  ocean 
Is  growling  and  heaving  its  spray  ; 

Thy  heart  throbs  with  raging  emotion, 
Thou  lovely  water-fay ! 

"  My  heart  throbs  with  raging  emotion, 
"Emotion  raging  and  wild; 

"  For  I  love  thee  with  speechless  devotion. 
"  Thou  darling  human  child  !" 

15. 

WHEN  I  before  thy  dwelling 
At  morning  happen  to  be, 
I  rejoice,  my  little  sweet  one, 
When  thee  at  thy  window  I  see. 

With  thy  dark-brown  eyes  so  piercing 

My  figure  thou  dost  scan  : 
Who  art  thou,  and  what  ails  thee. 

Thou  strange  and  sickly  man  ? 

"  I  am  a  German  poet, 

"  Well  known  in  the  German  land  ; 
"  When  the  best  names  in  it  are  reckon'd, 

"  My  name  amongst  them  will  stand. 

"  My  little  one,  that  which  ails  me 
"  Ails  crowds  in  the  German  land ; 

"  When  the  fiercest  sorrows  are  reckon'd, 
"  My  sorrows  amongst  them  will  stand." 

16. 

^pHE  gleam  o'er  the  ocean  had  faded  not, 
JL      While  the  eve's  last  rays  were  flitting ; 
We  sat  by  the  lonely  fisherman's  cot, 
Alone  and  in  silence  sitting. 

The  waters  swell'd,  while  the  mist  rose  above, 
The  restless  sea-mew  was  screaming ; 

From  out  thine  eyes,  so  full  of  love, 
The  tears  were  (|uickly  streaming. 
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I  saw  them  falling  on  tliy  fair  hand. 

And  on  my  knees  soon  sank  I, 
And  then  from  off  thy  snow-white  hand 

The  tears  with  raptui-e  drank  I. 

Since  that  hour,  my  hody  hath  fast  decaj'd, 

My  soul  is  dying  with  yearning  ; 
I  was  poison'd,  alas  !   by  the  hapless  maid 

With  her  falling  tears  so  burning. 

17. 

UP  high  on  yonder  mountain 
Stands  a  stately  castle  alone, 
Where  dwell  three  beauteous  maidens. 
Whose  love  in  turns  I  have  known. 

On  Saturday  Harriet  kiss'd  me, 

While  Sunday  was  Julia's  right ; 
On  Monday  Cunigund  foUow'd, 

Who  well  nigh  stifled  me  quite. 

To  hold  a  fete  in  the  castle 

On  Tuesday  my  maidens  agreed ; 
The  neighbouring  lords  and  ladies 

All  came  mth  carriage  or  steed. 

But  I  was  never  invited, 

To  your  great  wonder,  no  doubt  ; 

The  whispering  aunts  and  cousins 
Obscrv'd  it,  and  laugh'd  right  out 

18. 

ON  the  dim  and  far  horizon 
Appcareth,  misty  and  pale, 
The  city,  with  all  its  towers, 
In  evening  twilight's  veil. 

A  humid  gust  is  ruffling 

The  j)ath  o'er  tlie  waters  dark  ; 
With  mournful  measure,  tlie  sailor 

Is  rowing  my  tiny  bark. 

The  sun  once  more  ariscth. 

And  over  the  oartli  gleams  ho, 
And  shows  1110  the  spot  out  yondor 

Where  aiy  lovod  ono  was  lust  to  lutf 
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19. 

A  LL  hail  to  tliee,  thou  stately 
.^t\.  Mysterious  to^vn,  all  hail, 
"Who  erst  within  thy  bosom 

My  loved  one's  form  didst  veil ! 

0  say,  ye  towers  and  gateways, 

0  where  can  m^  loved  one  be  ? 
To  your  keeping  of  yore  was  she  trusted, 

Ajid  ye  must  her  bail  be  to  me. 

The  towers,  in  truth,  are  guiltless, 

From  their  places  they  could  not  come  down, 

"When  she,  with  her  trunks  and  boxes, 
So  hastily  went  from  the  town. 

The  gates,  however,  they  suffer'd 

My  darling  to  slip  through  them  straight ; 

A  gate  is  ever  found  willing 

To  let  a  fool  "  gang  her  ain  gait."* 

20. 

OXCE  more  my  steps  through  the  olden  path 
And  the  well-kno'mi  streets  are  taken, 
Until  I  come  to  my  loved  one's  house. 
So  empty  now  and  forsaken. 

How  narrow  and  close  the  streets  appear  ! 

How  nauseous  the  smell  of  the  plaster  I 
The  houses  seem  tumbling  down  on  my  head, 

So  I  haste  away,  fearing  disaster. 

21. 

ONCE  more  through  the  halls  I  pass'd 
"Where  her  troth  to  me  was  jjlighted ; 
On  the  spot  where  her  tears  fell  fast 
A  serpents  brood  had  alighted. 

22. 

rpHE  night  is  still,  and  the  streets  are  deserted, 

JL      In  this  house  my  love  had  her  dwelling  of  yore ; 

'Tis  long  since  she  from  the  city  departed. 

Yet  her  house  still  stands  on  the  spot  as  before. 

*  I  have  here  attempted  to  imitate  a  wretched  pun  iu  Ihc 
ori"iuiU. 
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Tlicro  stands,  too,  a  man,  who  stares  up  at  licr  casement, 
And  wrings  liis  hands  with  the  weight  of  his  woen  ; 

I  look  on  his  face  with  shudd'ring  amazement, — ■ 
The  moon  doth  the  form  of  myself  disclose. 

Thou  pallid  fellow,  thou  worthless  double ! 

Why  dare  to  mimic  my  love's  hard  lot, 
Which  many  a  night  gave  me  gi-ief  and  trouble 

In  former  days,  on  this  very  spot  ? 

23. 

now  canst  thou  sleep  in  quiet, 
And  know  that  I'm  still  alive  ? 
I  bi;rst  the  yoke  that's  upon  me, 
W^lien  my  olden  wrath  doth  revive. 

Dost  know  the  ancient  ballad  : 

How  of  yore  a  dead  strij^ling  brave 

At  midnight  came  to  his  loved  one, 
And  carried  her  down  to  his  grave 

Believe  me,  thou  wondrous  beauty, 

Thou  wondrously  lovely  maid, 
I'm  alive  still,  and  feel  far  stronger 

Than  the  whole  of  the  dead's  brigade  ! 

24. 

THE  maiden's  asleep  in  her  chamber, 
"  In  peeps  the  quivering  moon ; 
"  Outside  is  a  singing  and  jingling, 
'*  As  though  to  a  waltz's  tune. 

*'  I  needs  must  look  through  my  window, 

"  To  see  who's  disturbing  my  rest ; 
"  There  stands  a  skeleton  ghastly 

"  Wlio's  fiddling  and  singing  his  best  : 

''  Thy  hand  for  the  dance  thou  didst  pledge  mo, 

"  And  then  thy  promise  didst  break  ; 
•'  To-night  there's  a  ball  in  the  churcliyard, 

"  Come  with  me,  the  dance  to  partake. 

"  lie  forcibly  seizes  the  maiden, 

•'  And  lures  her  from  out  Lor  abode  ; 
'•'She  follows  the  skeleton  wildly, 

**  Who  fiddles  and  pint's  on  the  road. 
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"  He  hops  and  lie  skips  aud  lie  fiddles, 

"  His  bones  they  rattle  away  ; 
"  With  his  skull  he  keeps  nidding  and  nodding, 

"  By  the  moonlight's  glimmering  ray." 

25. 
STOOD,  while  sadly  mnsed  T, 
And  her  likeness  closely  did  scan, 
And  her  beloved  features 

To  glow  with  life  began. 
Around  her  lips  there  gather'd 
A  sweet  and  wondi-ous  smile, 
And  as  through  tears  of  sorrow 

Her  clear  eyes  shone  the  while. 
And  then  my  tears  responsive 

Adown  my  cheeks  did  pour — 
And  ah !    I  scarce  can  believe  it, 
That  I've  lost  thee  evermore. 

2G. 

UNHAPPY  Atlas  that  I  am !  I'm  doom'd 
To  bear  a  world,  a  very  world  of  sorrows  ; 
Unbearable's  the  load  I  bear,  and  e'en 
The  heart  within  mc's  breaking. 
O  thou  proud  heart !  thy  doing  'twas  indeed, 
Thou  wouldst  be  happy,  utterly  be  happy. 
Or  utterly  be  wretched,  0  proud  heart, 
And  now  in  truth  thou'rt  wretched  ! 
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27. 
'HE  years  are  coming  and  going. 
To  the  grave  whole  races  descend. 
And  yet  the  love  in  my  bosom 
Shall  never  wax  fainter  or  end. 

0  could  I  but  once  more  behold  thee, 
Before  thee  sink  down  on  my  knee. 

And  die,  as  tliese  words  I  utter  : 
Dear  Madam,  I  love  but  thee ! 

28. 

I  DREAMT  :  the  quivering  moon  gleam'd  abovo, 
And  the  stars  cast  a  mournful  ray  ; 
I  was  borne  to  the  town  where  dwelleth  my  love, 
Many  hundred  miles  away 
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An'l  when  I  arrived  at  lier  dwelling  so  blest, 

I  Iriss'd  the  stones  of  tlie  staii', 
Which  her  little  foot  so  often  had  press'd, 

And  the  train  of  her  garment  fair. 

The  night  was  long,  the  night  was  chill, 
And  cold  were  the  stones  that  night ; 

Her  pallid  form  from  the  window-sill 
Look'd  down  in  the  moonbeam's  light. 

29. 

WHAT  means  this  tear  all-lonely 
That  troubles  now  my  gaze  ? 
Of  olden  times  the  offsjiring 
Still  in  mine  eye  it  stays. 

It  had  its  shining  sisters. 

Who  all  have  faded  from  sight, 
With  all  my  joys  and  sorrows, 

Yea,  faded  in  storm  and  night. 

Like  clouds  have  also  fleeted 

The  stars  so  blue  and  mild, 
Which  into  my  yearning  bosfim 

Those  joys  and  sorrows  once  smiled. 

Ah  !  even  my  love's  devotion 

Like  idle  breath  did  decay ; 
Thou  old,  old  tear  all-lonely, 

Do  thou,  too,  pass  away ! 

30. 

rpHE  pallid  autiunnal  half-moon 

I      Looks  down  from  the  clouds  on  liigh  ; 
Tiie  parsonage,  silent  and  lonely. 

By  the  side  of  the  chm'chyard  doth  lie. 

The  mother  is  reading  her  Bible, 
'J'he  son  on  the  light  turns  his  eyes, 

All-sleepy,  the  elder  daughter 

Doth  stretch,  while  the  younger  thus  criee 

*'  Good  heavens,  how  dreadfully  tedious 
"  The  days  are  1  I'm  quite  in  despair  I 

"  'Tis  only  when  there's  a  burial 
"  Ono  sees  aught  of  life,  I  declare  I 
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The  mother  then  says,  midst  her  reading : 
"  You're  mistaken,  four  only  have  died 

"  Since  the  time  when  they  buried  your  father 
"  By  the  gate  of  the  churchyard  outside." 

The  elder  daughter  says  gaping : 
"  I'll  starve  no  longer  with  you  ; 

"  I'll  go  to  the  Count  to-morrow, 
"  He's  rich  and  he  loves  me  too." 

The  son  bursts  out  into  laughter  : 

"  At  the  tavern  drink  himtsmen  three; 

"  They're  making  money,  and  gladly 
"  Would  teach  the  secret  to  me." 

The  mother  then  throws  her  Bible 

Full  hard  in  his  lanky  face  : 
"  Wouldst  thou  dare,  thou  accursed  of  heaven< 

"  As  a  robber  thy  friends  to  disgrace  V" 

They  hear  a  knock  at  the  window, 

And  see  a  beckoning  hand  ; 
And  behold,  outside  the  dead  father 

In  his  black  preaching-garment  doth  stand. 

31. 

THE  weather  is  bad  and  stormy, 
With  rain  and  tempest  and  snow ; 
I  sit  at  the  window,  gazing 

On  the  gloomy  darkness  below. 

One  single  light  I  see  glimm'ring 
That  slowly  moves  in  the  street ; 

'Tis  a  woman  holding  a  lantern, 
And  walking  with  tottering  feet. 

I  expect  that  she's  making  a  purchase 

Of  meal  and  butter  and  eggs  ; 
'Tis  to  bake  a  cake  for  her  daughter 

That  she  is  out  now  on  her  legs. 

The  daughter's  at  home  in  the  arm-chair 
And  sleepily  looks  at  the  light, 

Her  golden  locks  stray  over 
Her  face  so  lovely  and  bright. 
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32. 


TI'^IS  thoiiglit  that  I  am  tormented, 
JL     By  love's  bitter  sorrow  distress' d. 
And  at  length  I  myself  believe  it 
As  well  as  all  the  rest. 

Thou  great-eyed  little  maiden, 

I  ever  have  whisper 'd  apart : 
I  love  thee  beyond  expression, 

While  love  is  gnawing  my  heart. 

'Twas  but  in  my  lonely  chamber 
That  I  dared  my  love  to  proclaim, 

And,  ah !  I  have  ever  been  silent. 
When  into  thy  presence  I  came. 

When  there,  the  evil  angels 

Appear 'd,  and  my  lips  they  held  ; 

And,  ah !  'tis  by  evil  angels 

That  my  joy  hath  now  been  dispcll'd. 

33. 

OTHY  tender  lily-fingers, 
Could  I  once  again  but  kiss  theni. 
Press  them  softly  to  my  heart, 
And  then  die  in  silent  weeping  ! 

O  thy  violet  eyes  so  radiant 
Hover  near  me  day  and  night. 
And  I'm  troubled  :  wliat  forcbodeth 
All  this  sweet,  this  blue  enigma? 

34. 
"TTATH  she  then  no  word  e'er  spokou 

JLl    "  Of  thy  passion,  hapless  lover  '■• 
"  In  her  sweet  eyes  couldst  tliou  never 
"  Signs  of  answering  love  discover '? 

"  Through  her  sweet  eyes  couldst  thou  never 
"  Reach  her  soul,  and  so  get  at  her? 

*'  Yet  thou  art  not  thought  a  bloclchead, 
"  Worthy  friend,  in  such  a  matter." 

35. 

THEY  loved  each  other,  but  neither 
Would  be  the  first  to  confess ; 
Like  foes,  they  gaz'd  at  each  other, 
And  would  die  of  their  love's  distresH. 
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Tlioy  parted  at  length,  and  thereafter, 

Except  in  vision,  ne'er  met ; 
From  life  they  long  have  departed, 

And  scarcely  know  of  it  yet. 

36. 

AND  when  I  to  you  my  grief  did  confide, 
You  only  yawn'd,  and  nothing  replied ; 
But  when  I  reduced  my  sorrow  to  rhyme, 
You  praised  me  greatly,  and  call'd  it  sublime. 

37. 

I  CALL'D  the  devil,  and  he  came, 
And  with  wonder  his  form  did  I  closely  scan ; 
He  is  not  ugly,  and  is  not  lame, 

But  really  a  handsome  and  charming  man. 
A  man  in  the  prime  of  life  is  the  devil, 
Obliging,  a  man  of  the  world,  and  civil ; 
A  diplomatist  too,  well  skill'd  in  debate, 
He  talks  right  glibly  of  church  and  state. 
He's  rather  pale,  but  it's  really  not  strange, 
For  his  studies  through  Sanskrit  and  Hegel  range. 
Fouque  is  still  his  favom'ite  poet ; 

But  criticism  he'll  toucA  no  more, 

But  has  handed  that  subject  entirely  o'er 
To  his  grandmother  Hecate,  that  she  may  know  it. 
My  juridical  works  did  he  kindly  praise, 
His  favourite  hobby  in  former  days. 
He  said  that  my  friendship  was  not  too  dear. 
And  then  he  nodded,  and  look'd  severe. 
And  afterwards  asked  if  it  wasn't  the  case 

We  had  mot  at  the  Spanish  ambassador's  rout  ? 
And  when  I  look'd  him  full  in  the  face 

I  saw  him  to  be  an  old  friend  without  doubt. 

38. 
'AN,  revile  not  thou  the  devil, 
For  the  path  of  life  is  short, 
And  damnation  everlasting 
Is  too  true,  not  mere  report. 

Man,  pay  all  the  debts  thou  owest, 
For  the  path  of  life  is  long, 

And  thou'lt  often  have  to  borrow- 
Just  as  usual,  right  or  wrong. 
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39. 

THE  three  holy  kings  from  the  Eastern  land 
Inquired  in  every  city  : 
Where  goeth  the  road  to  Bethlehem, 
Ye  boys  and  maidens  pretty  ? 

The  young  and  the  old,  they  could  not  tell, 
The  kings  went  onward  discreetly  ; 

They  follow'd  the  track  of  a  golden  star, 
That  sparkled  brightly  and  sweetly. 

The  star  stood  still  over  Joseph's  house, 
And  they  enter'd  the  dwelling  lowly ; 

The  oxen  bellow'd,  the  infant  cried. 
While  sang  the  three  kings  holy. 

40. 

MY  child,  we  once  were  children, 
Two  children,  little  and  gay ; 
We  crawl'd  inside  the  henhouse, 
And  hid  iu  the  straw  in  play. 

We  crow'd  as  the  cocks  are  accustoni'd, 

And  when  the  people  came  by, 
"  Cock-a-doodle-doo !  " — and  they  fancied 

'Twas  really  the  cock's  shrill  cry. 

The  chests  within  our  courtyard 

With  paper  we  nicely  lined, 
And  iu  them  lived  together, 

In  a  dwelling  quite  to  our  mind. 

Tlie  aged  cat  of  our  neighbour 

Came  oft  to  visit  us  there  ; 
We  made  her  our  bows  and  our  curtsies, 

And  plenty  of  compliments  fair. 

For  her  health  we  used  to  inquire 

In  language  friendly  and  soft ; 
Since  then  wo  have  ask'd  the  samo  picstiou 

Of  many  old  cats  full  oft. 

We  used  to  sit,  while  we  wisely 

Discoursed,  in  the  way  of  old  men. 
And  lamented  that  all  was  better 

In  the  olden  days  than  then ; 
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How  love  and  truth  and  religion 
From  Gilt  of  tlie  world  had  fled, 

How  very  dear  was  the  coffee, 

How  scarce  was  the  gold,  we  said. 

Those  childish  sports  have  vanish'd, 

And  all  is  fast  rolling  away  ; 
The  world,  and  the  times,  and  religion, 

And  gold,  love,  and  truth  all  decay. 

41. 

MY  heart  is  sore  oppress'd,  with  sighing 
I  think  upon  the  days  of  yore ; 
The  world  was  then  in  calmness  lying, 
And  men  were  peaceful  evermore. 

All  now  is  changed,  in  mournful  chorus 
Want  and  confusion  round  us  spread  ; 

The  Lord  seems  dead  that  erst  rul'd  o'er  us 
Beneath  us,  is  the  Devil  dead. 

All  now  appears  so  drear  and  sadden'd, 
Decay'd  and  cold,  of  joy  bereft, 

That,  were  we  not  by  love  still  gladdcn'd, 
No  single  resting-place  were  left. 

42. 
A  S  the  gleaming  moon  is  piercing 
XJL   Through  the  darksome  clouds  abuve, 
So  from  out  time's  darksome  mirror 
Peeps  a  vision  full  of  love. 

All  upon  the  deck  were  sitting,  _ 
Proudly  sailing  down  the  Rhine, 

And  the  shores,  in  summer  verdure, 
In  the  setting  sun  did  shine. 

Thoughtfully  was  I  reclining. 

Bent  before  a  lovely  maid  ; 
In  her  beauteous,  pallid  features 

Lo,  the  golden  sunlight  play'd. 

Lutes  were  sounding,  youths  were  singing, 
Wondrous  was  our  joy  that  day ; 

And  the  heavens  became  still  bluer, 
And  om-  souls  soai-'d  high  away. 


PICTURES   OF   TRAVEL.  '/?13 

Hills  and  castles,  woods  and  meadows, 

Like  a  vision  fleeted  by, 
And  I  saw  them  all  reflected 

In  the  lovely  maiden's  eye. 

43. 

IN  vision  saw  I  my  loved  one 
A  worn,  sad  woman  one  day; 
Her  once  so-blooming  figure 
Had  witber'd  and  fallen  away. 

A  child  in  her  arms  she  carried, 

By  the  hand  another  she  led, 
And  grief  and  poverty  plainly 

In  her  walk,  looks,  and  garments  I  rew'i. 

Across  the  market  she  totter'd, 

And  then  did  I  meet  her  eye  ; 
She  looked  ii2)on  me,  and  gently 

I  spake  to  her  thus,  with  a  sigh : 

"  Come  with  me  to  my  dwelling, 

"  For  thou  art  pale  and  ill, 
"  And  food  and  drink  I'll  earn  thee 

"  By  industry  and  skill. 

"  I'll  also  noiirish  and  cherish 

"  The  children  that  with  thee  I  see  ; 

"  l^ut,  my  child  so  poor  and  unhai)py, 
"■  I'll  care  the  most  for  thee. 

"  I  never  will  remind  thee 

"  That  I  loved  thee  so  dearly  of  yore, 
"  And  when  at  length  thou  diest, 

"  I'll  weep  at  thy  grave  full  sore." 

44. 

"  TT'BIEND  I  why  always  thus  endeavour 
JO    "  To  repeat  the  same  old  story  ? 

"  Wilt  thou  brooding  sit  for  ever 

"  On  love's  eggs  grown  old  and  hdary? 

"  Ah  1  'tis  but  the  usual  custom, 

''  Chickens  from  the  shells  uie  crawling; 

**  In  a  book  thou  scek'st  to  thrust  em, 
"  WTiile  they're  fluttering  and  calling  1" 
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45. 

PEYTHEE,  be  not  thou  Impatient 
If  there  still  are  loudly  ringing 
Many  of  my  old  sad  numbers 
In  the  newest  songs  I'm  singing. 

Wait  awhile,  and  soon  the  echo 

Will  have  died  away  of  sorrow, 
And  a  new-born  song-spring  softly 

From  the  heal'd  heart  shoot  to-morrow. 

46. 
'nniS  now  full  time  that  my  folly  I  drop, 
JL    And  return  to  sober  reason ; 
This  comedy  now  'twere  better  to  stop 
That  we've  played  for  so  long  a  season. 

In  a  gay  and  highly  romantic  style 
The  gorgeous  coulisses  were  painted  ; 

My  knight's  cloak  glitter'd,  while  I  was  the  while 
With  the  finest  sensations  acquainted. 

And  now  that  I,  while  more  sober  I  grow, 
Am  against  this  toying  inveighing, 

I  feel  that  I'm  still  as  wretched  as  though 
A  comedy  still  I  were  playing. 

Alas  !  unconsciously  and  in  jest 

Of  my  feelings  was  I  the  narrator  ; 

And  I've  play'd,  with  my  own  death  in  my  breast, 
The  dying  gladiator. 

47. 
rpHE  monarch  Wiswamitra 
JL    Is  restlessly  striving  now  ; 
He  must  needs,  by  fighting  and  penance, 
Obtain  Wasischta's  cow. 

O  monarch  Wiswamitra, 

0  what  an  ox  art  thou, 
To  have  all  this  fighting  and  penance, 

And  all  for  nought  but  a  cow ! 

48. 

LET  not  grief,  my  heart,  come  o'er  thee 
Bear  thy  lot  with  faith  unshaken, 
For  what  winter  may  have  taken 
Will  returning  spring  restore  thoo. 
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And  how  much  remaixieth  over ! 

And  how  fair  the  world  is  still  I 

And,  my  heart,  if  'tis  thy  will, 
Thou  of  All  mayst  be  the  lover ! 

49. 

AFLOW'EET  thou  resemblest, 
So  pure  and  fair  and  blest ; 
But  when  I  view  thee,  sorrow 
Straight  creepeth  to  my  breast. 

I  feel  as  though  inspired 

My  hands  on  thy  head  to  lay, 
And  pray  that  God  may  keep  thee 

So  blest,  fair,  pure,  for  aye. 

50. 

CHILD  !  it  would  be  thy  perdition, 
And  the  greatest  pains  I've  taken 
Ne'er  within  thy  fond  heart  tow'rd  mo 
Loving  feelings  to  awaken. 

Now  that  I've  so  soon  succeeded, 

To  my  vow  I'm  wellnigh  faithless, 
!\nd  this  thought  steals  o'er  me  often  : 


'O 


Would  that  thou  could'st  love  me  natlilc^j? 

51. 

"IT'THEN  on  my  couch  I'm  lying 

T  y     In  night  and  pillows  conceal'd, 
A  sweet  and  charming  image 

Before  me  stands  revcal'd. 
As  soon  as  silent  slumber 

Hath  closed  mine  eyes  in  sleep, 
Into  my  dream  this  image 

Doth  softly,  gently  creep. 

Yet  with  the  di-eam  of  morning 

It  ne'er  doth  melt  away, 
For  in  mine  inmost  bosom 

I  bear  it  all  the  day. 

52. 

MAIDEN  ^vith  the  mouth  so  rosy, 
With  the  eyes  so  sweet  and  briylit, 
O  my  darling  little  maiden, 
1  of  thee  think  day  and  m'ght. 
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Long  is  now  the  winter  evening, 
Fain  would  I  disperse  its  glooni. 

Sitting  by  thee,  talking  with  theo 
In  thy  trusty  little  room. 

To  my  lips  I'd  fain  be  pressing 

Thy  dear  little  snowy  hand, 
With  my  falling  tears  caressing 

Thy  dear  little  snowy  hand. 

53. 

THOUGH  outside  snow-piles  are  forming, 
Though  'tis  hailing,  though  'tis  stoi-ming, 
Rattling  'gainst  the  mndow-pane, 
Nevermore  will  I  complain, 
Tor  within  my  breast  I  bear 
Spring-joys  and  love's  image  fail-. 

54. 

SOME  make  prayers  to  the  Madonna, 
Others  unto  Paul  and  Peter  ; 
Thee  alone,  of  suns  the  fairest, 
Thee  alone  will  I  e'er  honour. 

Let  me  be  with  kisses  laden. 

Be  thou  kindly,  be  thou  gracious, 
'Mongst  all  maidens  sun  the  fairest, 

'Neath  the  san  the  fairest  maiden  I 

55. 

DID  not  my  pallid  face  betray 
My  loving  woe  unto  thee  ? 
And  wilt  thou  that  my  haughty  mouth 
With  begging  words  shall  woo  thee  ? 

Alas !  this  mouth  is  far  too  proud, 

'Twas  made  but  for  kissing  and  sighing  ; 

Perchance  it  may  speak  a  scornful  word, 
While  I  with  sorrow  am  dying. 

56. 

-TTTOPtTHY  friend,  thou'rt  deep  in  love, 
VV     And  beneath  new  pangs  thou'rt  f netting; 
Darker  grows  it  in  thy  head. 
In  thy  heart  'tis  lighter  getting. 
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Worthy  friend,  tliou'rt  deep  in  love, 

And  tlion  £ain  would'st  hide  thy  yearning 

Yet  I  see  thy  heart's  fierce  glovr 

Thi'ough  thy  waistcoat  hotly  bm-ning. 

57. 

I  FAIN  would  linger  by  thee, 
And  rest  beside  thee  too  ; 
Away  thou  needs  must  hie  thee, 
Thou  hast  so  much  to  do. 

I  said  that  I  surrender'd 
My  very  soul  to  thee  ; 

An  answering  bow  was  tender'd, 
Thou  laughedst  full  of  glee. 

Thou  cruelly  didst  use  me, 

And  treat  my  love  amiss  ; 
At  last  thou  didst  refuse  me 

The  usual  parting  kiss. 

Don't  think  that  I  deem  it  my  duty 

To  shoot  myself  any  the  more  ; 
For  all  of  this,  my  beauty, 

lias  happen'd  to  me  before 

58. 

A  PAIR  of  sapphires  aro  thine  eycE, 
So  clear,  so  sweetly  roving ; 
0  three  times  happy  is  the  man 
Whom  those  fair  eyes  are  loving. 

Tliy  heart,  it  is  a  diamond, 

A  sparkling  radiance  throwing  ; 
0  three  times  happy  is  the  man 

For  whom  with  love  'tis  glowing. 

Thy  lips  are  very  rubies  bright, 

One  never  can  see  fairer ; 
O  three  times  happy  is  the  man 

Who  of  their  love  is  sharer. 

O  (lid  I  know  the  happy  mtin  I 

C)  could  I  unattended 
Within  the  gre(!n  wood  meat  with  liiia,- 

II  is  luck  would  soon  bo  ended  1 
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59. 

WHILE  with  loving  words,  but  lyings 
I  have  bound  me  to  thy  breast, 
Now  in  my  own  fetters  dying, 
Into  earnest  turns  my  jest. 

When  thou  jestingly  dost  fly  me, 

By  a  rightful  impulse  led, 
Then  the  powers  of  hell  draw  nigh  me, 

And  I  really  shoot  me  dead. 

60. 

rpOO  fi-agmentary  is  World  and  Life  ; 

X    I'll  go  to  the  German  professor,  who's  rife 

With  schemes  for  putting  Life's  pieces  together, 

Whereby  a  passable  System's  unfurl'd ; 
Ragged   nightcaps  and  dressing-gowns   keep   out   the 
weather, 

Stop  the  gaps  in  the  edifice  crack'd  of  the  wi)rld. 

61. 

THIS  evening  they've  a  party, 
The  house  is  fill'd  with  light ; 
By  yonder  shining  window 
A  shadowy  form's  in  sight. 

Thou  see'st  me  not,  in  darkness 

I  stand  below  and  apart ; 
Still  less  canst  thou  see  ever 

Inside  my  darksome  heart. 

My  darksome  heart  doth  love  thee, 

It  loves  thee  and  it  breaks. 
And  breaks,  and  bleeds,  and  quivers, 

But  thou  see'st  not  how  it  aches. 

62. 

I  WOULD  that  my  woes  all  their  fulness 
In  one  single  word  could  convey  ; 
To  the  merry  winds  straight  would  I  give  it, 
Who  would  merrily  bear  it  away. 

That  word  so  teeming  with  sadness 

They  would  carry,  my  loved  one,  to  theo 

Thou  wouldst  hear  it  at  every  moment, 
Wouldst  hear  it  where'er  thou  mightst  ba 
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As  soon  as  thine  eyelids  at  niglittiino 

Are  peacefully  closed  in  sleep, 
My  word  would  straightway  pursue  thee 

Far  into  thy  visions  most  deep. 

63. 

THOU  hast  pearls,  thou  hast  diamonds  also, 
Hast  all  that  mortals  adore ; 
Thine  eyes  are  among  the  fairest, — 

My  loved  one,  what  wouldst  thou  have  more? 
Upon  thine  eyes  so  heauteous 

I've  written  many  a  score 
Of  sweet  immortal  ballads, — 

My  loved  one,  what  wouldst  thou  have  more  ? 
And  with  thine  eyes  so  beauteous 

Hast  thou  tormented  me  sore. 
And  brought  me  to  utter  perdition, — 

My  loved  one,  what  wouldst  thou  have  more  ? 

64. 

HE  who  for  the  first  time  loveth, 
Though  'tis  hopeless,  is  a  God ; 
But  the  man  who  hopeless  loveth 
For  the  second  time's — a  fool. 
I,  a  fool  like  this,  am  loving 
Once  more,  with  no  love  responsive  ; 
Sim  and  moon  and  stars  are  laughing, 
I,  toOj  join  the  laugh  and — die. 

65. 

NEVER  match'd  the  timid  coldness 
Of  thy  spirit,  from  the  fii'st. 
With  my  love's  untutor'd  boldness, 

Which  through  rocks  delights  to  burst. 
Thou  in  love  dost  love  the  highway, 
And  I  see  thee  walk  through  life 
With  thy  husband  taking  thy  way. 
As  an  honest  teeming  wife  1 

6G. 

COUNSEL  they  gave  mc,  and  good  instruction, 
Pour'd  on  me  honours,  by  way  of  seduction 
Said  I  hiid  only  to  wait  for  a  while, 
And  their  protection  upon  me  should  sniilo. 
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Rjiite  the  protection  tliey  bid  me  liold  clierisliM, 
I  before  long  should  of  hunger  have  perish'd, 
ITad  I  not  happen'd  a  good  man  to  sec, 
Who  took  an  interest  landly  in  me. 

Good  man  indeed  !  for  he  gives  me  my  food ; 

Never  can  I  forget  conduct  so  good. 

Pity  I  cannot  with  kisses  reply. 

Tor  the  good  man  is  no  other  than — I ! 

67. 

THIS  young  man,  so  good  and  worthy, 
Cannot  be  too  much  respected  ; 
Oft  he  gives  me  wine  and  oysters, 
Gives  me  liquors  well  selected. 

Coat  and  trousers  fit  him  neatly, 
His  cravat  is  still  more  sightly ; 

And  so  comes  he  every  morning 
For  my  health  to  ask  politely. 

Of  my  wide-spread  glory  speaks  he, 
Of  my  talents  and  my  graces ; 

Eagerly  at  my  disposal 
All  his  services  he  places. 

And  in  company  at  evening, 

With  a  face  as  if  inspired 
He  declaims  before  the  ladies 

All  my  poems  so  admired. 

O  it  is  indeed  most  pleasant 
Such  a  yomig  man  to  discover 

In  the  present  day,  when  surely 
All  things  good  will  soon  be  over. 

68. 

I  DREAMT  that  I  was  Lord  of  all, 
And  sat  in  heaven  proudly  ; 
The  angels,  ranged  around  my  throiwij 
All  praised  my  verses  loudly. 

And  cakes  I  ate,  and  comfits  too, 

In  value  many  a  florin; 
And  Cai  dinal  I  drank  tho  while, 

And  had  no  need  of  scorin'. 
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Plagued,  by  enniii,  I  long'd  to  be 

On  earth,  witli  all  its  evil ; 
And  were  I  not  tlie  Lord  of  all, 

I'd  fain  have  been  the  devil. 

Thou  long-legg'd  Angel,  Gabriel,  go, 

i\nd  hasten  downward  thither, 
And  find  my  worthy  friend  Eugene, 

And  bring  him  to  me  hither. 

Within  the  College  seek  him  not, 

Eut  o'er  a  glass  of  brandy  ; 
Seek  for  him  not  in  Hedwigs  Church, 

But  at  Miss  Meyer's  so  handy. 

The  Angel  then  spread  out  his  wings, 

And  with  his  whole  soul  in  it 
Flew  down,  and  seized  my  worthy  friciid_ 

And  brought  him  in  a  minute. 

Ay,  youth,  I  am  the  Lord  of  all, 

And  rule  o'er  every  nation  ; 
I  always  told  thee  I  should  come 

To  power  and  reputation. 

Each  day  I  work  such  miracles 

As  greatly  would  delight  thee ; 
The  town  of  A I'll  happy  make 

To-day,  and  so  excite  thee. 

The  paving-stones  upon  the  road 

Shall  all  be  now  converted. 
And,  lo,  an  oyster,  fresh  and  clear, 

In  each  shall  be  inserted. 

A  constant  shower  of  lemon-juice 

Like  dew,  sliall  serve  as  jjicklc. 
And  in  the  gutters  of  the  streets 

The  finest  wine  shall  trickle. 

How  all  the  A — er's  straight  rejoice, 

And  to  the  banquet  hasten ! 
The  judges  from  the  gutter  drink 

As  if  it  were  a  basin. 

And  how  at  this  divine  repast 

Rejoice  the  poets  needy  1 
Lieutenants  lick  the  streets  quite  dry, 

And  ensigns  poor  and  greedy. 
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The  ensigns  and  Hentonants  are 

Wise  in  their  generation ; 
They  always  think  the  present  time 

The  weightiest  in  creation. 

69. 

FKOM  beanteous  lips  compell'd  to  part,  and  carried 
Away  from  beauteous  arms  fast  clasp'd  around  mOj 
Yet  one  more  day  I  gladly  would  have  tarried, 

When  came  the  post-boy  with  his  steeds,  and  found  me, 

Child,  this  is  very  life,  an  endless  wailing, 
An  endless  farewell-taking,  endless  parting ; 

Is  then  thy  heart  to  clasp  mine  unavailing  ? 

Could  not  thine  eye  retain  me,  e'en  at  starting  ? 

70. 

"ITTE  travelled  alone  in  the  gloomy 

VV     Post-chaise  the  whole  of  the  night ; 
Each  lean'd  on  the  other's  bosom, 
And  jested  with  hearts  so  light. 

Wlien  morning  dawn'd  upon  us, 

My  child,  how  we  did  stare, 
For  the  blind  passenger,*  Amor, 

Was  sitting  between  us  there ! 

71. 

HEAVEN  knows  where  the  haughty  luiKsy 
May  have  will'd  to  pitch  her  tent ; 
Swearing,  with  the  rain  fast  falling, 
All  the  city  through  I  went. 

From  one  tavern  to  another 

Ean  I  swiftly  in  the  rain. 
And  to  every  surly  waiter 

Did  I  turn  myself  in  vain. 

Then  I  saw  her  at  a  window, 

Nodding,  tittering  as  well : 
Could  I  tell  that  thou  wouldst  live  in, 

Maiden,  such  a  grand  hotel  ? 

*  A  "blind  passenger"  means  in  German  a  person  who  travels 
witbout  paying  his  fare. 
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72, 

LIKE  darkling  visions  the  houses 
Are  standing  all  in  a  row ; 
Deep  hidden  in  my  mantle, 
In  silence  I  onward  go. 

The  high  cathedral  tower 

The  hour  of  twelve  doth  proclaim  : 
My  love,  with  her  charms  and  kisses, 

Awaits  me  with  rapturous  flame. 

The  moon  is  my  attendant, 

And  kindly  gleams  in  the  sky, 
And  when  I  arrive  at  her  dwelling, 

I  joyfully  call  up  on  high  : 

I  thank  thee,  my  olden  companion, 
That  thou  hast  thus  lighted  my  way ; 

I  now  at  length  can  release  thee, 

Light  the  rest  of  the  world  now,  I  pray 

And  find'st  thou  some  mortal  enamour"d , 

In  solitude  mourning  his  fate. 
As  me  thou  of  old  time  didst  comfort, 

Him  also  0  comfort  thou  straight ' 

73. 

OWHAT  falsehood  lies  in  kisses  ! 
In  mere  show  what  joy's  convoy "d! 
In  betrayal,  0  what  bliss  is  ! 
Sweeter  still  to  be  betray'd ! 

Though  thou  mayst  resist  me,  fairest, 

Yet  I  laiow  what  thou  allowcst ; 
I'll  avow  whatc'cr  thou  swearest, 

I  will  swear  what  thou  avowest. 

74. 

UPOX  thy  snowy  bosom 
My  head  ail-softly  I  lay, 
And  secretly  can  listen 

To  what  thy  heart  doth  say. 

The  blue  liussars  arc  blowing, 

And  riding  in  at  the  gate  ; 
To-morrow  my  heart-beloved  one 

Will  surely  desert  me  straight. 
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If  thou  wilt  desert  mc  to-morrow, 
At  least  to-day  thou  art  mine, 

And  in  thine  arms  so  beauteous 
With  twofold  bliss  I'll  recline, 

75. 

rpHE  blue  hussars  are  blowing, 
JL     And  riding  out  at  the  gate ; 
1  come  then,  my  loved  one,  and  bring  thtx. 
A  nosegay  of  roses  straight. 

Those  were  indeed  wild  doings, 
Much  folk  and  warlike  display  ! 

By  far  too  many  were  quarter'd 
Within  thy  bosom  that  day. 

76. 

I  IN  youthful  years  did  languish, 
Suffer'd  many  a  bitter  anguish 
From  love's  fiery  glow. 

Wood  is  now  so  dear,  the  fire 
Will  for  lack  of  fuel  expire — 
Mafui  !  'tis  better  so. 

Think  of  this,  O  youthful  fair  one  I 
Chase  away  the  tears  that  wear  one, 

And  all  foolish  love's  alarms  ; 
If  thy  life  may  not  have  perish 'd, 
0  forget  thy  love  once  cherish'd— 

Ma  foi !  within  my  arms. 

77. 

THE  eunuchs  controverted, 
When  I  raised  up  my  voice  ; 
They  grumbled  and  asserted 
My  singing  was  not  choice. 

And  then  they  all  raised  sweetly 
Their  voicelets  petty  and  shrill ; 

They  sang  so  finely  and  neatly, 
Like  crystal  sounded  their  trill. 

They  sang  of  love's  fierce  yearning. 
Of  loving  effusions  and  love. 

To  tears  the  ladies  all  turning, 
With  tunes  so  adai)tcd  to  movoo 
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78. 

iLEFT  you  at  first  in  July  at  tlio  warmest, 
In  January  now  I  find  yoa  once  more  ; 
In  the  midst  of  tiie  heat  you  then  were  complaining, 
And  now  you  are  cool'd,  and  cold  to  the  core. 

I  shall  soon  leave  again,  and  when  next  I'm  returning 
Neither  warm  shall  I  find  you,  nor  yet  quite  cold ; 

I  shall  walk  o'er  your  grave  with  silent  composure, 
While  my  own  heart  within  me  is  wretched  and  old 

79. 

ART  thou  then  indeed  so  hostile, 
Art  thou  tow'rds  me  changed  so  sadly? 
1  by  all  means  shall  lament  it. 
Thou  hast  treated  me  so  badly. 

0  ungrateful  lips,  how  could  ye 
Speak  with  malice  cruel-hearted 

Of  the  man  who  ofttimes  kiss'd  you 
Lovingly,  iu  days  departed  ? 

80. 

AH  !  once  more  the  eyes  are  on  me, 
Which  did  greet  me  once  with  gladuot's, 
And  the  lips  once  more  address  mc, 

Which  once  sweeten'd  life's  long  sadness. 

E'en  tlie  voice  I  hear,  whose  accents 
Charm'd  me,  as  they  sweetly  falter 'd  ; 

1  alone  am  not  the  same  one, 
Having  home  return'd,  all-alter'd. 

By  those  arms  so  white  and  beauteous 

Lovingly  embraced  and  closely, 
To  her  heart  I  now  am  clinging. 

Dull  of  feeling  and  morosely. 

81. 

ON  the  walls  of  Salamanca 
Soft  refreshing  winds  are  playing ; 
There,  with  my  beloved  Donna, 
On  a  summer's  eve  I'm  straying. 

liound  the  fair  one's  slender  body 

Doth  my  arm  with  rapture  linger. 
And  her  bosom's  haughty  motion 

J  eel  I  with  a  loving  finorftr, 

Q 
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Yet  a  Trhispcr  fraught  vf\ih  sorrow 
Through  the  linden  trees  is  moving, 

And,  beneath,  the  dusky  millstream 
Murmurs  sad  dreams,  disapproving. 

"  Ah,  Senora  !    a  foreboding 

"  Tells  me,  I  shall  hence  be  driven 

"  On  the  walls  of  Salamanca 
"  Ne'er  again  to  walk  'tis  given." 

82. 
rrMIY  voice  and  thine  eye,  when  we  fii'st  saw  each  other, 
JL     Convinced   me   thou  saw'st   me  with   heart    not 

estranged ; 
And  had  it  not  been  for  thy  tyrant  mother, 

I  think  that  we  kisses  should  straight  have  exchanged. 
To-morrow  again  I  depart  from  the  city. 

And  on,  in  my  olden  course,  wander  I ; 
At  the  windf'""  my  fair  one  is  lurking  in  pity, 

And  frionaiy  greetings  I  throw  up  on  high. 

83. 

OVEE  the  mountains  the  sun  mounts  in  splendour, 
Afar  sound  the  bells  of  the  lambs  as  they  stray  ; 
My  loved  one,  my  lamb,  my  sun  bright  and  tender, 
How  gladly  once  more  would  I  see  thee  to-day  1 

I  gaze  up  on  high,  with  looks  fond  and  loving — 
My  child,  fare  thee  well,  I  must  wander  from  thee  ; 

In  vain  !  for  her  curtain  is  still  and  unmoving — 
She  slumbering  lieth  and  dreameth  of  me. 

84. 
T  Halle,  in  the  market 
Two  mighty  lions  are  standing. 
Thou  lion-scorn  of  Halle, 
Methinks  they've  tamed  thee  finely  1 

At  Halle,  in  the  market, 
A  mighty  giant's  standing. 
He  hath  a  sword,  and  moves  not, 
He's  tum'd  to  stone  by  terror. 

At  Halle,  in  the  market, 
A  mighty  church  is  standing. 
The  students  of  each  faction 
Have  there  a  place  for  praying. 


A^ 
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85. 

GLIMM'EING  lies  the  summer  eveu 
Over  wood  and  verdant  meadows, 
And  the  gold  moon,  fragrance  shedding, 
Gleameth  from  the  azui-e  heaven. 

Crickets  at  the  brook  with  shrillness 
Chirp  ;  there's  motion  in  the  water, 
And  the  waud'rer  hears  a  splashing, 

And  a  breathing  in  the  stillness. 

Yonder  at  the  lone  stream  sparkling, 

See,  the  beauteous  elf  is  bathing  ; 

Arm  and  neck,  so  white  and  lovclj, 
Glisten  in  the  moonbeams  darkling. 

86. 

ON  the  strange  roads  night  is  lying, 
Heart  is  sick  and  limbs  are  weary  ; 
But  the  moonbeams,  softly  vying. 

Shed  their  light  like  blessings  cheery. 

Ah,  sweet  moon  !  thy  radiant  splendour 

Scares  away  each  terror  nightly ; 
All  my  woes  dissolve,  and  tender 

Dew  o'erflows  my  eyelids  lightly. 

87. 

DEATH  nothing  is  but  cooling  night, 
And  life  is  nought  but  sultry  day ; 
Darkness  draws  nigh,  I  slumber 
Wearied  by  day's  bright  light. 

Over  my  bed  ariseth  a  tree, 

There  sings  the  youthful  nightingale  ; 

Slie  sings  of  love  exulting. 
In  dreams  'tis  heard  by  me. 

88. 
"  O  AY,  where  is  thy  beauteous  mistress, 

O    "  Whom  thou  sangest  in  the  Jiour 
"  When  thy  heart  was  pierced  so  strangely 

"  By  the  flames  of  magic  power?" 

All  those  flames  are  now  extinguisli'd, 

And  my  heart  is  cold  and  weary, 
And  this  book's  the  urn  that  holdetb 

My  love's  ashes  sad  and  dieary. 
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89. 

I^ULL  long  have  I  my  head  tormented 
-    With  ceaseless  thinking,  day  and  night ; 
And  yet  thy  darling  eyes  compel  me 
To  love  thee,  in  my  own  despite. 

Now  stand  I,  where  thine  eyes  are  gleaming, 
Charm'd  by  their  sweet  expressive  light ; 

That  I  should  love  again  thus  deeply 
I  scarcely  can  believe  aright. 

90. 

WHEN  thou  hast  become  my  wedded  wifo 
Thy  joy  shall  know  no  mensure ; 
Thou'lt  live  in  happiness  all  thy  life, 
In  uninterrupted  pleasm'e. 

And  I  will  very  patient  be 

E'en  'neath  thy  reviling  and  curses  ; 

But  we  must  part  most  certainly 
If  thou  abiisest  my  verses. 

91. 

LITTLE  by  thee  comprehended, 
Little  knew  I  thee,  good  brother ; 
When  we  in  the  mud  descended 
Soon  we  understood  each  other. 

92. 

NEAR  me  dwelleth  Don  Henriques, 
As  the  *'  handsome  "  known  and  fotcd  j 
Our  apartments  are  adjoining. 
By  a  thin  wall  separated. 

Salamanca's  dames  are  blushing 

As  he  in  the  streets  is  walking 
Rattling  spurs,  mustachios  twirling, 

With  his  dogs  behind  him  stalking. 

But  at  evening's  silent  hour  he 

All  alone  at  home  is  sitting, 
liis  guitar  his  fingers  twanging, 

Sweet  dreams  through  his  fancy  flitting. 

On  the  chords  with  vigour  plays  he, 
His  wild  phantasies  beginning — 

0  it  drives  me  mad  to  hear  him 
Keeping  up  his  wretched  dinning 
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THE  EABTZ-JOUBNE¥. 

1824. 
PKEFACE. 

IN  black  coats  and  silken  stockings, 
White  and  courtly  frills  they  hide  tbcni, 
Gentle  speeches  and  embraces — 
Had  they  only  hearts  inside  them  ! 

Hearts  within  the  breast,  and  love,  too, 

In  the  heart,  yea,  love  all-burning ; 
Ah  !  I'm  sick  of  their  false  prating 

Of  love's  sorrows  and  love's  yearning. 

Ill  ascend  the  distant  mountains 

Where  the  peaceful  huts  are  standing, 

Where  the  breezes  free  are  blowing. 
And  the  bosom  free's  expanding. 

I'll  ascend  the  distant  mountains 
Where  the  dusky  firs  are  sin-inging, 

And  the  haughty  clouds  are  roaming, 

Brooks  are  murmuring,  birds  are  singing. 

Fare  ye  well,  ye  polish'd  chambers, 
Polish'd  lords  and  dames  beguiling  ; 

To  the  mountains  now  ascending 
I'll  look  doAvn  upon  you,  smiling. 


ON  the  mountain  stands  the  cottiigo 
Of  the  aged  mountaineer  ; 
Tliere  the  dark-green  fir  is  rustling, 
And  the  golden  moon  shines  clear. 

In  the  cottage  stands  an  arm-chair, 
Richly  carved  and  wondruusly  ; 

He  that  on  it  sits  is  hai)py. 
And  the  happy  one  am  I ! 

On  the  footstool  sits  the  maiden. 

On  my  knee  her  arms  rejjose  ; 
Eyes  are  like  two  stars  all  azure, 

Mouth  is  like  the  purple  russ. 
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And  tlie  stars  so  sweet  and  azure, 

Large  as  heaven,  she  on  me  throws, 
And  she  puts  her  lily-finger 

Mocking  on  tlie  purple  rose. 
No,  we're  seen  not  by  the  mother, 

For  with  industry  she  spins ; 
Tlie  guitar  the  father  playing, 

Some  old  melody  begins. 
And  the  maiden  whispers  softly, 

Softly,  in  a  tone  suppress'd ; 
Many  a  most  important  secret 

She  to  me  hath  soon  confess'd  : 
"  Since  the  death  of  aunt,  however, 

;'  We  can't  go  to  see  the  sight 
"  Of  the  shooting-match  at  Goslar, 

"  Wliich  was  such  a  great  delight. 
"  Whereas  here  'tis  very  lonely 

"  On  the  mountain-top,  you  know ; 
"  All  the  winter  we're  entirely 

''  As  though  buried  in  the  snow. 
"  And  I  am  a  timid  maiden, 

"  And  as  fearful  as  a  child 
"  Of  the  wicked  mountain  spirits, 

"  Who  at  night  roam  fierce  and  wild  "-=■ 

Sudden  is  the  sweet  one  silent, 

Terrified  by  what  she  said, 
And  her  little  eyes  she  covers 

With  her  little  hands  in  dread. 
Louder  roars  outside  the  fir-tree, 

And  the  spinning-wheel  loud  hums ; 
Meanwhile  the  guitar  is  tinkling, 

And  the  olden  tune  it  strums : 
"  Fear  thee  not,  my  little  darling, 

"  At  the  wicked  spirits'  might ; 
"  Angels  keep,  my  little  darling, 

"  Safe  watch  o'er  thee,  day  and  night." 
2. 

17 IE-TREE  with  green  finger's  knocking 
-     At  the  window  small  and  low, 
And  the  moon,  the  yellow  iist'ner, 

Through  it  her  sweet  liglit  doth  throw. 
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Father,  mother,  gently  snoring. 

In  the  ueighboui'ing  chamber  sleep, 

Yet  we  two  ai'e  gaily  talking, 
So  that  wide  awake  we  keep. 

"  That  thou'rt  wont  to  pray  too  often, 

"  Is  a  thing  I'll  credit  ne'er, 
"  For  thy  lips'  convulsive  quiv'ring 

"  111  accords  with  thoughts  of  prayer, 

"  Ay,  that  quiv'ring,  cold  and  evil, 

"  Every  time  affrights  me  sore, 
"  Yet  thine  eyes'  mild  lustre  husheth 

"  Thy  sad  anguish  evermore. 

"  I,  too,  doubt  if  thou  believest 
"  All  that  is  the  Christian's  boast ; 

"  Dost  believe  in  God  the  Father, 
"  In  the  Son  and  Holy  Ghost?  "— 

All,  my  child!  when  yet  an  infant 

Sitting  on  my  mother's  knee, 
I  believed  in  God  the  Father, 

Ruling  all  things  wondrously ; 

Who  the  beauteous  earth  created, 

And  the  men  that  on  it  move  ; 
Who  to  suns,  moons,  stars  predestined 

All  their  tracks  wherein  to  rove. 

When,  my  child,  I  grew  still  bigerer 

Many  more  things  I  conceived, 
And  my  reason  wax'd  yet  stronger-, 

And  I  in  the  Son  believed. 

In  the  Son  beloved,  who,  loving, 

Open'd  to  us  love's  door  wide, 
And  who  in  reward,  as  usual, 

By  the  mob  was  crucified. 

Now  that  I  am  grown,  have  read  much, 

Wuudcr'd  over  many  a  coast. 
Doth  my  heart  swell,  and  in  earnest 

I  believe  the  Holy  Ghost. 

He  hath  done  the  greatest  marvels, 

And  still  greater  douth  ho  ; 
He  hath  burst  the  tyrants'  strongholds, 

Soi'vants  from  their  yoke  set  free. 
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Olden  deadly  wounds  lie  healeth, 
And  renews  the  olden  law  : 

All  men  equal  are,  and  noble 

From  the  earliest  breath  they  draw. 

Every  evil  cloud  he  chaseth, 

Drives  the  brain's  dark  weft  away, 

That  corrupteth  love  and  pleasure, 
Grinning  at  us  night  and  day. 

Thousand  knights  well  arm'd  for  battle 
Hath  the  Holy  Ghost  ordain'd, 

All  his  pleasure  to  accomplish, 
All  by  mighty  zeal  sustain'd. 

See,  their  trusty  swords  are  gleaming  I 
See,  their  noble  banners  wave  ! 

Ah,  my  child !  hast  thou  seen  ever 

Knights  like  this,  so  proud  and  brave  r 

Now,  my  child,  look  on  me  boldly, 
Kiss  me,  look  upon  me  nigh  ! 

Such  a  daring  knight,  my  fair  one, 
Of  the  Holy  Ghost  am  I ! 

3. 

SILENTLY  the  moon  is  hiding 
In  the  dark  green  fir-tree's  rear. 
And  our  lamp  within  the  chamber 
Flickers  faint,  with  glimmer  drear. 

But  my  azure  eyes  are  beaming 
With  a  light  that  brighter  plays. 

And  the  purple  rose  is  glowing. 
And  the  darling  maiden  says  : 

"  Little  elves  and  little  people 
"  Pilfer  all  our  bread  and  bacon  ; 

"  In  the  drawer  at  night  they're  lyiug, 
"  But  by  morning  all  is  taken. 

"  Next  our  cream  the  little  people 
"  From  the  milk  are  wont  to  sup, 

'  Leaving,  too,  the  bowl  uncovor'd, 
"  And  the  cat  the  rest  drinks  up. 
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"  And  tlie  cat  a  witch  indeed  is, 

"  For  she  crawls,  while  night-storms  lower, 
'*  Up  the  sijirit-mountain  yonder 

"  To  the  ancient  ruin'd  tower. 

*'  There  a  castle  erst  was  standing, 
"  Full  of  joy  and  glittering  arms ; 

"  Knights  and  squires,  in  merry  torcli-danco, 
"  Mingled  with  the  ladies'  charms. 

"  Then  a  wicked  old  enchantress 

"  Men  and  castle  too  bewitch'd  ; 
"  Nought  remaineth  but  the  ruins, 

"  Where  the  owls  their  nest  have  pitch'd. 

"  Yet  my  late  aunt  used  to  tell  us  : 

"  If  the  proper  word  is  said 
"  At  the  proper  horn-  at  nighttime 

"  At  the  proper  place  o'erhead, 

"  Then  the  ruins  will  be  changed 

"  To  a  castle  fair  once  more, 
"  Knights  and  squires  and  ladies  gaily 

"  Will  be  dancing  as  of  yore. 

"  Him  by  whom  that  word  is  spoken 

"  Men  and  castle  will  obey; 
"  Drums  and  trumpets  will  proclaim  him, 
"  Heralding  his  sov'reign  sway." 

Thus  the  chai-mins  legjends  issue 

From  the  mouth  so  like  a  rose, 
While  an  azure  starry  radiance 

From  her  sweet  eyes  overflows. 

Round  my  hand  the  little  maiden 
Twines  her  golden  hair  with  glee, 

Calls  by  pretty  names  my  fingers, 
Kisses,  laughs,  then  mute  is  she. 

All  within  tliat  silent  chamber 

On  mo  looks  with  trusting  eye ; 
Table,  cupboard, — I  conld  fancy 

1  had  seen  tlicm  formerly. 

Liko  a  friend  the  house-clock  prattlf:^:, 

Tlic  guitar  scarce  audibly 
Of  itself  begins  to  tinkle, 

Aud  as  in  a  dream  sit  1. 
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Now's  the  proper  place  discover 'd. 
Now  tlie  jDroper  hour  hath  sounded  ; 

If  the  proper  word  I  utter'd, 

Maiden,  thou  wouldst  be  astounded. 

If  that  word  I  straightway  utter'd, 

Midnight  would  grow  dim  and  quake, 

Fir  and  streamlet  roar  more  loudly, 
And  the  aged  mountain  wake. 

Lute's  soft  strains  and  pigmy  music 

From  the  mountain's  clefts  would  burst, 

And  a  flowering  wood  shoot  from  them 
As  in  joyous  spring-time  erst. 

Flowers,  all-hardy  magic  flowers, 

Leaves  of  size  so  fabulous, 
Fragrant,  varied,  hasty-quiv'ring, 

As  though  passion  stirr'd  them  thuh 
Eoses,  wild  as  flames  all-glowing, 

Dart  from  out  the  mass  like  gems ; 
Lilies,  like  to  crystal  arrows, 

Upward  shoot  tow'rd  heaven  their  stems. 

And  the  stars,  like  suns  in  greatness 
Downward  gaze  with  yearning  glow  ; 

In  the  lily's  giant-calix 

They  their  gushing  radiance  throw. 

Yet  ourselves,  my  darling  maiden, 
Alter'd  more  than  all  we  seem  ; 

Gold  and  silk  and  torches'  lustre 
Joyously  aroimd  us  gleam. 

Thou,  yea  thou,  becom'st  a  princess, 

To  a  castle  turns  this  cot ; 
Knights  and  squires  and  ladies  gaily 

Dance  with  raptm-e,  tiring  not. 

Thee  and  all,  both  men  and  c<istle, 

I,  yea  I,  have  gain'd  to-day ; 
Drums  and  trumpets  loud  proclaim  me, 

Heralding  my  sov'reign  sway! 
4. 

SHEPHERD  boy's  a  king,— on  green  hills 
As  a  throne  he  sitteth  down 
O'er  liis  head  the  sun  all-radiant 
I?  his  ever  golden  crown. 
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At  his  feet  tlie  slieep  are  lying, 
Gentle  fawners,  streak'd  with  red  ; 

Calves  as  cavaliers  attend  him, 
Proudly  o'er  the  pastures  spread. 

Kids  are  all  his  court-performers, 

With  the -birds  and  cows  as  well, 
And  he  has  his  chamber-music 

To  the  sound  of  flute  and  bell. 

And  it  sounds  and  sings  so  sweetly, 

Aud  the  time  so  sweetly  keep 
Waterfall  and  nodding  fir-trees, 

And  the  king  then  goes  to  sleep. 

In  the  meantime  acts  as  ruler 

His  prime  minister,  the  hound, 
While  his  loud  and  surly  barking 

Echoes  all  the  country  round. 

Sleepily  the  young  king  murmiu'S  : 

''  'Tis  a  heavy  task  to  reign ; 
"  Ah !  right  gladly  would  I  find  me 

"  With  my  queen  at  home  again  ! 

"  In  my  queen's  arms  soft  and  tender 

*'  Calmly  rests  my  kingly  head, 
'•  And  my  vast  and  boundless  kingdom 

"  In  her  dear  eyes  lies  outspread." 

5. 

BI^TGHTER  in  the  East  'tis  growing 
Througli  the  sun's  soft  glimm'riug  motion ; 
Ear  and  wide  the  mountain-summits 
Eloat  within  the  misty  ocean. 

With  the  speed  of  wind  I'd  hasten. 

If  I  seven-league  boots  had  only, 
Over  yonder  mountain-summits 

To  my  darling's  dwelling  lonely, 

Gently  would  I  draw  the  ciu'tain 

Erom  the  bed  wherein  she's  lying, 
Gently  would  1  kiss  her  forehead, 

Aud  her  mouth,  with  rubies  vying, 
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Still  more  gently  would  I  whisper 

lu  her  lily-ear  so  tender : 
"  Think  in  dreams,  we  love  each  othe?, 

"  And  our  love  will  ne'er  surrender." 

6. 

I  AM  the  princess  Use, 
And  dwell  in  Ilsenstein ; 
Come  with  me  to  my  castle, 

And  there  'midst  pleasm-es  he  mina 

Thy  head  I'll  softly  moisten 

With  my  pellucid  wave ; 
Thou  shalt  forget  thine  anguish, 

Poor  sorrow-stricken  knave ! 

Within  my  arms  so  snowy, 

Upon  my  snowy  breast, 
Shalt  thou  repose,  and  dream  there 

Of  olden  legends  blest. 

I'll  kiss  thee  and  embrace  theo, 

As  I  embraced  and  kiss'd 
The  darling  Kaiser  Henry, 

Who  doth  no  longer  exist. 

None  live  except  the  living, 
The  dead  are  dead  and  gony  ; 

And  I  am  fair  and  blooming, 
My  laughing  heart  beats  on. 

And  as  my  heart  is  beating, 
My  crystal  castle  doth  ring  ; 

The  knights  and  maidens  are  dancing, 
The  squires  all-joyfuUy  spring. 

The  silken  trains  are  rustling, 

The  spurs  of  iron  are  worn. 
The  dwarfs  beat  drum  and  trumpet, 

And  fiddle  and  play  the  horn. 

But  thee  shall  my  ai-m  hold  warmly 

As  Kaiser  Henry  it  held ; 
I  held  him  fast  imprison'd, 

When  loudly  the  trumpet's  note  swcU'd. 
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THE  BALTIC. 
PART  I.  1825. 

1.  EVENING  TWILIGHT. 

BY  ocean's  pallid  strand 
Silt  I,  tormented  in  spirit  and  lonely. 
The  sun  sank  lower  and  lower,  and  threw 
E.ed  glowing  streaks  upon  the  water, 
And  the  snowy,  spreading  billows, 
By  the  flood  hard-prcss'd, 
Foani'd  and  roar'd  still  nearer  and  nearer — 
A  wonderful  sound,  a  whisp'ring  and  jiiping, 
A  laughing  and  murmuring,  sighing  and  rushiii;^, 
Between  times  a  lullaby-homc-sounding  singing,  — 
Methinks  I  hear  some  olden  tradition, 
Primeval,  favourite  legend. 
Which  I  erst  as  a  stripling 
Learnt  from  the  neighbours'  children, 
When  we,  on  the  summer  evenings, 
On  the  house-door's  steps  all  cower 'd 
Cosily  for  quiet  talking. 
With  our  little  liearts  all  attentive, 
And  our  eyes  all  wisely  cimous; — - 
Wliilst  the  bigger  maidens. 
Close  by  their  fragrant  flowerpots 
Sat  at  the  opposite  window 
liosy  their  faces, 
Smiling,  illumed  by  the  moon. 

2.  SUNSET. 

THE  glowing  ruddy  sun  descends 
Down  to  the  far  up-shuddering 
Silvery-grey  world-ocean ; 
Airy  images,  rosily  breath'd  upon, 
After  him  roll,  and  over  against  him, 
Out  of  the'  autumnal  glimmering  veil  of  cIoQiIh, 
With  face  all  mournful  and  pale  as  death, 
Burstcth  forth  the  moon. 
And  behind  her,  lilic  sparks  of  light, 
Misty-broad,  glimmer  tho  stars. 
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Once  in  tlie  heavens  there  glitter'd, 
Join'd  in  fond  union, 
Luna  the  goddess  and  Sol  the  god, 
And  around  them  the  stars  all  cluster'd^ 
Their  little,  innocent  childi-en. 

But  evil  tongues  then  whisper'd  disunion, 
And  they  parted  in  anger. 
That  glorious,  radiant  pair. 

Now,  in  the  daytime,  in  splendour  all  lonely, 

Wanders  the  Sun-god  in  realms  on  high, — 

On  account  of  his  majesty 

Greatly  sung-to  and  worshipp'd 

By  haughty,  bliss-harden'd  mortals. 

But  in  the  night-time. 

In  heaven  wanders  Luna, 

Unhappy  mother. 

With  all  her  orphan'd  starry  children, 

And  she  gleams  in  silent  sorrow. 

And  loving  maidens  and  gentle  poets 

Devote  to  her  tears  and  songs. 

The  gentle  Luna !  womanly  minded, 
Still  doth  she  love  her  beautiful  spouse. 
Towards  the  evening,  trembling  and  pale, 
Peeps  she  forth  from  the  light  clouds  around, 
And  looks  at  the  parting  one  moiu'nfully, 
And  fain  would  cry  in  her  anguish  :  "  Come  1 
"  Come  !  the  children  all  long  for  thee — " 
But  the  disdainful  Sun-god, 
At  the  sight  of  his  spouse,  'gins  glowing 

With  still  deeper  purple, 

In  anger  and  grief, 

And  inflexibly  hastens  ho 

Down  to  his  flood-chilly  widow'd  bed. 


EvU  and  backbiting  toncmes 

Thus  brought  grief  and  destruction 

E'en  'mongst  the  godheads  immortal. 

And  the  poor  godheads,  yonder  in  heaven, 

Wander  in  misery, , 

Comfortless  over  their  endless  tracks, 

And  death  cannot  reach  them, 
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And  with  them  they  trail 
Their  bright  desolation. 

But  I,  the  mere  man, 

The  lowly-planted,  the  blest-with-death  ono, 

I  sorrow  no  longer. 

3.  THE  NIGHT  ON  THE  STRAND. 

STAELESS  and  cold  is  the  night, 
The  ocean  boils ; 
And  over  the  sea,  fiat  on  its  belly, 
Lies  the  misshapen  North  wind ; 
With  groaning  and  stifled  mysterious  voice, 
A  sullen  grumbler,  good-humour'd  for  once, 
Prates  he  away  to  the  waves, 
Telling  many  a  wild  tradition, 
Giant-legends,  murderous-humorous, 
Primeval  Sagas  from  Norway, 

And  the  while,  far  echoing,  laughs  he  and  howls  ho 
Exorcists'  songs  of  the  Edda, 
Grey  old  Kunic  proverbs. 
So  darkly-daring,  and  magic-forcible. 
That  the  white  sons  of  Ocean 
Spring  up  on  high,  all  exxilting, 
In  madden'd  excitement. 

Meanwhile,  along  the  flat  shore, 

Over  the  flood-moisten'd  sand. 

Paces  a  stranger,  whose  heart  within  him 

Is  wilder  far  than  wind  and  waters ; 

There  where  he  walks 

Sparks  fly  out,  and  shells  are  crackling. 

And  he  veils  himself  in  his  dark-grey  mantle. 

And  quickly  moves  on  thi-ough  the  blustering  uiglit ;-» 

Guided  in  safety  by  yon  little  light, 

That  sweetly,  invitingly  glimmers, 

From  the  lone  fisherman's  cottage. 

Father  and  brother  are  out  on  the  sea, 

And  all  all  alone  is  staying 

Within  the  hut  the  fisherman's  daughter, 

The  wondrously  lovely  fisherman's  daughter. 

r>y  tlie  hearth  she's  sitting, 

A.iid  lists  to  the  water-kettle's 
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Homely,  sweet  foreboding  humming, 

And  shakes  in  the  fire  the  crackling  brush  r-H)d 

And  on  it  blows, 

So  that  the  lights,  all  ruddy  and  flickering, 

Magic-sweetly  are  reflected 

On  her  fair  blooming  features, 

On  her  tender,  snowy  shoulder. 

Which,  moving  gently,  peeps 

From  out  her  coarse  grey  smock, 

And  on  her  little,  anxious  hand. 

Which  fastens  firmer  her  under-garment, 

Over  her  graceful  hip. 

But  sudden,  the  door  bursts  open, 
The  nightly  stranger  entereth  in  ; 
Love-secure,  his  eye  reposes 
On  the  snowy,  slender  maiden, 
Who,  trembling,  near  him  stands, 
Like  to  a  startled  lily  ; 
And  he  throws  his  mantle  to  earth, 
And  laughs  and  speaks  : 

"  See  now,  my  child,  I've  kept  my  word, 

"  And  I  come,  and  with  me  hath  come 

"  The  olden  time,  when  the  gods  from  the  heavens 

"  Came  down  to  earth,  to  the  daughters  of  mortals, 

"  And  the  daughters  of  mortals  embraced  they, 

"  And  from  them  there  issued 

"  Sceptre-bearing  races  of  monarchs, 

"•'  And  heroes,  wonders  of  earth. 

''  But  start  not,  my  child,  any  longer 

"  Because  of  my  godhead, 

"  And  I  pray  thee  give  me  some  tea  mix'd  with  rum 

"  For  'tis  cold  out  of  doors, 

"  And  amid  such  night  breezes 

"  Freeze  even  we,  we  godheads  immortal, 

"  And  easily  catch  the  divinest  of  colds, 

"  And  a  cough  that  proves  quite  eternal." 

4.  POSEIDON. 

rpHE  sun's  bright  rays  were  playing 
JL    Over  the  wide-rolling  breadth  of  the  sea ' 
Far  in  the  roadstead  glitter'd  the  ship 
Destined  to  home  to  convey  me  * 
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But  a  pi'opikioUs  wiud  was  yet  wanting, 

And  I  sat  on  the  white  downs  all  calmly 

Hard  by  the  lonely  sti-and, 

And  I  read  the  song  of  Odysseus, 

The  olden,  ever-youthfiil  song, 

From  out  whose  sea-beflutter'd  leaves 

Joyfully  rose  to  meet  me 

The  breath  of  the  deities, 

And  the  sliining  spring-time  of  mortals, 

And  the  blooming  heaven  of  Hellas. 

My  generous  heart  accompanied  truly 

Tlie  son  of  Laertes  in  wanderings  and  troubles, 

Placed  itself  with  him,  spiiit-tormented, 

At  guestly  hearths, 

Where  beauteous  queens  were  spinning  their  purple, 

And  help VI  him  to  lie,  and  succeed  in  escaping 

From  giants'  caverns  and  nympns'  embracec^, 

Follow'd  him  down  to  Cimmerian  night, 

And  in  tempest  and  shipwreck, 

And  mth  him  endured  unspeakable  torments. 

Sighing  spake  I :   "  Thou  wicked  Poseidon, 
"  Thine  anger  is  fearful ; 
"  I  myself  am  anxious 
"  As  to  my  own  return." 

Scarce  brcatli'd  I  these  words. 
When  the  sea  foam'd  on  high, 
And  out  of  the  snowy  billows  arose 
The  sedge-bccrowned  head  of  the  seagod, 
And  scornfully  cried  he  : 

"  Fear  not,  little  poet ! 

"  I'll  not  for  one  moment  endanger 

"  Tliy  })()or  littki  vessel, 

'•  And  thy  dear  life  sliall  not  be  tormented 

"  I'y  any  critical  tossing. 

"  For  thou,  little  poet,  hast  never  annoy'd  me, 

"  No  single  turret  was  injured  by  thee 

"  In  Priam's  sacred  fortress, 

"  No  single  hair  didst  thou  e'er  singe 

"  In  the  eye  of  my  son  Poly2)heraus, 

"  And  thou  hast  ne'er  been  advised  or  prntofted 

"  By  the  goddess  of  wisdom,  Pallas  Athene  !" 
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Thus  cried  Poseidon, 

And  sank  'neath  the  ocean  again  ; 

And  at  the  vulgar  seaman's  wit 

Laugh'd  under  the  water 

Amplii  trite,  the  cliunsy  fish  woman. 

And  the  silly  daughters  of  Nereus. 

5.  HOMAGE. 

YE  songs !  0  my  trusty  numbers  ! 
Up,  up !  and  on  witb  your  arms 
Bid  the  trumpet  to  blow, 
And  raise  high  on  my  shield 
The  youthful  maiden. 
Who's  now  to  rule  my  heart, 
My  undivided  heart,  as  queen. 

Hail  to  thee,  youthful  queen ! 

From  the  sun  on  high 

Tear  I  his  sparkling  ruddy  gold, 

And  of  it  weave  a  diadem 

For  thine  anointed  head. 

From  the  fluttering  blue-silken  heaven's  veil; 

Wherein  night's  diamonds  are  gleaming, 

Cut  I  a  costly  piece. 

And  hang,  as  coronation  mantle. 

Upon  thy  regal  shoulders. 

I  give  to  thee,  as  courtiers. 

Some  well-bedizen'd  sonnets, 

Haughty  terzinas  and  courtly  stanzas ; 

My  wit  shall  serve  thee  as  footman. 

And  as  com-t-fool  my  phantasy, 

As  herald,  the  laughing  tears  on  my  scutcheea, 

My  humour  shall  serve  thee. 

But  I,  0  my  queen, 

Before  thee  kneel  down, 

In  homage,  on  red  velvet  cushion, 

And  to  thee  hand  over 

The  small  bit  of  reason, 

Which,  out  of  compassion,  was  left  me 

By  her  who  last  govern'd  thy  kingdom. 

6.  DECLARATION. 

ONWARD  glimmering  came  the  evening, 
Wilder  tossed  the  flood, 
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And  I  sat  ou  the  strand,  regarding 

The  snowy  dance  of  the  billows, 

And  soon  my  bosom  swell'd  like  the  sea ; 

A  deep  home-sickness  yearningly  seized  me 

For  thee,  thou  darling  form, 

Who  everywhere  surround'st  me, 

And  everywhere  call'st  me, 

Everywhere,  everywhere. 

In  the  moan  of  the  wind,  in  the  roar  of  the  ocean, 

In  the  sigh  within  my  own  breast. 

With  brittle  reed  I  wrote  on  the  sand  : 

"  Agnes,  I  love  thee !" 

But  wicked  billows  soon  pour'd  themselves 

Over  the  blissful  confession, 

Effacing  it  all. 

Ah  too  fragile  reed,  ah  fast-scatter'd  sand, 

Ah  fugitive  billows,  I'll  trust  you  no  more ! 

The  heavens  grow  darker,  my  heart  grows  wilder 

And  with  vigorous  hand  from  the  forests  of  Norway 

Tear  I  the  highest  fir-tree, 

And  plunge  it  deej) 

In  Etna's  glowing  abyss,  and  thereafter 

With  fire-imbued  giant-pen 

I  write  on  the  dark  veil  of  heaven : 

"  Agnes,  I  love  thee !" 

Every  night  gleams  thenceforward 

On  high  that  eternal  fiery  writing. 

And  all  generations  of  farthest  descendants 

Read  gladly  the  heavenly  sentence  : 

•'  Agues,  I  love  thee  !" 

7.  IN  THE  CABIN  AT  NIGHT. 

^piIE  sea  its  pearls  possesseth, 
J-    And  heaven  its  stars  contaiueth, 
But.  O  my  licart,  my  heart, 
My  heart  its  love  hath  also. 

Vast  is  the  sea  and  the  heavens, 
Yet  vaster  is  my  heart, 
And  fairer  tlian  pearls  or  tlic  stai-s 
Glitt'ruth  antl  bcamcth  my  love. 
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Thou  little  youthfxil  maiden, 
Come  to  my  heart  so  vast ; 
My  heart  and  the  sea  and  the  heavens 
For  very  love  are  dying. 

»  *  *  * 

'Gainst  the  azure  veil  of  heaven, 
Where  the  beauteous  stars  are  twinkling, 
Fain  I'd  press  my  lips  with  ardour, 
■  Press  them  wildly,  madly  weeping. 

Yonder  stars  the  very  eyes  are 
Of  my  loved  one,  thousand-changing 
Glimmer  they  and  greet  me  kindly 
From  the  azure  veil  of  heaven. 

Tow'rd  the  azure  veil  of  heaven, 
Tow'rd  the  eyes  of  my  beloved  one, 
Lift  I  up  my  arms  in  worship, 
And  I  pray,  and  thus  beseech  them : 

Beauteous  eyes,  ye  lights  of  mercy, 
O  make  happy  my  poor  sj)irit, 
Let  me  die,  and  as  my  guerdon. 
Win  both  you  and  all  your  heaven  ! 

*  *  *  * 

From  those  heavenly  eyes  above  me 
Light  and  trembling  sparks  are  falling 
Through  the  night,  and  then  my  spirit 
Loving- wide  and  wider  stretcheth. 

O  ye  heavenly  eyes  above  me  ! 
Weep  yourselves  into  my  spirit, 
That  my  spirit  may  run  over 
With  those  tears  so  sweet  and  starry ! 

*  *  *  * 

Cradled  by  the  ocean  billows, 

And  by  thoughts  that  seem  like  vision  a,. 

Silent  lie  I  in  the  cabin, 

In  the  dark  bed  in  the  corner. 

Through  the  open  hatchway  see  I 
There  on  high  the  stars  all -radiant, 
Those  sweet  eyes  so  dearly  (;herish'd 
Of  my  sweet  and  dearly  loved  one. 
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Those  sweet  eyes  so  dearly  cherisL'd 
Far  above  my  head  are  watching, 
Aud  they  tinkle  and  they  beckon 
From  the  azure  veil  of  heaven. 
Tow'rd  the  azure  veil  of  heaven 
Gaze  I  many  an  hour  with  rapture, 
Till  a  white  and  misty  curtain 
From  me  hides  those  eyes  so  chorish'd. 

'Gainst  the  boarded  side  of  the  ship. 
Where  my  dreaming  head  is  lying, 
Eave  the  billows,  the  furious  billows. 
They  roar  and  they  murmur 
Thus  soft  in  my  ear  : 

"  O  foolish  young  fellow  ! 

"  Thine  arm  is  short,  and  the  heavens  arc  wide, 

"  And  yonder  stars  are  lirmly  nailed  there  ; 

"  In  vain  is  thy  yearning,  in  vain  is  thy  sighing, 

"  The  best  thou  can'st  do  is  to  sleep  !" 

*  *  *  » 

I  dreamt,  and  dreaming  saw  a  spacioiis  heath, 
Far  overspread  with  white,  with  whitest  snow. 
And  'neath  that  white  snow  buried  I  was  lying, 
And  slept  the  lonesome,  chilly  sleep  of  death. 

Yet  from  on  high,  from  out  the  darkling  heavens, 
Look'd  down  upon  my  grave  those  eyes  all-starry. 
Those  eyes  so  sweet !  In  triumph  they  were  gleaming 
In  calm  and  radiant  but  excessive  love. 

8.  STORM. 
^PIIE  tempest  is  raging, 
JL    It  floggeth  the  billows, 
And  the  billows,  fierce-foaming  and  rearing, 
Hi  so  up  on  high,  and  with  life  arc  all  licaving 
The  snowy  watery  mountains, 
And  the  small  bark  climbs  o'er  them. 
Labouring  hastily. 
And  suddenly  plungcth  it  dowTi 
In  the  black,  wide-gaping  abyss  of  the  flood.— 

O  sea! 

Motlier  of  beanty,  the  foam-arisen  one  ! 
(jlrandniother  of  love  1  0  spare  me  ! 
Already  flutters,  corpse-scenting, 
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The  snowy,  spirit-like  sea-mew. 
And  wetteth  his  beak  'gainst  the  mast, 
And  longs, — eager  to  taste, — for  the  heart 
Which  proclaimeth  the  fame  of  thy  daughter, 
And  which  thy  grandson,  the  little  rogue, 
Chose  for  his  plaything. 

In  vain  my  entreaties  and  prayers  ! 

My  cry  dies  away  in  the  blustering  storm, 

In  the  wind's  battle-shout ; 

It  roars  and  pipes  and  cracldes  and  howls, 

Like  a  madhouse  of  noises  ! 

And,  between  times,  I  audibly  hear 

Harp-strains  alluring. 

Songs  all  wild  and  yearning, 

Spirit-melting  and  spirit-rending, 

And  the  voice  I  remember  I 

Far  away,  on  th:,  iock-coast  of  Scotland, 

Whore  the  old  grey  castle  projecteth 

Over  the  wild  raging  sea. 

There  at  the  lofty  and  arched  window, 

Standeth  a  woman,  beauteous  but  ill, 

Softly-transparent  and  marble-pale. 

And  she's  playing  her  harp  and  she's  singing, 

And  the  wind  through  her  long  locks  forccth  its  ivaj 

And  beareth  her  gloomy  song 

Over  the  wide  and  tempest-toss'd  sea. 

9.  CALM  AT  SEA. 

CALM  at  sea  I  His  beams  all  radiant 
Throws  the  sun  across  the  water, 
And  amid  the  heaving  jewels, 
Furrows  green  the  ship  is  tracing. 

Near  the  steersman  lies  the  boatswain 
On  his  stomach,  snoring  gently ; 
Near  the  mast,  the  sails  repairing, 
Squats  the  cabin-boy,  all-tarry 

But  behind  his  checks  so  dirty 
Red  blood  springs,  a  mournful  quiv'rinf^ 
Hound  his  wide  mouth  plays,  and  sadly 
Stai-o  his  eyes,  so  largo  and  handsome. 
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For  tlio  captain  gtands  before  him, 
Eaving,  cursing,  "tMef"  exclaimin{»: 
"  Thief  I  a  herring  you  have  stolen 
"  From  the  barrel,  0  you  rascal !" 

Calm  at  sea  1     From  out  the  waters 
Lifts  himself  a  clever  fishkin  ; 
In  the  sun  his  head  he  warmeth, 
Splashing  with  his  tail  so  gaily. 

But  the  sea-mew,  soaring  over, 
Shooteth  down  upon  the  fishkin, 
And  his  sudden  prize  fast  holding 
In  his  bill,  again  mounts  upward. 

10.  THE  OCEAN  SPECTRE. 

BUT  I  upon  the  ship's  edge  was  lying, 
And  gazed  with  my  eyes  all  dreamy 
Down  on  the  glassy  pellucid  water. 
And  gazed  yet  deeper  and  deeper — • 
Till,  deep  in  the  ocean's  abysses, 
At  first  like  a  glimmering  mist. 
Then,  bit  by  bit,  with  hues  more  decided, 
Domes  of  churches  and  towers  appeai'cd, 
And  at  last,  clear  as  sunlight,  a  city, 
Antiquarian  Netherlandish, 
And  swarming  with  lifo. 
Reverent  men,  in  garments  of  black, 
With  snowy  frills  and  chains  of  honour, 
And  lengthy  swords  and  lengthy  faces, 
Over  the  crowded  market  are  pacing 
Tow'rd  the  high-stair'd  council- chamber, 
Where  Emperors'  stony  images 
Keep  guard  with  sceptre  and  sword  : — 
Hard  by,  in  front  of  the  long  row  of  houses, 
With  mirror-like  glistening  windows, 
Stand  the  lindens  all  trimm'd  into  pyramids, 
And  silken  rustling  maidens  are  wandering, 
A  goldfu  band  roiuid  their  slender  bodies, 
Tlieir  blooming  faces  neatly  surrounded 
By  head-dresses  velvet  and  black, 
From  whence  their  abundant  locks  are  escaping. 
fJay  young  fellows,  in  Spanish  costume, 
Proudly  arc  pae«iug  and  nodding. 
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A  god  women, 

In  garments  all  brown  and  strange-lookiiig. 

Psalm-book  and  rosary  in  hand, 

Hasten  with  tripjjing  step 

Tow'rd  the  cathedral  chui'ch, 

Impell'd  by  the  sound  of  the  bells, 

And  the  rushing  notes  of  the  organ. 

Mysterious  awe  seizeth  me  too, 

Caused  by  the  distant  sound ; 

A.  ne'er-ending  yearning  and  sadness  deep 

Steal  o'er  my  heart, 

My  scarcely-heal'd  heart ; 

It  seems  as  though  its  bitter  wounds 

By  dear  lips  were  kiss'd  open, 

And  once  again  were  bleeding 

With  drops  hot  and  ruddy, 

Which  long  and  slowly  downward  fall 

Upon  an  ancient  house  below 

In  yon  deep-ocean  city, 

Upon  an  ancient  and  high-gabled  house, 

Where  sits  in  lonely  melancholy 

A  maiden  at  the  window, 

ITer  head  on  her  arm  reclined, 

Like  to  some  poor,  forgotten  child, 

And  I  know  thee,  thou  poor,  forgotten  child 

l^hus  deep,  thus  deep,  then 

Thou  hidd'st  thyself  from  me 

In  some  childish  conceit, 

And  couldst  not  reascend. 

And  sattest  strange,  among  strange  peojile, 

Five  hundred  years. 

And  I  meanwhile,  with  soul  full  of  grief. 

Sought  thee  over  all  the  earth, 

And  ever  sought  thee, 

Thou  ever-beloved  one. 

Thou  long-time-lost  one, 

Thou  finally-found  one, — 

I've  found  thee  at  last,  and  again  behold 

Thy  coimtenance  sweet, 

Thine  eyes  so  prudent  and  fiiithful, 

Tliy  smile  so  dear — 

And  ufrver  again  will  T  leave  theo, 
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And  downward  hasten  I  to  thee, 
And  with  wide-spreading  arms 
Throw  myself  down  on  thy  heart. 

But  just  in  time 

1  was  seized  by  the  foot  by  the  Captain, 
And  torn  from  the  side  of  the  ship, 
While  he  cried,  laughing  bitterly  : 
"  Why,  Doctor,  are  you  mad  ?" 

11.  PURIFICATION. 

REMAIN  thou  in  thy  ocean-dcptha. 
Delirious  dream, 
That  erst  so  many  a  night 
My  heart  with  false  joy  hast  tormented, 
And  now,  an  ocean-  spectre, 
E'en  in  bright  daylight  threaten'st  mc  — 
Remain  below,  eternally, 
And  I'll  throw  down  to  thee  there 
All  my  sins  and  my  sorrows, 
And  folly's  cap  and  bells 
That  round  my  head  so  long  have  rattled, 
And  the  cold  and  glistening  serpent-skin 
<)f  hypocrisy. 

Which  so  long  hath  twined  round  my  spirit, 
My  sickly  spirit, 
My  God-denying,  angel-denying 
Unhappy  spirit — 

Hoiho  !  hoiho  !  Here  comes  the  wind ! 
Over  the  plain  so  destructive  when  smooth 
i  [as tens  the  sliip, 
And  my  rescued  spirit  rejoices. 

12.  PEACE. 
XXIGH  in  the  heavens  tlicre  stood  the  sun 
LJL    Cradled  in  snowy  clouds, 
The  sea  was  still, 

And  musing  I  lay  at  the  hcbii  of  the  ship, 
Dreamily  musing, -and  half  in  waking 
And  half  in  slumber,  1  gazed  upon  Christ, 
Tbe  Saviour  of  man. 
In  streaming  and  snowy  garment 
Tie  wander'd.  giant-groat, 
Over  laud  Aud  sea  • 
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nig  lioacT  rcacli'd  liigli  to  the  heavens 

His  hands  he  stretch'd  out  in  blessing 

Over  land  and  sea ; 

And  as  a  heart  in  his  bosom 

Bore  he  the  snn, 

The  sun  all  ruddy  and  flaming, 

And  the  ruddy  and  flaming  sunny-htiavt 

Shed  its  beams  of  mercy 

And  its  beauteous,  bliss-giving  light, 

Lighting  and  warming 

Over  land  and  sea. 

Sounds  of  bells  were  solemnly  drawing 

Here  and  there,  like  swans  were  drawmg 

By  rosy  bands  the  gliding  ship, 

And  drew  it  sportively  tow'rd  the  green  sliore, 

Where  men  were  dwelling,  in  high  and  turrotod 

O'erhanging  town. 

0  blessings  of  peace  !  how  still  the  town 

Ilush'd  was  the  hollow  sound 

Of  busy  and  sweltering  trade, 

And  through  the  clean  and  echoing  streets 

Were  passing  men  in  white  attire, 

Palm-branches  bearing, 

And  when  two  chanced  to  meet, 

They  view'd  each  other  with  inward  Intclligenoe, 

And  trembling,  in  love  and  sweet  denial, 

Kiss'd  on  the  forehead  each  other, 

And  gazed  up  on  high 

At  the  Saviour's  sunny-heart, 

Which,  glad  and  atoningly 

Beam'd  down  its  ruddy  blood, 

And  three  times  blest,  thus  spake  they  : 

"  Praised  be  Jesus  Christ !" 

•  *  *  * 

Couldst  thou  this  vision  have  only  imagincxl, 

What  wouldst  thou  not  give  for  it, 

My  dearest  friend  I 

Thou  who  in  head  and  loins  art  so  weak, 

And  so  strong  in  thy  faith, 

And  the  Trinity  worship'st  in  Unity, 

And  the  dog  and  the  cross  and  the  paw 

Of  thy  lofty  patroness  daily  kissest, 
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And  hast  work'cl  thy  way  upward  by  canting 

As  an  Aulic  Counsellor,  Magistrate, 

And  at  last  as  a  Government  Coimsellor 

In  the  pious  town  * 

Where  flourish  both  sand  and  religion, 

And  the  patient  water  of  sacred  Spree 

"Washes  souls  and  dilutes  the  tea — 

Couldst  thou  this  vision  have  only  imagined, 

My  dearest  friend ! 

Thou  hadst  borne  it  up  high,  to  the  marlcct-placc, 

Thy  countenance  pallid  and  blinking 

Had  been  dissolved  in  devotion  and  lowliness, 

And  her  Serene  Highness, 

Enchanted  and  trembling  with  rapture, 

Had  with  thee  sunk  in  prayer  on  the  kuco, 

And  her  eyes,  beaming  brightly. 

Had  promised,  by  way  of  increase  of  salary, 

A  hundred  Prussian  dollars  sterling, 

And  thou,  with  folded  hands,  wouldst  have  stammcr'd  ; 

"  Praised  be  Jesus  Christ  I" 

PART  II.  1826. 
1.  SEA  SALUTATION. 

TIIALATlAl  Thalatta! 
Hail  to  thee,  0  thou  Ocean  eternel 
Hail  to  thee  ten  thousand  times 
From  hearts  all  exulting, 
As  formerly  hail'd  thee 
Ten  thousand  Grecian  hearts. 
Misfortune-contending,  homeward-aspiring, 
World-renown'd  Grecian  hearts. 

The  billows  were  heaving, 

They  heaved  and  they  bluster'd, 

The  sun  shed  hastily  downwards 

His  light  so  sportive  and  rosy-hucd; 

The  sudden-startled  flocks  of  sea-mewa 

Flutter'd  along,  loud  screaming, 

The  horses  were  stamjjing,  tho  bucklers  wore  ringing, 

And  afar  there  resounded  triumphantly  : 

Thalatta  1  Thalatta  I 

•  Borlia. 
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Hail  to  ttcc,  0  thou  Ocean  eterne  I 
Like  voices  of  home  thy  waters  are  rushing, 
Like  visions  of  childhood  saw  I  a  glimmering 
Over  thy  heaving  billowy-realm, 

jid  olden  remembrance  again  tells  me  stories 
Of  all  the  darling,  beautiful  playthings, 
Of  all  the  glittering  Christmas  presents, 
Of  all  the  ruddy  coral  branches, 
The  gold  fish,  pearls  and  colour'd  shells 
Which  thou  mysteriously  dost  keep 
Down  yonder  in  bright  crystal  house. 

O  how  have  I  languish'd  in  drear  foreign  lauds ! 

Like  to  a  wither'd  flower 

In  the  tin  case  of  a  botanist. 

Lay  in  my  bosom  my  heart ; 

Meth ought  whole  winters  long  I  sat 

An  invalid,  in  darksome  sick-room. 

And  now  I  suddenly  leave  it, 

And  with  dazzling  rays  am  I  greeted 

By  emerald  springtime,  the  sunny-awaken'd, 

And  the  snowy  blossoming  trees  are  all  rustling, 

And  the  youthful  flowers  upon  me  gaze 

With  eyes  all  chequer'd  and  fragrant;  [hinghing, 

There's  a  perfume  and  humming  and  breathing  and 

And  the  birds  in  the  azure  heavens  are  singing  — 

Thalatta!  Thalatta! 

Tliou  valiant  retreating  heart ! 

How  oft,  how  bitter-oft,  wast  thou 

Hard  press'd  by  the  Northern  barbarian  women 

From  large  victorious  eyes 

Shot  they  their  burning  arrows ; 

With  words  both  crooked  and  polish'd 

They  threatened  to  cleave  my  breast, 

With  cuniform  billets-doux  harass'd  they 

My  poor  distracted  brain — 

In  vain  I  held  my  shield  to  resist  them. 

The  arrows  whizz'd  and  the  blows  crash'd  heavily, 

And  by  the  Northern  barbarian  women 

Back  to  the  sea  was  I  driven, 

And  freely  breathing  I  hailed  the  sea. 

The  darling  life-saving  sea, 

Thalatta  !  Thalatta ! 


PICTURES   OF    TKAYEL.  253 

2.  THUNDERSTORM. 

HEAVILY  lies  on  the  ocean  the  storm, 
And  through  the  darksome  wall  of  clouds 
Quivers  the  forked  lightning  flash, 
Suddenly  gleaming  and  suddenly  vanishiBg, 
Like  a  thought  from  the  head  of  Crouion. 
Over  the  desert,  far-heaving  water 
Afar  the  thunders  are  rolling. 
The  snowy  billowy  horses  are  springing, 
Which  Boreas'  self  did  engender 
Out  of  the  beautiful  mares  of  Erichtou, 
And  the  seafowl  are  moui-nfuUy  fluttering. 
Like  shadowy  corpses  by  Styx, 
By  Charon  repulsed  from  his  desolate  baik. 

Poor,  but  merry  little  ship, 

Yonder  dancing  the  strangest  dance! 

,51jo1us  sends  it  his  briskest  attendants, 

Who  wildly  strike  up  for  the  frolicsome  daucc  ; 

The  one  is  piping,  another  is  blowing, 

The  third  is  beating  the  hollow  double-bass  — 

And  the  staggering  sailor  stands  at  the  rudder. 

And  on  the  compass  is  steadily  looking. 

That  trembling  soul  of  the  vessel, 

And  raises  his  hands  in  entreaty  to  heaven  ; 

"  0  rescue  me,  Castor,  thou  hero  gigantic. 

"  And  thou,  knight  of  the  ring,  Polydcuces  !" 

3.  THE  SHIPWRECKED  ONE. 

HOPE  and  love!  All  crumbled  to  atoms  j 
And  I  myself,  like  to  a  corpse 
Thrown  up  by  the  growling  sea. 
Lie  on  the  strand, 
The  dreary,  naked  strand. 
Before  me,  the  watery  waste  is  heaving 
Behind  me  lie  but  sorrow  and  misery. 
And  over  me  high  are  passing  the  cloudi, 
The  formless  grey-hued  daughters  of  air, 
WHio  out  of  the  sea,  in  misty  buckets, 
Draw  up  the  water, 
And  wearily  drag  it  and  drag  it, 
Then  spill  it  again  in  the  sea, 
A  mournful  and  tedious  businesH, 
And  useless  as  e'en  my  own  lifo. 
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The  billows  murmur,  tlie  sea-mews  arc  screaming, 
Olden  remembrances  over  me  drift, 
Dreams  long  forgotten  and  images  i)erisli'd, 
Painfully  sweet  come  to  light. 

In  the  North  a  woman  is  living, 
A  beauteous  woman,  royally  fair. 
Her  slender  figure,  like  a  tall  cypress. 
By  an  allm'ing  white  robe  is  embraced ; 
Her  dark  and  flowing  tresses, 
Like  to  a  blissful  night,  are  streaming 
Down  from  her  lofty,  braid-crowned  head, 
And  dreamily-sweetly  form  ringlets 
Over  her  sweet  pale  face  ; 
And  out  of  her  sweet  pale  face, 
Large  and  o'erpowering,  beams  an  eye 
Like  a  black  sun  in  radiance. 

O  thou  black  sun,  how  often, 

Enchantingly  often,  T  drank  from  thee 

Wild  flames  of  inspiration. 

And  stood  and  reel'd,  all  drunk  with  firo,  — 

Then  hover'd  a  mild  and  dovelike  smile 

Kound  the  high-coutracted  haughty  lips, 

And  the  high-coutracted  haughty  lips 

BreaLli'd  forth  words  as  sweet  as  moonlight. 

And  tender  as  the  rose's  fragrance — 

And  then  my  spirit  ascended. 

And  flew,  like  an  eagle,  straight  up  into  heaven  I 

Peace,  ye  billows  and  sea-mews ! 
All  is  now  over,  happiness,  hope, 
Hope,  ay,  and  love !  I  lie  on  the  shore, 
A  lonely  and  shipwrecked  man. 
And  press  my  countenance  glowing 
Deep  in  the  humid  sand. 

4.  SUNSET. 

rpHE  beauteous  sun 

-  L    Hath  calmly  descended  down  to  the  sea ; 

The  heaving  waters  already  are  dyed 

]^>y  dusky  night ; 

Nought  but  the  evening's  red 

With  golden  light  still  spreadeth  o'er  them, 

And  the  rushing  force  of  the  flood 
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'Gainst  tlie  sl\ore  pressctli  tlie  snowy  billows 
Which  merrily,  hastily  skip, 
]jike  wool-cover'd  flocks  of  lambkins 
Whom  the  singing  sheep-boy  at  even 
Homeward  doth  drive. 

"  How  fair  is  the  sun  !" — 

So  spake,  after  long  silence,  my  friend, 

Who  mth  me  wauder'd  along  the  strand, 

And  half  in  sport  and  half  in  sad  earnest 

Assured  he  me  that  the  sun  was  only 

A  lovely  woman,*  whom  the  old  sea-god 

Out  of  convenience  married  ; 

All  the  day  long  she  joyously  wandcr'd 

In  the  high  heavens,  deck'd  out  with  purple. 

And  glitt'ring  with  diamonds, 

And  all-beloved  and  all-admired 

V>y  every  mortal  creature, 

And  every  mortal  creature  rejoicing 

With  her  sweet  glances'  light  and  warmth  ; 

lint  in  the  evening,  impell'd  all-disconsolate. 

CJnce  more  returneth  she  home 

To  the  moist  house  and  desert  arms 

Of  her  grey-headed  ^ouse, 

"  Believe  me" — here  added  my  friend. 

With  laughter  and  sighing  and  laughter  again : 

'•  They're  living  below  in  the  tcnderest  union  ! 

"  Either  they're  sleeping  or  quarrelling  fiercely, 

'•  So  that  up  here  e'en  the  ocean  is  roaring, 

"  And  the  fisherman  hears  in  the  rush  of  the  waves 

"  How  the  old  man's  abusing  his  wife : 

"  '  Thou  round  wench  of  the  universe  ! 

"    15caniing  coquettish  one! 

'  All  the  day  long  thou  art  glowing  for  others, 
"  '  At  night  fur  nie  thou  art  frosty  and  tired.' 
"  After  this  curtain  lecture 
"  As  a  matter  of  course  the  proud  sim 
'•  Bursts  into  tears,  lamenting  her  misery, 
'•  And  cries  so  sadly  and  long,  that  the  sea-god 
'•  Suddenly  springs  from  his  bed  all  distracted, 
"  And  iiastily  swims  to  the  sm-faco  of  ocean, 
•'  To  recover  his  breath  and  his  senses. 

•  It  will  be  rcmcmbcitd  that  the  buu  Li  ftuiiuinc  in  Gcrmiin. 
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"  I  saw  liim  myself,  in  the  night  just  past, 

"  Kising  out  of  the  sea  as  high  as  his  bosom; 

"  A  jacket  of  yellow  flannel  he  wore, 

"  And  a  lily-white  nightcap, 

•'  And  a  face  all  wither 'd  and  dry." 

5.  THE  SONG  OF  THE  OCEANmES. 

SHADOWS  of  evening  o'er  ocean  are  falling, 
And  lonely,  with  none  but  his  lonely  soul  with  hiiii, 
Sits  there  a  man  on  the  dreary  strand, 
And  looks,  with  death-chilly  look,  up  on  high 
Tow'rd  the  spacious,  death-chilly  vault  of  heaven, 
And  looks  on  the  spacious  billowy  main, 
And  over  the  spacious  billowy  main 
Like  airy  sailors,  his  signs  are  floating. 
Returning  again  despondingly. 
For  they  have  found  fast  closed  the  heart 
Wherein  they  fain  would  anchor — 
And  he  groans  so  loud,  that  the  suowy  sea-mews, 
Startled  away  from  their  sandy  nests. 
Flutter  around  him  in  flocks, 
And  he  speaks  unto  them  these  laughing  words  : 

"  Ye  black-legged  birds, 

"  With  snowy  pinions  o'er  the  sea  fluttering, 

"  With  crooked  beaks  the  sea-water  sucking  up, 

"  And  train-oily  seal's  flesh  devouring, 

''  Your  life  is  bitter  as  is  yom"  food  ! 

"  But  I,  the  happy  one,  taste  nought  but  swectn,.'2s ! 

"  I  taste  the  rose's  sweet  exhalation, 

"  The  moonlight  nourished  bride  of  the  nightingale; 

"  I  taste,  too,  the  sweetness  of  all  things  : 

"  Loving  and  being  loved ! 

*'  She  loves  me  !  she  loves  me  !  the  beauteous  maiden ! 
"  Now  stands  she  at  home  in  her  house's  high  baJcony, 
"  And  looks  in  the  twilight  abroad,  o'er  tho  highway, 
"  And  darkens,  and  for  me  doth  yearn — 1  assure  you ! 
•'Li  vain  she  looketh  around  and  she  sigheth, 
"  And  sighing  descends  she  down  to  the  garden, 
"  And  wanders  in  fragrance  and  moonlight, 
'•'  And  speaks  to  the  flowers  and  telleth  them 
"  How  I,  the  beloved  one,  so  precious  am, 
''So  wortliy  of  love — I  assure  you  I 
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*  And  theu  in  bed,  ia  slumber,  in  dream, 

•'  My  darling  form  around  her  sports  blissfully, 

*'  And  then  at  morning  at  breakfast 

"  Upon  her  glistening  bread  and  butter 

"  Sees  she  my  countenance  smiling, 

"  And  she  eats  it  for  love — I  assure  you !" 

Thus  is  ho  boasting  and  boasting, 

And  betweentimes  the  sea-mews  are  screaming, 

Like  old  ironical  chuckling ; 

The  mists  of  twilight  rise  up  on  high ; 

Out  of  the  violet  clouds,  all- gloomily, 

Peepeth  the  grass-yellow  moon  ; 

High  are  roaring  the  billows  of  ocean. 

And  from  the  depths  of  the  high-roaring  sea, 

Mom-nful  as  whispering  gales  of  wind, 

Soundeth  the  song  of  the  Oceanides, 

The  beauteous  compassionate  sea-nymphs, 

And  loudest  of  all  the  voice  so  enthralling 

Of  Peleus'  spouse,  the  silvery-footed  one, 

And  they're  sighing  and  singing  : 

"  0  fool,  thou  fool !  thou  hectoring  fool ! 
"  Thou  sorrow-tormented  one  ! 
"  Cruelly  murder 'd  are  all  thy  bright  hopes, 
"  Thy  bosom's  frolicsome  children, 
"  And  ah  !  thy  heart,  thy  Niobe-hcait 
"  Tlirougli  grief  turn  d  to  stone  ! 
*'  Within  thy  head  'tis  now  night. 
•*  And  througli  it  are  flashing  the  lightnings  of  frenzy 
'■'  And  thou  boastest  of  sorrow  ! 
"  O  fool,  thou  fool !  thou  hectoring  fool ! 
"  Headstrong  art  thou  as  thy  forefather, 
"  The  lofty  Titan,  wlio  heavenly  fire 
*'  Stole  from  tlic  gods  and  gave  unto  mortals, 
"  And,  vulture  tormented,  chaiu'd  to  the  rock, 
"Defied  e'en  Olympus,  defied,  groaning  loudly, 
"  So  that  in  ocean's  far  dt^plhs  did  we  hear  it, 
"  And  to  liim  (;anie  with  a  comforting  song. 
''  O  fool,  thou  fold  !  thou  hectoring  fool ! 
"  But  tlidu  art  luore  2><)wcrless  even  than  lie, 
"And  thou  woulil'st  do  well  to  lionour  the  deities, 
"And  jiatiently  bear  the  burden  of  sorrow, 
"And  pat't^itly  bear  with  it,  long,  ay,  full  long, 
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"  Till  Atlas  himself  his  patieuce  Latli  lost, 

"  And  the  heavy  world  from  his  shoulders  throws  off 

"  Into  eternal  night." 

Thus  sounded  the  song  of  the  Occanidos, 
The  beauteous  compassionate  water-nymphs, 
Till  still  louder  billows  at  last  overpower'd  it — 
Then  AA^eut  the  moon  in  the  rear  of  the  clouds, 
And  night  'gan  to  yawn, 
And  long  I  sat  in  the  darkness,  with  wecj)ing. 

6.  THE  GODS  OF  GREECE. 

I^j^ULL-BLOSSOMING  moon !  In  thy  fair  light 
_     Like  liquid  gold,  the  ocean  gleams : 
Like  daylight's  clearness,  yet  charm'd  into  twilight, 
Over  the  strand's  wide  plain  all  is  lying ; 
In  the  starless  clear  azure  heavens 
Hover  the  snowy  clouds, 
Like  colossal  figures  of  deities 
Of  glittering  marble. 

No,  'tis  not  so,  no  clouds  can  they  be ! 

'Tis  they  themselves,  the  Gods  of  old  Hellas, 

Who  once  so  joyously  ruled  o'er  the  world, 

But  now,  tormented  and  perish'd. 

Like  monster  spectres  are  moving  along 

Over  the  midnight  heaven. 

Wond'ring  and  strangely  blinded,  observed  I 
The  airy  pantheon. 

The  solemnly  mute  and  fearfully  moving 
Figures  gigantic. 

He  yonder's  Cronion,  the  monarch  of  lieavcn ; 
Snow-white  are  the  locks  of  his  head, 
Locks  so  famous  for  shaking  Olympus  ; 
He  holds  in  his  hand  his  extinguished  bolt, 
And  in  his  face  lie  misfortune  and  grief. 
And  yet  without  change  his  olden  pride. 
Tliosc  times  indeed  were  better,  0  Zeus, 
When  thou  didst  take  pleasure  divinely 
In  youths  and  in  nymphs  and  in  hecatombs  ! 
But  even  the  (rods  can  reign  not  for  ever, 
The  younger  press  hard  on  their  elders. 
As  thou  didst  once  on  thy  grey-headed  father 


PICTURES   OF   TRAVEL.  259 

And  all  tliy  Titau  uncles  bard  press, 

Jupiter  Parricida ! 

Thee,  too,  I  recognise,  haughty  Here! 

Spite  of  all  thy  jealous  anxiety, 

Hath  another  thy  sceptre  obtain'd, 

And  thou  art  no  longer  the  queen  of  the  heavens. 

And  fixed  is  now  thy  beaming  eye, 

And  powerless  lie  thy  lily-white  arms. 

And  never  more  thy  vengeance  can  reach 

The  God-impregnated  virgin, 

And  the  wonder-working  son  of  the  deity. 

Thee,  too,  I  recognise,  Pallas  Athene ! 

With  shield  and  wisdom  couldest  thou  not 

Avert  the  destruction  of  deities '? 

Thee,  too,  I  recognise,  thee,  Aphrodite  ! 

Erst  the  golden  one  !  now  the  silver  one ! 

True  thou'rt  still  deck'd  with  the  charms  of  thy  girdle, 

Yet  I  secretly  tremble  at  thought  of  thy  beauty, 

And  would  I  enjoy  thy  bountiful  cliarms. 

Like  heroes  before  me,  of  fear  I  should  die ; 

To  me  thou  appearest  the  goddess  of  corpses, 

Venus  Libitina ! 

No  longer  with  love  is  tow'rd  thee  looking, 

Yonder,  the  terrible  Arcs ; 

And  sadly  is  looking  Pha'bus  Apollo, 

The  stripling.     His  lyre  is  silent 

That  sounded  so  joyous  at  feasts  of  the  Gods. 

Still  sadder  appearcth  Hephaestus, 

And  truly,  tlie  lame  one  !  no  longer 

i'ills  he  the  office  of  Hebe, 

And  busily  pours,  in  the  Gods'  congregation, 

The  nectar  delicious — And  long  is  extinguish'^ 

The  inextinguishable  laugliter  of  deities. 

O  ye  Gods,  I  never  could  love  you. 

For  ever  distasteful  I've  found  tlie  Grocians, 

And  e'en  the  llomans  I  greatly  hate. 

Yet  holy  compassion  and  shuddering  pity 

Stream  through  my  heart, 

When  I  now  beliold  you  on  high, 

(xodheads  deserted, 

Dead  and  niglit-wandcring  shadows, 

Misty  and  weak,  scai-ed  by  the  very  wind— 


260  HEINE'S   POEMS. 

Aud  when  I  bctliiuk  me  how  airy  aial  cowardly 

The  godheads  are,  who  overcame  you, 

The  new,  uow-ruling,  mournful  godheads. 

The  mischievous  ones  in  the  sheepskin  of  meekness, 

Then  over  me  steals  a  glorious  resentmeut, 

And  fain  would  I  break  the  new-born  temples, 

And  fight  on  your  side,  ye  ancient  deities, 

For  you,  and  your  good  ambrosial  rights, 

And  before  your  lofty  altars, 

The  once-more-restored,  the  sacrifice  steaming. 

Fain  would  I  kneel  down  aud  pray, 

And,  praying,  raise  tow'rd  you  my  arms. — ■ 

For  evermore,  ye  ancient  deities, 
Have  ye  been  wont,  in  the  combats  of  moi-tals, 
To  join  yourselves  to  the  side  of  the  victor, 
And  therefore  is  man  more  high-minded  than  yo. 
And  in  combats  of  deities  deem  I  it  right 
To  take  the  part  of  the  vanquish'd  deities. 
*  *  *  * 

Thus  did  I  speak,  and  visibly  redden'd 

Yon  pale  cloudy  figures  on  high, 

And  on  me  they  gazed  like  dying  ones. 

Sorrow-illumined,  and  suddenly  vanish'd. 

The  moon,  too,  hid  herself 

Behind  the  clouds  that  darkly  came  over  her ; 

High  up  roared  the  sea, 

And  then  triumphantly  stood  in  the  heavens 

The  stars  all-eternal. 

7.  QUESTIONS. 

BY  the  sea,  by  the  desert  night-cover'd  f^ca 
Standeth  a  youth. 
His  breast  full  of  sadness,  his  head  full  of  doubtings, 
^nd  with  gloomy  lips  he  asks  of  the  billoivs  : 

"  0  answer  me  life's  hidden  riddle, 

"  The  riddle  primeval  and  painful, 

"  Over  which  many  a  head  has  been  poring, 

"  Heads  in  hicroglyphical  nightcaps, 

"  Heads  in  turbans  and  swarthy  bonnets, 

"  Heads  in  perukes,  and  a  thousand  other 

' "  '^nor  and  perspiring  heads  of  us  mortals— 


PICTURES   OF   TRAVEL.  261 

*'  Tell  me  what  signifies  man  ? 

"  From  whence  doth  he  come  ?  And  where  doth  ho  go  .-' 

"  Who  dwelleth  amongst  the  golden  stars  yonder  ?  ' 

The  billows  are  miirm'ring  their  murmur  eternal, 
The  wind  is  blowing,  the  clouds  are  flying, 
The  stars  are  twinkling,  all  listless  and  cold, 
And  a  fool  is  awaiting  an  answer. 

8.  THE  PHCENIX.  ^„.,,^i^ 

^pHERE  comes  a  bird  who  hath  flown  from  the  west- 

JL    He  flies  tow'rd  the  east, 

Tow'rd  the  eastern  garden-home. 

Where  the  spices  so  fragrant  are  growing. 

And  palms  are  waving  and  wells  are  cooling — 

And,  flying,  the  wondrous  bird  thus  singeth 

She  loves  him,  she  loves  him  ! 

His  image  she  bears  in  her  little  bosom. 

And  bears  it  sweetly  and  secretly  hidden, 

Nor  knows  it  herself ! 

But  in  her  vision,  before  her  he  stands, 

She  prays,  and  she  Aveeps,  and  she  kisses  his  hands, 

And  calls  on  his  name, 

And  calling  awakes  she  and  lieth  all-startled. 

And  rubbcth  her  beauteous  eyes  in  amazement  — 

She  loves  him  !  she  loves  him  ! 


9.  ECHO. 


[deck 


GAINST  the  mast  reclining,  and  high  on  the  lofty 
Stood  I  and  heard  I  the  song  of  the  bird. 
Like  black-green  steeds,  with  silvery  manes. 
The  white  and  curling  billows  were  springing  ; 
Like  flocks  of  swans  were  sailing  past  us. 
With  glittering  sails,  the  men  of  Heligoland, 
The  nomads  bdd  of  the  Baltic. 
Over  my  head,  in  the  azure  ctcrno, 
Snowy  clouds  were  fluttering  on, 
Wliile  sparkled  the  sun  everlasting. 
The  rose  of  the  heavens,  the  fiery-blooming  ono, 
Who  joyfully  mirror 'd  himself  in  the  ocean  ; 
And  h(;avcn  and  ocean  and  with  Ihcm  my  heurt 
In  echo  resoundc  d  . 
She  loves  him  !  She  I.tvcs  Jiim  I 
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10.  SEA-SICKNESS. 

ri'^HE  dark-grey  clouds  of  the  afternoon 
JL     Deeper  are  sinking  fast  over  the  sea, 
Which  darkly  seemeth  to  rise  to  meet  them, 
And  between  them  the  ship  drives  on. 

Sea-sick  sit  I  unmoved  by  the  mast, 
And  make  observations  respecting  myself, 
Primeval,  ash-grey  observations, 
Which  Father  Lot  of  old  did  make 
When  he  had  drunk  too  much  of  the  grape, 
And  afterwards  found  himself  amiss. 
.'\t  times  I  bethink  me  of  olden  stories  : 
How  cross-mark'd  pilgrims  of  olden  days 
In  stormy  journeys  the  comforting  image 
Religiously  kiss'd  of  the  Holy  Virgin  ; 
How  knights,  when  sick  in  such  sea-misery. 
The  darling  glove  of  their  worshippVl  mistress 
Press'd  to  their  lii)s  and  then  were  comforted  — 
But  I  am  sitting,  and  cliew  with  vexation 
An  ancient  herring,  the  comforter  salty 
After  hard  drinking  or  indigestion  ! 

All  this  time  the  ship  is  fighting 

With  the  furious,  heaving  flood  ; 

Now  like  a  rearing  battle-steed  stands  it 

On  its  hinder  part,  so  that  the  rudder  craclcs ; 

Now  it  plunges  headforward  down  again 

In  the  howling  abyss  of  the  waters ; 

Again,  as  though  carelessly  love-faint. 

Thinks  it  to  lay  itself  down 

On  the  black  breast  of  the  billow  gigantic, 

Who  mightily  onward  roars. 

And  sudden,  a  desolate  ocean-waterfall, 

In  snowy  curlings  plunges  down  headlong, 

And  covers  me  over  with  foam. 

All  this  swaying  and  hov'ring  and  tossing 

Is  quite  unendurable ! 

In  vain  dcjth  my  eye  keep  watch  and  seek  for 

The  German  coast.     But,  alas,  nought  but  water  I 

Evermore  water,  fast-moving  water ! 

As  the  winter-wanderer  at  evening 
Longs  for  a  comforting  warm  cup  of  tea, 
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So  now  dotli  long  my  heart  for  thee, 

My  German  Fatherland  I 

For  ever  may  thy  sweet  soil  be  cover'd 

Witli  whims  and  hussars  and  horrible  verses, 

And  lukewarm  slender  treatises  ; 

For  ever  may  thy  stately  zebras 

Feed  upon  roses  instead  of  on  thistles ; 

For  ever  may  thy  noble  baboons 

In  idle  adornment  trick  themselves  out, 

And  think  themselves  better  than  all  the  other 

Lowminded  heavy  and  lumbering  cattle  ; 

For  ever  may  thy  assemblage  of  snails 

Look  on  themselves  as  immortal, 

Because  they  creeji  so  slowly  along, 

And  may  they  daily  collect  men's  opinions 

Whether  the  cheuscmite  belongs  to  the  cheese  V 

And  hold  for  a  long  time  grave  consultations 

How  the  Egyptian  sheep  to  improve, 

So  that  their  wool  may  be  better  in  quality, 

And  the  shepherd  may  shear  them  like  all  other  sheep, 

Without  a  distinction — 

For  evermore  may  folly  and  wrong 

Cover  thee,  Germany,  utterly ! 

Still  am  I  yearning  for  thee, 

For  thou  art  terra  jirma  at  least ! 

11.  IN  HARBOUR. 

HAPPY  the  man  who  arrives  safe  in  harbour, 
And  beliind  him  liath  left  the  ocean  and  tompcstH, 
And  now  so  warmly  and  quietly  sits, 
In  the  towuhall-cellar  of  Bremen  ! 
See  how  tlie  world  is  truly  and  lovingly 
In  the  bumper  fully  depicted. 
And  how  the  heaving  microcosm 
Sunnily  flows  to  the  thirsty  heart ! 
All  I  discern  in  the  glass. 
Olden  and  new  traditions  of  nations, 
Turks  and  Greeks,  and  llegcl  and  Gans,* 
Citron  fn-ests  and  watch  parades, 
Berlin  and  Schilda  and  Tunis  and  Hamburg, 

*  Edward  Guns,  a  diatinguislied  Genimii  profossor,  und  puud 
of  Hrirel,  whose  works  he  cdite<l.     He  died  in  183'J 
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But  most  of  all  the  form  of  my  loved  onCj 

That  angel-head  on  the  Ehenish  wine's  gold  ground. 

O,  how  fair,  how  fair  art  thou,  loved  one  1 

Thou  art  a  very  rose, 

Not  like  the  rose  of  fair  Schiras, 

The  nightingale's  bride,  of  whom  Hafis  once  sang ; 

Not  like  the  rose  of  Sharon, 

The  sacred  and  red  one,  the  prophet-honom-'d  one : 

But  thou'rt  like  tlie  rose  in  the  cellar  at  Bremen  I* 

That  is  the  rose  of  all  roses. 

The  older  she  grows,  the  fairer  she  blossoms, 

And  her  heavenly  fragrance  hath  gladJen'd  my  bo3oni_ 

Hath  served  to  inspire  me,  served  to  enchant  me. 

And  did  the  head  of  the  cellar  of  Bremen 

Not  hold  me  fast,  yes  fast  by  my  hair, 

1  surely  had  tumbled ! 

The  worthy  man !  we  sat  together, 

And  drank  like  brethren, 

We  spoke  of  lofty  mysterious  things. 

We  sigh'd  and  sank  in  the  arms  of  each  oth  r, 

And  he  did  convert  me  to  love's  religion, 

I  drank  to  the  health  of  my  bitterest  enemies^ 

And  every  wi'ctched  poet  I  pardoned 

As  I  myself  for  pardon  would  hope  ; 

I  wept  with  devotion,  and  lastly 

The  doors  of  the  place  were  unto  me  open'ci 

Where  the  twelve  apostles,  the  sacred  tuns, 

Silently  preach,  though  understood  plainly 

By  every  nation. 

True  men  indeed  I 

In  wooden  coats,  from;  without  all-invisible, 

Inwardly  are  they  more  radiant  and  fairer 

Than  all  the  haughty  priests  of  the  temple, 

And  Herod's  satellites  cringing  and  courtiers. 

All  glitt'ring  in  gold  and  clothed  in  purple ; 

Ever  my  wont  is  to  say 

Not  amongst  the  mere  common  people, 

*  Oae  section  of  the  famous  Bremen  Cellar  is  culled  the  Roscv 
and  is  said  to  contain  hock  of  between  two  and  tiiree  centuries! 
old,.  AnotlicF  ]iait  is  called  the  Apostles'  Cellar,  and  has  in  ir 
t\yelve  ya,t3,  IcnoAXU  as  the  Twelve  Apostles,  also  full  ol  V(;vy  oltl 
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No,  in  the  best  aud  politest  society, 
Constantly  lived  the  monaicli  of  heaven. 

Hallelujah !  How  sweetly  wave  round  me 

The  palm-trees  of  Bethel ! 

How  fragi'ant  the  myrrh  is  of  Hebron  ! 

How  Jordan  is  roaring,  and  reeling  with  raj)ture, 

While  my  immortal  soul  also  is  reeling, 

And  I  reel  with  it,  and  whilst  thus  reeling, 

I'm  brought  up  the  stairs  and  into  the  daylight 

By  the  worthy  head  of  the  cellar  of  Bremen. 

Thou  worthy  head  of  the  cellar  of  Bremen ! 
See  where  sit  on  the  roofs  of  the  houses 
The  angels,  all  well-drunken  and  singing ; 
The  glowing  sun  high  up  in  the  heavens 
Is  nought  but  the  red  and  drunken  nose 
Whicli  the  World-Spirit  sticks  out. 
And  round  the  World-Spirit's  red  nose 
Whirleth  the  whole  of  the  drunken  world. 

12.  EPILOGUE. 

AS  on  the  plain  shoot  up  the  wheatstalks 
So  do  the  thoughts  in  the  spirit  of  man 
Grow  up  and  waver  ; 
But  the  gentle  thouglits  of  the  poet 
Are  as  the  red  and  blne-colour'd  flowers 
Merrily  blooming  between  them. 

Red  and  blue-colour'd  flowers  ! 

The  surly  reaper  rejects  you  as  useless, 

Wooden  flails  ail-scornfully  thresh  yoil, 

Even  the  needy  traveller, 

Wh">in  your  sight  rejoices  and  quickens, 

Shaketli  his  head, 

And  calleth  you  pretty  weeds ; 

But  tl'.e  rustic  virgin, 

The  twiner  of  garlands, 

Dotli  honour  and  pluck  you, 

And  with  yoa  dcckelh  her  beauteous  locks, 

And  thus  adorn'd,  makes  haste  to  the  dance, 

Where  pijjes  and  fiddles  sweetly  are  sounding, 

Or  to  the  silent  beech-tree,  [sound 

Where  the  voice  of  the   loved  one  still   sweeter  doth 

Than  pipes  or  tlian  liddlen. 
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MONOLOGUE. 

(From  Book  "  Le  Grand.") 

IN  olden  legends,  golden  castles  stood  [danced, 

Where  harps  were  sounding,   beauteous  niaideiis 
And  spruce  attendants  flash'd,  and  jessamine 
And  rose  and  myrt'lo  shed  their  fragrance  round  - 
And  yet  one  single  word  of  disenchantment 
Made  all  this  splendour  in  a  moment  vanish, 
And  nought  remain'd  behind  but  olden  ruins 
And  croaking  birds  of  night  and  drear  morass. 
So  have  I,  too,  with  but  one  single  word, 
All  Natm-e's  blooming  glories  disenchanted. 
There  lies  she  now,  as  lifeless,  cold,  and  palo 
As  some  bedizen'd  regal  corpse  might  be. 
Whose  cheekbones  have  been  colour'd  red  by  art, 
And  in  whose  hand  a  sceptre  hath  been  placed. 
His  lips  however  wither'd  look  and  yellow, 
For  they  forgot  to  dye  them  red  as  well ; 
And  mice  are  springing  o'er  his  regal  noso, 
And  ridicule  the  pond'rous  golden  sceptre. 
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ATTA   TROLL, 

A  SUMMER-NIGHT'S  DREAM. 

CAPUT  I. 

HEMM'D  close  in  by  gloomy  mountaina 
Proudly  o'er  each  other  rising, 
Luird  to  sleep  by  wiblly-dasliiug 
Cataracts,  like  some  fair  vision. 

In  the  valley  lies  the  charming 
Cauterets.     Its  snow-white  houses 
All  have  balconies  ;  upon  them 
Stand  fair  ladies,  laughing  loudly. 

Laughing  loudly,  downward  look  they 
On  the  chequcr'd  noisy  market, 
Where  there  dance  a  male  and  female 
Bear,  to  sound  of  bagpipe-music. 

Atta  Troll  and  his  dear  wife  'tis 
(Her  they  call  the  swarthy  Mumma), 
Who  are  dancing,  and  with  wonder 
The  Biscayans  are  rejoicing. 

Stately,  and  with  solemn  grandeur, 
Dances  noble  Atta  Troll  ; 
Yet  his  shaggy  partner's  wanting 
Both  in  dignity  and  manners. 

Yes,  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion 
Tlnit  slu!  is  too  much  accustom'd 
To  the  vulgar  shameless  Jances 
At  the  Grand'-Chaumierc  at  Paris. 

E'en  the  excellent  bear-leader, 
Wlio  with  chain  conducts  the  couple 
Seems  tlic  immorality 
Of  her  dance  to  notice  plainly. 
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And  he  oft  bestows  upon  lier 
With  his  whip  fast-falling  lashes, 
And  the  swarthy  Mumina  howls  tholl, 
And  awakes  the  mountain  echoes. 

This  bear-leader  six  Madonnas 
"Wears  upon  his  pointed  hat, 
To  protect  his  head  from  bullets 
Or  from  lice  perchance  it  may  be. 

O'er  his  shoulder  there  is  hanging, 
Many-hued,  an  altar  covering. 
Doing  office  as  a  mantle  ; 
Knife  and  pistol  lurk  beneath  it. 

He  had  been  a  monk  when  youngLsr, 
Then  became  a  robbar-captain  ; 
Then,  to  join  the  two  vocations, 
Took  the  service  of  Don  Carlos. 

When  Don  Carlos  had  to  scamper 
Witli  the  knights  of  his  round  table. 
And  his  paladins  were  driven 
To  pursue  some  honest  calling, 

(Thus  Schnai:)phahnski  turn'd  an  author 
Then  our  knight  became  bear-leader. 
And  across  the  country  travell'd 
Leading  Atta  Troll  and  Mumma. 

And  in  sight  of  all  the  people, 

In  the  market,  they  must  dance  now; 

Atta  Troll  must  in  the  market 

Of  this  city  dance  in  fetters ! 

Atta  Troll,  who  once  was  dwelling 
Like  a  haughty  desert-monarch 
On  the  airy  mountain,  dances 
In  a  valley  to  the  rabble ! 

And  for  filthy  lucre  merely 
He  must  dance,  who  formerly 
Tn  the  majesty  of  terror 
Felt  himself  so  high  exalted  ! 

When  his  younger  days  recals  he, 
His  lost  lordship  of  the  forest, 
Then  growl  forth  desj)airing  noieoB 
From  the  soul  of  Atta  Troll. 
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Gloomy  looks  he,  like  a  swarthy 
Moorish  i^riiice  of  Freiligrath  ;* 
As  the  latter  drums  but  badly, 
So  with  rage  he  badly  dances. 

But  instead  of  pity,  wakes  he 
Only  laughter.     Even  Juliet 
From  the  balcony  laughs  downward 
At  his  leaps  of  desperation. — 

Juliet  has  not  in  her  bosom 
Any  feelings  ;  French  by  nation, 
Outwardly  she  lives  ;  her  outside 
Is  delightful  and  enchanting. 

Her  sweet  looks  compose  a  blissful 
Net  of  rays,  within  whose  meshes 
Is  our  heart  fast  held  in  prison, 
Like  a  fish,  and  gently  struggles. 

CAPUT  II. 

THAT  a  swarthy  Freiligratliian 
Moorish  prince  with  anxious  longing 
On  the  big  drum's  skin  should  rattle. 
Till  with  violence  'tis  broken, 

Is  a  very  drum-affecting 
And  a  driunskin-breaking  matter  — 
But  just  fancy  the  confusion 
When  a  bear  has  bui'st  his  fetters ! 

Botli  flic  music  and  the  laughter 
Stniiglitaro  hush'd  ;  with  screams  iif  terror 
Iiush  the  people  from  the  market, 
Palo  as  death  turn  all  the  ladies. 

Yes,  from  out  his  slavish  fettcra 
Atta  Troll  has  freed  himself 
Suddenly,  and  springing  wildl}'. 
Through  the  narrow  streets  ho  hastens — 

(Each  one  civilly  makes  way), 
Up  the  rocks  he  nimbly  clambers, 
Tlien  looks  down,  as  if  in  scorn, — then 
Vanishes  within  the  mountains. 

•  Sec  Frciligmth's  I'ooiiib. 
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Ou  tliu  empty  market  sttiud  uow 
Swarthy  Mumma,  and  bear-leader 
All  alone.     In  angry  fury 
On  the  ground  his  hat  he  flingeth, 
Trampling  on  it, — the  Madonnas 
Trampling  also,  tears  the  covering 
From  his  ugly  naked  body, 
Swears  at  such  ingratitude, 

Such  black  bear's  ingratitude  ! 
For  he  constantly  had  treated 
Atta  Troll  in  friendly  fashion, 
And  instructed  him  in  dancing. 

All  he  had  to  him  was  owing, 
E'en  his  very  life.     In  vain  they 
Ofter'd  him  a  hundred  dollars 
For  the  skin  of  Atta  Troll ! 
Then  upon  the  poor  black  Mumma, 
Who,  a  form  of  silent  sorrow. 
On  her  hinder  paws  imploring. 
Stood  before  the  much  em-aged  one. 

Fell  the  much  enraged  one's  fury 
With  redoubled  strength.     He  beats  her, 
Calls  her  even  Queen  Christina, 
Madame  Munoz  and  Putana. — 

All  this  happen'd  in  a  beauteous 
Sultry  summer  afternoon, 
And  the  night  which  then  succeeded 
To  that  day  was  quite  superb. 
Almost  half  that  night  consumed  I 
On  the  house's  balcony  ; 
Juliet  was  beside  me  standing, 
Gazing  on  the  stars  above  us. 

Sighing  said  she  :  "  Ah,  in  Paris 
"  Fairest  are  the  stars  of  all, 
"  When  they  on  a  winter  evening 
"  In  the  street  mud  are  reflected  !" 
CAPUT  III. 

SUMMER-NIGHT'S  dream !  All-fantastic, 
Aimless  is  my  song.     Yes,  aimless 
As  our  love  and  as  our  living. 
As  Creator  and  creation ! 
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liis  own  will  alone  obeying, 
Galloping  along  or  flying, 
Revels  in  the  realms  of  fable 
My  beloved  Pegasus. 

He's  no  serviceable,  virtuous 
Carthorse  of  the  citizens, 
Nor  a  battle-steed  of  party, 
With  pathetic  neighs  and  stamping! 
Golden-mounted  are  the  hoofs  all 
Of  my  white  and  winged  charger, 
Cords  of  pearls  the  guiding  reins  ai'c. 
And  at  will  I  let  him  wander. 

Bear  me  whereso'er  thou  wouldest ! 
Over  steep  and  merry  hill-paths, 
Where  cascades  with  mournful  shrieking 
Warn  'gainst  madness's  abysses ! 
Bear  me  on  through  silent  valleys. 
Where  the  solemn  oaks  are  standing, 
While  primeval  sweet  traditions 
From  their  knotted  roots  have  birth ! 
Let  me  drink  there,  while  I  moisten 
My  dim  eyes, — ah,  now  I  languish 
For  the  sparkling  wondrous  water 
That  imjiarts  botlx  sight  and  knowledge ! 
All  my  blindness  goes  !  my  gaze 
Pierces  to  the  deepest  rock-cleft, 
To  the  cave  of  Atta  Troll, 
And  I  understand  his  language  ! 
Strange  'tis  how  familiar  to  me 
This  bear-language  now  ai)pcareth  I 
In  my  dear  home  have  I  never 
Heard  those  sounds  in  earlier  days? 
CAPUT  IV. 

EONCEVAL,  thou  noble  valley ! 
Whensoe'cr  I  hear  tliy  name. 
That  blue  flower  so  long  departed 
O'er  my  bosom  sheds  its  fragrance  ! 
Then  the  glitt'ring  dream-world  rise» 
"Which  for  tliousand  years  had  faded, 
And  the  mighty  sjiirit-eyes 
Gaze  upon  me,  till  I'm  awe-struck  1 
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Rattling  sounds  awake.     There  struggle 
Saracen  and  Frankish  knight ; 
As  though  bleeding  and  despairing 
Ring  Orlando's  bugle-notes 

In  the  vale  of  Ronceval, 
Hard  beside  Orlando's  gap — 
Christen'd  thus,  because  the  hero, 
Seeking  how  to  force  a  passage. 

With  his  trusty  sword  Duranda 
Struck  with  such  death-dealing  fury 
On  the  wall  of  rock,  that  plainly 
To  this  day  are  seen  its  traces  — 

There  within  a  gloomy  hollow. 
Close  surrounded  by  a  thicket 
Of  wild  fir-trees,  safely  hidden, 
Lies  the  cave  of  Atta  Troll. 

In  the  bosom  of  his  fam'ly 
Rests  he  after  all  the  hardships 
Of  his  flight  and  the  distresses 
Of  his  public  show  and  travels. 

Sweet  the  meeting !  all  his  young  ones 
Found  he  in  that  haj)py  cavern 
Where  with  Mumma  he  begot  them, — 
Four  his  sons,  and  daughters  two. 

Well-lick'd  maidens  were  the  latter, 
Fair  their  hair,  like  parsons'  daughters 
Brown  the  youths,  the  youngest  only 
With  the  single  ear  is  black. 

Now  this  youngest  was  the  darling 
Of  his  mother,  who  when  playing 
Happeu'd  once  to  bite  his  ear  off, 
And  for  very  love  she  ate  it. 

He's  a  very  genial  stripling. 
At  gymnastics  very  clever, 
And  he  turns  a  somersault 
Like  the  posture-master  Massmaiin. 

Sprig  of  autochthonic  humour, 
He  his  mother-tongue  loves  only. 
And  has  never  learnt  the  jn.rcrou 
Of  tlic  Grecian  and  the  Roman. 


ITTA   TROLL.  273 

Frcsli  and  free  aud  good  and  merry, 
Soap  he  holds  in  detestation, 
(Luxury  of  modern  washing,) 
Like  the  posture-master  Massinann. 

But  our  young  friend  is  most  genial 
Where  upon  the  tree  he  clambers, 
Which  along  the  steepest  rock-side 
From  the  deep  abyss  upriseth, 

And  extendeth  to  the  summit, 
When  the  family  at  night-time 
Gather  all  around  their  father, 
Toying  ia  the  evening  coolness. 

Then  the  old  one  loves  to  tell  tliem 
What  he  in  the  world  has  witness'd  ; 
How  he  many  men  and  cities 
Had  beheld,  and  greatly  suffer'd, 

Like  Laertes'  noble  offspring, 
But  in  one  thing  still  unlike  him. — 
Namely,  that  his  wife  went  with  him, 
His  dear  black  Penelope. 

.Atta  Troll  then  also  tells  them 
Of  the  wondrous  approbation 
Tliat  he,  bj^  his  skill  in  dancing, 
Had  acquired  in  ev'ry  quarter. 

He  assured  them  young  and  old 
Had  cxultingly  admired  liiui, 
When  he  danced  upon  the  market 
To  the  sweet  notes  of  the  bagpipe. 

In  particular  the  ladies, 
'^J'liosc  dear  connoisseurs  of  all  things, 
Had  with  veliemcnco  ajjplaudod, 
And  had  ogled  him  with  favour. 

0  the  vanity  of  Artists ! 
Our  (dd  diincing  bear  witli  siinpora 
(^;l11s  to  mind  tlic  time  wliou  late  he 
To  the  public  show'd  his  talent. 

Overcome  by  self  laudation, 
He  would  fiiin  by  act  exhibit 
That  he's  no  mere  boaster  only, 
Bnf<  a  really  first  rate  dancer. 

T 
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From  the  ground  then  sudden  springs  ho, 
On  his  hinder  paws  upstanding, 
And,  as  formerly,  he  dances 
The  gavotte,  his  favourite  dance. 

Mute,  with  muzzles  gaping  open, 
The  young  bears  look  on  with  wonder, 
While  their  father  in  the  moonlight 
Capers  here  and  there  thus  strangely. 

CAPUT  V. 

IN  the  cavern,  by  his  young  ones, 
Sick  at  heart,  upon  his  back  lies 
Atta  Troll,  while  thoughtful  sucks  ho 
At  his  paws,  and  sucks,  and  growls  : 

"Mumma,  Mumma,  swarthy  jewel, 
"  Whom  I  out  of  life's  wide  ocean 
"  Once  did  fish,  in  life's  wide  ocean 
"  Once  again  I  now  have  lost  thee ! 

"  Shall  I  ne'er  again  behold  thee, 
"  Or  beyond  the  grave  p'rhaps  only, 
"  Where,  set  free  from  earthly  trammels, 
"  Thy  dear  soul  is  glorified? 

"  Would  that  I,  alas !  could  once  more 
"  Lick  thy  well-beloved  muzzle, 
"  My  dear  Mumma,  which  so  sweetly 
••  Stroked  me  over,  as  with  honey  ! 

"  Would  that  I  again  could  snuffle 
"  That  sweet  smell,  thy  own  peculiar, 
"  O  my  dear  and  swarthy  Mumma, 
"  Charmins  as  the  scent  of  roses  I 
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"  But,  alas  !  my  Mumma's  pining 
"  In  the  fetters  of  those  rascals, 
*'  Who,  the  name  of  men  adopting, 
"  Deem  themselves  creation's  masters. 

"  Death  and  hell !     These  men  un worth j 
"  Aristocracy's  arch-emblems, 
"  Look  down  on  the  an'mal  kingdom 
"  Proudly  and  disdainfully. 
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"  Take  away  our  wives  and  cliildreu, 
"  Fetter  us,  ill-treat  us,  even 
"  Kill  us,  for  the  sake  of  selling 
*'  Our  poor  hido  and  our  poor  carcass ! 

"  And  they  think  themselves  permitted 
'  Wicked  deeds  like  this  to  practise 
"  'Gainst  us  bears  especially, 
"  And  the  rights  of  man  they  call  it  ! 

"  Eights  of  man  indeed  !   Fine  rights  these  . 
"  Tell  me  who  bestow'd  them  on  you? 
"  Nature  certainly  ne'er  did  so, 
"  For  she's  not  unnatui'al ! 

"  Eights  of  man  indeed !    Who  gave  you 
"  This  great  privilege,  I  wonder  ? 
"  Eeason  certainly  ne'er  did  so, 
*'  For  she's  not  unreasonable  ! 

"  Men,  pray  are  ye  any  better 
"  Than  we  others,  just  for  eating 
"  All  your  dinners  boil'd  or  roasted  ? 
"  In  a  raw  state  we  cat  ours, 

"  Yet  is  the  result  the  same 
"  To  us  both. — No,  food  can  never 
"  Make  one  ncible ;  he  is  noble 
"  Who  both  nobly  feels  and  acteth. 

"  Men,  pray  are  ye  any  better 
"  Just  because  the  arts  and  science 
"  With  success  ye  follow  ?     We  now 
"  Never  give  ourselves  the  trouble. 

"  Are  there  not  such  things  as  learned 
'•  Dogs,  a!id  horses  too,  who  reckon 
"  Just  like  councillors  of  Commerce  ? 
*'  Do  not  hares  the  drum  play  finely  ? 

"  Are  not  many  beavers  adepts 
"  In  the  art  of  hydrostatics  ? 
"  Were  not  clysters  first  invented 
By  the  cleverness  of  storks  ? 

Write  not  asses  criticisms  ? 
"  Arc  not  apes  all  good  comedians? 
"  Is  thci-e  any  greater  mimic 
*'  Than  Batavia,  long  tail'd  monkey? 
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*'  Are  nr)t  uightingales  good  singers  ? 

*'  And  is  Froiligrath  no  poet, 

"  Who  can  sing  of  lions  better 

*'  Than  his  countryman  the  Camel  ? 

"  I  myself  the  art  of  dancing 
"  Have  advanced  as  much  as  Raumer 
"  That  of  writing.     Writes  he  better 
"  Than  I  dance, — yes,  I  the  bear? 

"  Men,  why  are  ye  any  better 
"  Than  we  others?     Upright  hold  ye, 
"  It  is  tnie,  your  heads,  but  in  them 
"  Low-born  thoughts  are  ever  creeping. 

"  Men,  pray  are  ye  any  better 

"  Than  are  we,  because  your  skin  is 

"  Smooth  and  glist'ning?     This  adv;tntage 

"  Ye  but  share  with  every  serpent. 

♦'  Human  race,  two  legged  serpents  ! 
•'  Well  I  see  the  reason  why  ye 
"  Breeches  wear  ;  with  foreign  wool  ye 
"  Hide  your  serpent -nakedness  ! 

"  Children,  guard  yourselves  against  tlioao 
"  Hairless  and  misshapen  creatures  ! 
"  My  dear  daughters,  never  marry 
"  Any  monster  that  wears  breeches  !" 

More  than  this  I'll  not  report  now, 
How  the  bear  in  his  wild  mania 
For  eqiiality,  kept  reasoning 
All  about  the  human  race. 

For,  to  say  the  truth,  I  also 
Am  a  man,  and  never  will  I 
Tell  again  such  foolish  libels. 
Which  are,  after  all,  offensive. 

Yes,  I  am  a  man,  and  better 
Than  the  other  sucking  creatures, 
And  the  interests  of  the  race 
Ne'er  vrill  I  renounce  promoting. 

In  the  fight  with  other  creatures 
Faithfully  I'll  ever  struggle 
For  humanity, — the  holy 
Kights  of  man  that  he  is  bom  to. 
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CAPUT  VI. 

YET  perctanco  'tis  beneficial 
For  us  men,  who  form  the  higher 
Kind  of  livestock,  to  discover 
How  they  reason  down  below  us. 
Yes,  below  us,  in  the  gloomy 
Mournful  spheres  of  fellowship, 
In  the  beasts'  inferior  strata, 
Brood  resentment,  misery,  pride. 

Tliat  which  natural  hist'ry  ever, 
Equally  -ndth  common  custom, 
Has  for  centuries  admitted 
Is  denied  with  impious  muzzle. 

Tliat  false  doctrine  by  the  aged 
In  the  young  ones'  ears  is  grumbl<id 
Wliich  assails  both  cultivation 
And  humanity  on  earth. 

"  Children  !"  Atta  Troll  thus  growl'd, 

As  he  hither  roll'd  and  thither 

On  his  car2)ct  wanting  couch  : 

"  Unto  us  belongs  the  Future  ! 

"  If  each  bear  but  thought  as  I  do, 

"  If  all  beasts  but  thought  so  too, 

"  With  united  forces  would  we 

"  Take  up  arms  against  the  tyrants. 

"  Then  the  bear  would  form  alliance 
"  With  the  horse,  the  elephant 
"  Twine  his  trunk  in  loving  fashion 
"  Eound  the  valiant  ox's  horn. 

"  Bear  and  wolf  of  every  colour, 
"  Goat  and  monkey,  e'en  tlie  hare 
"  For  a  time  v/ould  work  in  common, 
"  And  our  triumj)!!  would  bo  certain. 

"  Union,  imion  is  the'  essential 

"  Ecquisite  ;  alone,  we're  contpier'd 

*'  Easily,  but  join'd  together 

"  We  would  overrcacli  the  tyrants. 

♦*  Union !  union  !  and  we'll  triumi^h, 
''And  Monopf)ly's  vile  sway 
''  I'.e  o'crthrown,  and  we'll  estubli-li 
**  A  just  kingdom  for  us  beasts, 
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♦'  Full  equality  for  all,  then, 
"  Of  God's  creatures,  irrespective 
"  Of  their  faith,  or  skin,  or  odour, 
*'  Be  its  fundamental  maxim ! 

"  Strict  equality  !     Each  donkey 
"  Be  entitled  to  high  office  ; 
"  On  the  other  hand,  the  lion 
"  Carry  to  the  mill  the  sack. 

"  As  respects  the  dog,  indeed  he 

"  Is  a  very  servile  rascal, 

"  Since  for  centuries  has  man 

"  Like  a  dog  ne'er  ceased  to  treat  him, 

"  Yet  in  our  free  state  we'll  give  him 
"  Once  again  his  olden  rights, 
"  His  prescriptive  birthright,  and  he 
"  Soon  again  will  be  ennobled. 

*'  Yes,  the  Jews  shall  then  enjoy  too 
"  All  the  rights  of  citizens, 
*'  And  by  law  be  made  the  equals 
''  Of  all  other  sucking  creatures. 

•'  Only  dancing  in  the  market 
"  For  the  Jew  shall  not  be  lawful ; 
"  This  amendment  I  insist  on 
"  In  the  interest  of  my  art. 

"  For  a  sense  of  style,  of  rigid 
"  Plastic  art  in  motion's  wanting 
"  To  that  race,  who  really  ruin 
"  What  there  is  of  public  taste." 

CAPUT  VII. 

GLOOMY,  in  his  gloomy  cavern, 
Squats,  in  his  belov'd  home-circle, 
Atta  Troll,  the  misanthrope, 
And  he  shows  his  teeth,  and  growls  thus : 

"  Men,  the  pert  and  vulgar  fellows  ! 
"  Smile  away !     From  all  your  smiling 
**  And  from  your  offensive  yoke  too 
•*  Shall  the  coming  day  release  us  I 
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"  I  am  always  most  offended 
"  By  that  sour-sweet  kind  of  quiv'riug 
"  Bound  the  mouth, — these  smiles  of  man 
"  Find  I  really  past  all  bearing  I 

"  When  I  in  his  pallid  visage 

"  See  display 'd  that  fatal  quiv'ring, 

"  All  my  entrails  in  my  body 

"  Turn  right  round  with  indignation. 

"  More  impertinently  even 
"  Than  by  words,  a  man  lays  open 
"  By  his  smile  the  deepest  hidden 
"  Insolence  of  his  vile  spirit, 

"  They  are  always  smiling !     Even     " 
"  When  by  decency  is  needed 
"Real  solemnity  of  feature, — 
"  E'en  in  love's  most  solemn  moment ! 

"  They  are  always  smiling  !     Even 
"  When  they're  dancing.     In  this  mannei 
"  They  degrade  this  noble  science, 
"  Which  should  be  a  kind  of  worship. 

"  Yes,  the  dance  throughout  all  ages 

"  Was  a  pious  act  of  faith  ; 

"  Solemnly  around  the  aitar 

"  Turn'd  the  priests  in  mystic  circle. 

"  Thus  in  olden  time  King  David 
"  Danced  before  the  ark  of  cov'nant ; 
"  Dancing  was  an  act  of  worship, 
"  Was  a  prayer  upon  the  legs  ! 

"  I  have  ever  understood  thus 

"  Dancing,  when  upon  the  market 

"  To  the  peoi)le  I  was  dancing, 

'•  Who  with  their  applause  repaid  me. 

'•  This  applause,  I  must  confess  it. 
"  Often  made  me  feel  quite  hap2)y  ; 
"  For  extorting  admiration 
"  From  one's  foes  is  very  sweet ! 

"  Rut  in  their  entliusiasm 
"  Still  they  smile.     The  art  of  dancing 
"  Powerless  is  to  make  tliem  belter, 
"  And  they  frivolous  remain." 
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CAPUT  VIII. 

~]%  TANY  a  very  virtuous  l)Ui'gher 
JJA.  Smells  but  badly,  whilst  the  servants 
Of  a  king  with  ambergris 
Or  else  lavender  are  scented. 

Virgin  spirits  may  be  met  with 
Which  of  green  soap  bear  the  odour, 
Whilst  the  criminal  with  rose-oil 
May  have  wash'd  himself  demurely. 

Do  not  therefore  turn  your  nose  up, 
Gentle  reader,  if  the  cave  of 
Atta  Troll  may  not  remind  you 
Of  Arabia's  sweetest  spices. 

Tarry  in  that  reeking  circle, 
'Mid  those  miserable  stenches. 
Where  to  his  young  son  the  hero 
As  from  out  a  cloud  thus  speaks : 

"  Child,  my  child,  thou  youngest  oti'spring 
"  Of  my  loins,  now  j)lace  thy  one  car 
"  Close  beside  thy  father's  muzzle, 
"  And  suck  in  my  solemn  words ! 

'•  Guard  against  man's  ways  of  thinking, 
'*  They  destroy  both  soul  and  body  ; 
"  'Mongst  all  men  there's  no  such  thing  aa 
"  Any  ordinary  man. 

"  E'en  the  Germans,  once  so  noble, 
"  E'en  the  very  sons  of  Tuisco, 
"  Our  own  jirimitive  relations, 
'•  They  too  liavc  degenerated. 

"  They've  become  now  faithless,  godless, 
'■Even  preaching  atheism  — 
'■  Child,  my  child,  be  on  thy  guard, 
'•  'Gainst  both  Fcuerbach  and  Bauer    * 

"  Never  be  an  Atheist, 

"  Monster  void  of  all  respect  for 

"  The  Creator—  a  Creator 

'*  'Trt'as  who  made  this  universe  ! 

*  Well-known  German  writers. 
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'*  High  above  us,  suu  and  moon 

"  And  the  stars  too  (both  the  tail-less 

*  And  all  those  with  tails  provided) 
'  Are  reflections  of  His  power. 

'  Down  below  lis,  land  and  sea 
'  Ai'e  the  echo  of  His  glory, 
'  And  each  living  creature  j^raises 
'  Evermore  His  excellencies. 

'  E'en  the  smallest  silver-louse  that 
'  In  the  aged  pilgrim's  beard 
'  In  life's  pilgrimage  is  sharer, 
'  Sings  the  gi-eat  Eternal's  praises  ! 

'  In  yon  starry  bright  pavilion, 
'  On  the  golden  seat  of  power. 
'  World-directing  and  majestic, 
'  Sits  a  mighty  polar  bear. 

'  Free  from  sjiot  and  snow-white  glittring 

'  Is  his  skin  ;  his  head  is  cover'd 

'  With  a  crown  of  diamonds, 

'  Which  illumines  all  the  heavens. 

'  In  his  face  is  harmony, 

'  And  the  silent  deeds  of  thinking  ; 

'  If  he  signs  but  with  his  sceptre. 

'  All  the  spheres  resound  with  singing. 

'  At  his  feet  bear-saints  are  sitting 
'  Piously,  who  meekly  suffer'd 
'  While  on  earth,  and  in  their  paws  they 
'  Hold  the  palms  of  martyrdom. 

*  Ofttimes  one  amongst  them  riscp, 
'  Tliun  another. — by  the  Spirit 

'  Seeming  mov'd,  and  straiglitway  dance  tliey 
'  Their  most  solemn  sacred  dance — 

'  Sacred  dance,  where  mercy's  radiance 
'  Rend(!rs  talent  quite  superfluous, 
'  And  the  soul  for  very  ra])ture 
'  From  the  skin  attempts  to  leap ! 

'  0  shall  I,  unworthy  Troll. 

'  E'er  jiartakc  this  great  salvation? 

*  And  from  earth's  debasing  sorrows 

*  To  t';e  realms  of  bligs  soar  upwards  "^ 
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"  0  shall  I,  all-cliunk  with  heaven, 
"lu  the  stars'  pavilion  yonder, 
"  With  the  palm  and  with  the  glory, 
"  Dance  before  the  Master's  throne  ?" 

CAPUT  IX. 

LIKE  the  tongue  as  red  as  scarlet, 
Which  a  swarthy  Freiligrathian 
Moorish  prince  with  scornful  fury 
From  his  sullen  mouth  protruded, 

So  the  moon  from  out  the  gloomy 
Clouds  of  heaven  advanced.    Afar  off 
Cataracts  are  roaring,  sleepless 
And  morosely  through  the  night. 

Atta  Troll  upon  the  summit 

Of  his  fav'rite  rock  stands  lonely, 

Lonely,  and  to  the  abyss 

Downward  howls  he  in  the  nightwind  : 

"  Yes,  I  am  a  bear,  I  am  so, — 

"  Him  ye  christen  shaggy  bear, 

"  Growler,  Isegrim,  and  Bruin, 

"  And  heav'n  knows  how  many  others 

"  Yes,  I  am  a  bear,  I  am  so, 

"  The  uncouth  and  boorish  creature, 

"  I'm  the  awkward  dromedary 

"  Of  your  scorn  and  cruel  laughter. 

"  I'm  the  butt  of  all  your  wit, 

"  I'm  the  bugbear,  with  whose  terrors 

"  Ye  at  night  your  children  frighten, 

"  Human  children,  when  they're  naughty. 

*'  I'm  the  joke  of  all  your  idle 
"  Nurs'ry  stories,  well  I  know  it, 
"  And  I  now  proclaim  it  loudly 
"  To  man's  paltry  world  below, 

•'  Hear  it,  hear  ;  a  bear  am  I, 
"  My  descent  I'm  not  ashamed  of, 
"  But  am  proud  of  it,  as  though  I 
"  Sprang  from  Moses  Mendelssohn !" 


ATTA  TROLL.  283 

CAPUT  X. 
^I^WO  dark  figures,  wild  aud  surly, 
_l-      And  upon  their  all-fours  gliding, 
Force  their  way  across  the  gloomy 
Grove  of  fii-s  at  midnight's  hour. 

This  is  Atta  Troll,  the  father. 
And  his  son,  young  master  one-ear. 
Where  the  wood  grows  somewhat  lighter 
By  the  stone  of  blood  they  halted. 

'  This  old  stone  "— growl'd  Atta  Troll,— 

'  Is  the  altar  where  the  Druids 

'  In  the  days  of  superstition 

'  Human  sacrifices  ofter'd. 

'  0  their  cruelty  accursed ! 

'  All  the  hair  upon  my  back 

'  Bristles  when  I  think  upon  it  ; 

'  Blood  was  pour'd  out  to  God's  honour! 

'  Now  these  men  are  more  enlighten'd, 
'  And  no  longer  kill  each  other 
'  Merely  in  excessive  zeal 
'  For  the  interests  of  heaven. 

'  'Tis  no  longer  pious  fancies, 

'  Madness,  nor  enthusiasm, 

'  But  mere  vanity  and  self-love 

'  Makes  them  now  commit  their  murders, 

'  On  the  good  things  of  the  earth 
'  Eagerly  they're  ever  seizing ; 
'  'Tis  an  endless  round  of  fighting, 
'  For  himself  each  person  stealeth  ! 

'  Yes  !  the  heritage  of  all 
'  Is  the  individual's  booty  ; 

•  Of  tlic  rights,  tlien,  of  possession 
'  Speaks  he,  thinking  of  his  own  ! 

'  Of  his  own  !  Possession's  rights  too  I 
'  0,  the  cruel  theft,  the  lying  ! 
'  None  but  man  could  have  invented 
'  Such  commingled  fraud  aud  madness. 

'  Private  property  was  never 

•  Made  by  Nature  ;  pocketless, 

'  With  no  pockets  in  our  skins,  we 
'  Ev'ry  one  the  world  first  outcrod. 
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Not  a  siuglo  Olio  amongst  us 
At  his  birth  liad  such  a  pocket 
'  In  his  body's  outer  skin, 
"Where  he  might  conceal  his  robb'ries. 
"  Man  alone,  that  smooth-skinn'd  being, 
"  Who  with  foreign  wool  so  nicely 
"  Clothes  himself,  had  e'er  the  sharpness 
"  To  provide  himself  with  pockets. 

"  Pockets  !  They're  as  much  'gainst  nature 
"As  is  private  i)roperty, 
"  As  possession's  rights  themselves  are — 
"  Men  in  fact  are  but  pickpockets ! 

"  Fiercely  hate  1  them  !  My  hatred 
"  Unto  thee,  my  son,  bequeath  I  ; 
"  Here  upon  this  altar  shalt  thou 
"  Swear  to  man  undying  hatred ! 

"  Be  implacably  the  death-foe 
*'  Of  those  wicked  vile  oppressors 
"  To  the  very  end  of  life, — 
"  Swear  it,  swear  it  here,  my  son !" 

And  the  youngster  swore,  as  once  did 
Hannibal.     The  moon,  all  yellow. 
On  the  stone  of  blood  look'd  wildly, 
And  the  pair  of  misanthropes. 
By-and-by  we'll  tell  the  story 
How  the  young  bear  ever  faithful 
To  his  oath  remain'd.     Our  lyre  shall 
In  another  Epic  praise  him. 

As  respects  friend  Atta  Troll, 
We  will  leave  him  for  the  present, 
Presently  to  come  across  him, 
All  the  surer,  with  a  bullet. 

All  thy  stealthy  machinations, 
Traitor  'gainst  man's  majesty. 
Now  at  length  are  terminated, 
And  thy  hour  will  sound  to-morrow  ! 
CAPUT  XI. 

LIKE  some  drowsy  bayaderes 
Look  the  mountains,  standing  shiv'ring 
In  their  snowy  shirts  of  clouds, 
Fluttering  in  the  breeze  of  morijing. 
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Yet  they  sood  become  enlivens 
By  the  sun-god  stripping  from  them 
All  the  veil  that's  hanging  o'er  them 
Lighting  up  their  naked  heauty  ! 

Early  in  the  morn  I  started 
Yv'^ith  Lascaro  on  our  journey 
Bound  to  hunt  the  bear.     At  noonday 
We  arrived  at  Pont  d  Espagne. 

So  they  call  the  bridge  which  leadeth 
Out  of  France  and  into  Spain, 
To  the  land  of  west  barbarians, 
Who're  a  thousand  years  behind  us,-- 

Yes,  a  thousand  years  behind  us 
In  all  modern  civ'lisation  ; 
My  barbarians  to  the  eastward 
But  a  hundred  years  behind  are. 

Slowly,  almost  trembling,  left  I 
France's  sacred  territory. 
Blessed  fatherland  of  freedom 
And  the  women  that  I  love  ! 

On  the  middle  of  the  bridge 
A  poor  Spaniard  sat.     Deep  mis'ry 
Lurk'd  behind  his  tatter'd  mantle, 
Misery  in  his  eyes  was  lurking. 

An  old  crazy  mandoline 
With  his  wither'd  lingers  jiincli'd  he  ; 
Shrill  the  discord  wliicli  re-echoed 
From  the  rocks,  as  in  derision. 

Oftentimes  his  figure  bent  he 
Downward  tow'rd  tlie'  al)yss  with  laughter, 
Tinkling  liar<ler  tlien  tlian  ever, 
While  the  following  words  he  sang  : 

"  In  the  middle  of  my  bosom 
"  Stands  a  little  golden  talde  ; 
"  Hound  the  little  golden  taV)lo 
"  Stand  four  little  golden  chairs. 

"  On  the  golden  cliairs  arc  sitting 
"Little  ladies,  golden  arrows 
'*  In  their  liair, — at  cards  tliey'ro  jilaying, 
"  But  'tis  oidy  Clam  wins. 
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"  As  slie  wins,  slie  laughs  with  slynoss; 

"  Ah  !    within  my  bosom,  Clara, 

"  Thou'lt  be  ev'ry  time  a  winner, 

"  For  thou  boldest  nought  but  trumps." 

Wand'ring  onward,  to  myself  I 
Spoke  :  "  'Tis  singular  that  madness 
"  Sits  and  sings  upon  yon  bridge, 
"  That  from  France  to  Spain  leads  over. 

"  Is  this  madman  but  the  emblem 
"  Of  the  interchange  'mongst  nations 
"  Of  their  thoughts  ?  or  his  own  country's 
"  Wild  and  crazy  title-page  ?" 

We  arrived  not  until  evening 
At  the  wretched  small  posada, 
Where  an  olla-podrida 
In  a  dirty  dish  was  smoking. 

There  I  swallow'd  some  garbanzos, 
Heavy,  large  as  musket-bullets, 
Indigestible  to  Germans, 
Though  to  dumplings  they're  accustom'd 

^it  companion  to  the  cooking 
Was  the  bed.     With  insects  peppcr'd 
It  appear'd.     The  bugs,  alas  !   arc 
Far  the  greatest  foes  of  man. 

Fiercer  than  the  wrath  of  thousand 

riephants,  I  find  the  hatred 

Cf  one  tiny  little  bug, 

When  across  my  bed  it  crawleth. 

One  must  let  them  bite  in  quiet, — 
Tliis  is  bad  enough, — still  more  'tis 
If  one  crushes  them.     The  stink  then 
Keeps  one  all  night  long  in  torment. 
Yes,  the  fiercest  earthly  trouble 
Is  the  fight  with  noxious  vermin, 
Wl  o  a  stench  employ  as  weapons,— 
Is  a  duel  with  a  bug ! 

CAPUT  XII. 

HOW  they  rave,  the  race  of  poets, 
E'en  the  tame  ones,  singing  ever 
And  exclaiming:  "  Nature's  surely 
"  The  Creator's  mighty  temple — 
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"  Is  a  temple  all  whoso  glories 
"  To  our  Maker's  fame  bear  witness, 
"  Sun  and  moon  and  stars  all  hanging 
"  In  its  cupola  as  lamps." 

Well  and  good,  my  worthy  people! 
Yet  confess  that  in  this  temple 
Are  the  staii's  uncomfortable, 
Bad  anil  inconvenient  stairs ! 

All  this  up-and-down-stairs  going, 
Mountain-climbing  and  this  jumping 
Over  rocks  is  very  tiring 
To  the  legs  as  well  as  spirit. 

Close  beside  me  walk'd  Lascaro, 
Pale  and  lanky,  like  a  taper  ; 
Never  spoke  he,  never  laugh'd  he, 
He,  the  dead  son  of  the  sorc'ress. 

Yes,  'tis  said  that  he's  a  dead  man, 
Dead  long  since,  but  yet  his  mother 
Old  Uraca's  magic  science 
Kept  him  living  in  ai^pearance. — • 

That  accursed  temple-staircase ! 
It  exceeds  my  comprehension 
How  my  neck  escaped  from  breaking, 
Stmnbling  o'er  a  precipice. 

How  the  cataracts  were  shrieking  ! 
How  the  tcmj)cst  flogg'd  tlic  iir-trces 
Till  they  howl'd!     The  clouds  began  t(yj 
Crashing  suddenly — bad  weather  ! 

In  a  little  fishing  cottage 
By  tlie  Lac-dc-Gobe  soon  found  we 
Shelter  and  some  trout  for  luncheon  : 
Most  delicious  were  the  latter. 

In  an  arm-chair  was  reclining, 
1 11  and  gi-ey,  the  ferryman  ; 
On  him  his  two  pretty  nieces, 
Like  a  pair  of  angels,  waited. 

Stoutish  angels,  rather  Flemish, 
Seeming  from  a  frame  descended 
Of  a  Kubens  ;  gold  tlicir  tresses, 
Full  of  health  their  eyes,  and  liquid. 
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Tlicir  vermilion  cheeks  were  dimpled, 

Witli  a  secret  slyness  in  them  ; 

Strong  their  limbs  were,  and  voluiDtuoiia, 

Giving  pleasure  to  the  fancy. 

Dear,  affectionate  young  creatures, 

Keeping  up  a  sweet  discussion, 

As  to  which  drink  would  be  relish'd 

Most  of  all  by  their  sick  uncle. 

If  the  one  the  cup  should  bring  him 
Full  of  well-boil'd  linden  blossoms, 
Then  the  other  hastes  to  feed  him 
With  an  elder-flow'r  decoction. 
"  I'll  not  drink  of  either  of  them," 
Cried  impatiently  the  old  man ; 
"  Fetch  some  wine,  that  I  may  offer 
"  To  my  guests  some  better  drink !" 

"Whether  it  was  wine  they  gave  me 
At  the  Lac-de-Gobe,  I  really 
Cannot  say.     Methinks  in  Brunswick 
By  the  name  of  Alum  they'd  call  it. 

Of  the  very  best  black  goat-sk!u 
Was  the  wine-skin,  stinking  foully  ; 
Yet  the  old  man  drank  with  pleasure, 
And  he  seem'd  quite  well  and  joyous. 

He  recounted  the  achievements 
Of  the  smugglers  and  banditti 
Merrily  and  freely  living 
In  the  Pyrenean  forests. 

Many  old  traditions  also 
Well  he  knew  ;  amongst  the  others 
Were  the  battles  of  the  giants 
With  the  bears  in  times  primeval. 

Yes,  the  bears  then  and  the  giants 
Struggled  fiercely  for  the  mast'ry 
Of  these  mountains  and  these  valley*. 
Ere  by  man  they  were  discovcr'd. 

^ut  when  man  arrived,  the  giants 
Fled  away  from  out  the  country 
Stupified,  for  little  brains 
Ajrc  contain'd  in  beads  gigantic. 
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And  'tis  said  the  silly  fellov/s, 
On  arriving  at  the  ocean, 
And  observing  how  the  heavens 
In  its  azure  depths  were  mirror'd, 

Cleverly  supposed  the  ocean 

To  be  heaven,  and  plunged  down  in  it, 

Full  of  godlike  confidence, 

And  were  drowTi'd,  the  whole  together 

As  respects  the  bears,  however. 
They  are  gi'adually  being 
Kill'd  by  man,  their  numbers  yearly 
In  the  mountain  still  decreasing. 

"  Thus  on  earth"  cxclaim'd  the  (^Id  maii, 
"  One  gives  place  unto  another, 
"  And  when  men  are  put  an  end  to, 
"  Then  the  dwarfs  will  be  the  masters. 

"  Yes,  the  clever  little  people, 
"  Who  the  moimtain's  womb  inhabit, 
"  'Monast  the  golden  mines  of  riches 
"  Digging  and  collecting  nimbly. 

"  How  they  from  their  hiding-places 
"With  their  small  sly  lieads  keep  peeping  I 
'•  Oft  I've  seen  them  in  the  moonlight, 
"  And  then  trembled  at  the  futui'c ; 

"  At  the  power  their  gold  will  give  them  ; 
"  Ah,  I  fear  lest  our  descendants 
"  Fly  for  refuge,  like  the  stupid 
"  Giants,  to  the  watery  heaven  !" 

CAPUT  XI ir. 

IN  the  black  and  roL-l;y  caldron 
licst  the  waters  deep  of  ocean  ; 
Stars,  all  pale  and  melancholy, 
Peci)  from  heaven.     Night  reigns,  and  silcnco. 

Night  and  silence.     Oars  are  moving. 
Like  a  Kplashing  wondrous  secret 
Floats  the  bark.      The  old  man's  niocoa 
Play  the  part  of  fen-ymcn, 

u 
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Joyously  and  nimbly  rowing  ; 
Ofttimes  glisten  in  the  darkness 
Their  stout  naked  arms,  illumined 
By  the  stars, — their  great  blue  eyes,  too. 

By  my  side  Lascaro  sitting 

Is  as  pale  and  mute  as  usual. 

And  the  fearful  thought  shoots  through  ine; 

Is  he  but  a  very  corpse  then  ? 

I  myself, — am  I  dead  also, 
And  embarking  on  my  journey 
With  my  ghostly  comrades  by  me 
To  the  chilly  realm  of  shadows  ? 

And  this  lake,  can  it  be  Styx's 
Gloomy  flood  ?     Has  Proserpina, 
In  default  of  Charon's  presence, 
Sent  her  waiting-maids  to  fetch  me  ? 

No !  I  am  not  yet  departed 
And  extinguish'd ;  in  my  spirit 
Is  the  living  flame  of  life  still 
Glowing,  blazing  and  exulting. 

And  these  maidens,  gaily  pulling 
At  their  oars,  and  o'er  me  splashing 
With  the  water  dripping  from  them, 
Full  of  merriment  and  laughter, — 

These  two  fresh  and  sprightly  damsels 
Are  most  certainly  not  ghostly 
Chambermaids  in  hell  residing, 
Waiting-maids  of  Proserpina ! 

That  1  might  be  fully  certain 
Of  their  upper-worldlincss, 
And  by  practical  experience 
Ascertain  my  own  existence, 

Hastily  my  lips  applied  I 
To  their  rosy  cheeks'  soft  dimples. 
And  then  framed  this  syllogism  : 
Yes,  I  kiss,  and  so  I'm  living  ! 

When  we  reach'd  the  shore,  again  I 
Kiss'd  the  pair  of  kindly  maidens  ; 
In  this  coin,  and  no  other, 
Would  they  take  the  passage -money. 
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CAPUT  XIV. 

T^''IOLET-COLOUE'D  mountain  summits 
T      Smile  from  out  the  sunny  gold-ground  ; 
To  the  slope  a  village  clingeth, 
Seeming  like  a  daring  bird's  nest. 
When  I  climb'd  up  to  it,  foimd  I 
That  the  old  ones  all  had  flown, 
And  that  none  were  now  remaining 
Save  the  young,  who  could  not  fly  yet ; 
Pretty  boys,  and  little  maidens. 
Almost  hidden  in  their  scarlet 
Or  white  woollen  caps,  whilst  jilaying 
At  a  marriage,  in  the  market. 

Still  they  play'd  regardless  of  me, 
And  I  saw  how  the  enamour 'd 
Mouse-prince  knelt  pathetically 
To  the  fair  cat-emperor's  daughter. 

Poor  young  prince  !     Alas !   he's  married 
To  the  beauty.     She  morosely 
Wrangles,  bites  him,  and  then  cats  him; 
When  he's  dead,  the  game  is  over. 
Almost  all  the  day  I  lingerd 
With  the  children,  and  we  chatted 
Like  old  friends.     They  fain  would  ask  raa 
Who  I  was,  and  what  my  business. 

"  Dear  young  friends,  my  native  country 
"  Is  call'd  Germany,"  I  told  them  : 
"  Bears  are  found  there  in  abundance, 
"  And  my  business  is  bear-hunting. 

"  Tliere  I've  torn  the  skin  from  many 
"  Of  their  bearish  cars,  and  sometimes 
"  Found  myself  full  sorely  handled 
"  By  the  paws  of  Master  Bruin. 

"  Yet  with  ill-lick'd  doltards  daily 
"  I  was  forced  to  kceji  on  wrangling 
"  In  my  own  dear  home,  and  found  it 
"  Get  at  lengtli  beyond  all  bearing. 

"  And  accordingly  here  came  I, 
"  Some  more  noble  prey  desiring, 
"  And  I  fain  would  try  my  f  irces 
«  'Gainst  the  mighty  Atta  Troll. 
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"  He's  a  uoble  adversary, 
"  Wortliy  of  me.     Ah  !  I  often 
"  Have  in  Germany  been  victor, 
'•  Wlien  my  victory  ashamed  mc." 

When  I  took  my  leave,  around  mo 
Danced  the  pi'ctty  little  beings 
In  a  rondo,  whilst  thus  sang  tliey  : 
"  Gii-offlino,  Girofflcttc  !" 

Full  of  charming  impudence 
Stepp'd  at  last  the  youngest  tow'rds  nie, 
Bowing  lowly  twice,  thrice,  four  times. 
While  with  pleasing  voice  thus  sang  sho  • 

"  When  the  king  I  chance  to  meet  with, 
"  Then  I  make  him  two  low  curtsies  ; 
"  When  the  qaocn  I  chance  to  meet  with, 
"  Then  1  make  her  cm-tsies  three. 

"  But  whene'er  the  devil  happens 

"  With  his  horns  to  come  across  me, 

"  Then  I  curtsey  twice,  thrice,  fom*  times— 

"  Girofflino,  Girofflette  !" 

"  Girofflino,  Girofflette  !" 
Sang  the  chorus,  and  with  bant'ring 
Round  my  legs  kej^t  gaily  whirling 
With  their  circling  dance  and  sing-song. 

Whilst  descending  to  the  valley 
That  sweet  echo  still  pursued  me 
Evermoi'e,  like  birds'  soft  clurjiing  : 
"Girofflino,  Girofflette!" 

CArUT  XV. 

ROCKY  blocks,  of  size  gigantic, 
All-misshapen  and  distorted, 
Gaze  upon  me  like  fierce  monsters 
Turn'd  to  stone,  from  times  primeval. 

Strange  the  sight !     Grey  clouds  are  hov'ring 
High  above  me,  like  their  double  ; 
Tlioy're  the  pallid  counterfeit 
Of  those  wild  and  stony  iigurec 
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In  the  distance  roars  the  streamlet. 

And  the  wind  howls  thi-ough  the  fii*-trcc8  ; 

'Tis  a  noise  inexorable, 

And  as  wretched  as  despair. 

Solitude  most  terrible  I 

Troops  of  jackdaws  black  are  sitting 

On  the  batter 'd  crumbling  fir-trees, 

Fluttering  with  their  lame  wings  strangely. 

Close  beside  me  goes  Lascaro, 

Pale  and  silent, — I  myself,  too, 

Looking  like  incarnate  madness, 

With  grim  death  as  my  comj^anion. 

Wild  and  wretched  is  the  country  ; 

Lies  it  'ncath  a  ciu-se  ?     Mcthinks  I 

(Jn  the  roots  of  yonder  stunted 

Tree  can  marks  of  blood  discover. 

It  o'ershadoweth  a  cottage. 

Which  is  modestly  half-hidden 

In  the  earth  ;  with  meek  entreaty 

Seems  its  thatch  to  gaze  upon  thee. 

They  who  this  poor  cot  inhabit 

Are  Cagofg*  surviving  relics 

Of  a  race  that  deep  in  darkness 

Lives  a  sad  despised  existence. 

In  the  hearts  of  the  Biscayans 

Still  is  rooted  fast  the  loathing 

Of  Cagots,  dark  heritage 

From  dark  days  of  superstition. 

In  Bagnorcs  cathedral  even 

Is  a  narrow  grated  entrance  ; 

This,  tlie  sacristan  inform'd  mc. 

Was  the  door  Cagots  went  in  at. 

Once  to  them  all  other  ingress 

To  tlie  churcli  was  interdicted, 

And  by  stcaltli  they  had  to  enter 

In  God's  holy  house,  like  felons. 

There,  upon  a  lowly  footstool. 

Sat  the  jioor  Cagots,  and  pray'd  tlicro 

All  alone, — as  thougli  infected, 

Sevcr'd  from  the  congregation. 

*  A  rac(>.  not  unlike  the  Cr'Ainn. 


29-1  flEINES   POEMS. 

But  tliG  consecrated  tapers 
Of  this  centm-y  flare  brightly, 
A^-i  their  lustre  scares  the  evil 
SL.^dows  of  the  middle  ages ! 

So  outside  remained  Lascaro, 
Whilst  I  the  Cagot's  poor  cottage 
Enter'd,  and  my  hand  extended 
Kindly  to  my  suff'ring  brother. 

And  I  also  kiss'd  his  infant, 
Who,  close-clinging  to  the  bosom 
Of  his  wife,  suck'd  greedily, 
Looking  like  a  sickly  spider. 

CAPUT  XVI. 

WHEN  thou  see'st  yon  mountain  suiumite 
From  a  distance,  they  are  gleaming 
As  though  deck'd  with  gold  and  purple, 
Proud  and  princely  in  the  sunlight. 

But  when  close  at  hand,  this  splendour 

Vanishes,  and,  as  in  other 

Earthly  loveliness  and  glory, 

'Tis  the  play  of  lights  deceived  thee. 

What  to  theo  seem'd  gold  and  purple 
Is,  alas !  but  common  snow, 
Common  snow,  which,  pale  and  wretched, 
Lives  a  weary  life  and  lonely. 

Just  above  me  heard  I  plainly 
How  the  hapless  snow  was  crackling, 
To  the  heartless  cold  winds  telling 
All  the  tale  of  its  white  sorrows. 

"  0,  how  slowly  pass  here,"  sigh'd  it, 
"  In  the  desert  waste  the  hours! 
"  0  these  hours  that  seem  quite  endless, 
"  Like  eternities  hard  frozen ! 

"  Hapless  snow !     0  had  I  only, 

"  'Stead  of  on  these  mountain  summits, 

•'  Fallen  into  yonder  valley, 

«  Yonder  vale,  where  flow'rs  are  blooming, 
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**  Then  sliould  I  liavc  softly  melted, 
*'  And  become  a  brook,  whilst  fairest 
"  Village  maidens  in  my  waters 
"  Would  have  washed  their  smiling  facoa. 

*'  Yes,  perchance  I  should  have  floated 
"  To  the  ocean,  there  becoming 
"  Some  fair  pearl,  and  so  be  destin'd 
"  To  adorn  a  monarch's  crown !" 

When  I  heard  this  pretty  language. 
Said  I :  "  Darling  snow,  I'm  doubtful 
"  Whether  such  a  brilliant  futm-e 
"  Would  have  met  thee  in  the  valley. 

"  Comfort  take  !  But  few  amongst  you 
"  Turn  to  pearls  ;  thou  wouldst  have  fallen 
"  Probably  in  some  small  puddle, 
"  And  become  a  piece  of  dirt !" 

Whilst  I  in  this  friendly  fashion 
With  the  snow  held  conversation, 
Came  a  shot,  and  from  above  me 
Fell  to  earth  a  tawny  vulture. 

'Twas  a  joke  of  friend  Lascaro, 
Sportsman's  joke ;  and  yet  his  fcatiu'os 
Still  continued  fix'd  and  solemn, 
His  gun-barrel  only  smoking. 

He  in  silence  tore  a  feather 
From  the  bird's  tail,  and  then  stuck  it 
On  the  top  of  his  peak'd  felt-hat, 
And  then  hasten'd  on  as  usual. 

Wellnigh  ghostly  'twas  to  see  him, 
As  his  shadow  with  the  feather 
On  the  white  snow  of  the  mountain, 
Bliick  and  long,  was  onward  moving. 

CArUl'  XVII. 

LIKE  a  street  there  runs  a  valley. 
Known  by  name  of  Spirit-Hollow ; 
Kugged  cliffs  on  either  side  oft 
Eiso  to  giddy  elevation. 
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On  tLe  widest,  steepest  slope  there, 
Peers  Uraca's  daring  cottage 
Like  a  watch-tow'r  o'er  the  valley  ; 
Thither  follow'd  I  Lascaro. 

With  his  mother  held  he  counsel 

In  mysterious  signal-language, 

As  to  how  great  Atta  Troll 

Might  be  Lest  allur'd  and  vanquish'd. 

For  we  had  explored  his  traces 
Carefully,  and  he  no  longer 
Could  escape  us.     Now  are  numhcr'd, 
Atta  Troll,  thy  days  on  earth ! 

As  to  whether  old  Uraca 
Was  in  truth  a  mighty  witch 
Of  distinction,  as  the  people 
In  the  Pyrenees  asserted, 

I'll  not  ventiire  to  determine  ; 
This  much  know  I,  her  exterior 
Was  suspicioiis,  and  suspicious 
Was  her  red  eyes'  constant  dripping. 

Evil  was  her  look,  and  squinting, 
And  the  poor  cows  ('tis  reported) 
Whom  she  look'd  on,  in  their  udders 
Had  the  milk  dried  suddenly. 

It  is  even  said  that  many 
Fatted  swine  and  strongest  oxen 
She  had  put  to  death,  by  merely 
Stroking  with  her  wither'd  hands. 

She  at  times  for  such  offences 
Was  exposed  to  accusations 
To  the  justice.     But  the  latter 
Was  a  follower  of  Voltaire, 

Just  a  modern,  shallow  worldling, 
Void  of  faith  and  penetration. 
And  the'  accusers  sceptically 
Were  dismiss'd,  wellnigh  with  insult. 

Publicly  Uraca  follow'd 

Quite  an  honest  occupation. 

Namely,  selling  mountain-simples 

And  stuffd  birds  to  those  who  sought  them. 
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Full  her  cottage  was  of  suclilike 
Curiosities,  and  frightful 
Was  the  smell  of  fungi  in  it, 
Cuckoo -flow'rs  and  elderberries. 

There  was  quite  a  fine  collection 
Of  the  vulture  tribe  display'd  there, 
With  their  wings  extended  fully, 
And  their  monstrous  beaks  projecting. 

Was't  the  strange  plants'  smell  that  mounted 
To  my  head  and  stupified  me  ? 
Wondrous  feelings  stole  across  me, 
As  I  gazed  upon  those  birds. 

They're  perchance  enchanted  mortals, 
Who,  by  magic  art  o'erpower'd, 
To  the  wretched  stuff'd  condition 
Of  poor  birds  have  been  converted. 

Fixedly  they  gaze  upon  me, 
Sadly,  yet  with  much  impatience ; 
Often  they  appear  to  throw 
Tow'rd  the  witch  shy  glances  also. 

But  the  latter,  old  Uraca, 
Close  beside  her  son  Lascaro 
Cowers  in  the  chinmey  corner, 
Melting  lead  and  casting  bullets,— 

Bullets  that  by  fate  are  destined 
To  destroy  poor  Atta  Troll. 
How  the  flames  with  hasty  motion 
Quiver  o'er  the  witch's  features ! 

She  incessantly  keeps  moving 
Her  thin  lips,  but  nothing  says  she; 
Mutters  she  the  witches'  blessing, 
That  the  casting  be  successful  V 

Oft  she  chuckles  and  oft  nods  she 
To  licr  son,  but  lie  continues 
Earnestly  his  occupation. 
And  as  silently  as  Death. 

Swelt'ring  'neath  my  awe-struck  feelings. 
To  the  window  Wfiit  T.  seeking 
For  fresh  air,  and  then  look'd  downward 
O'er  t]io  valley  fw  bfdow  mo. 
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What  I  saw  on  that  occasion 
'Twccii  the  hours  of  twelve  and  one, 
I  will  faithfully  and  neatly 
Toll  you  in  the  following  chapters. 

CAPUT  XVIII. 

AND  it  was  the  time  of  full  moon 
On  St.  John  the  Baptist's  evening, 
When  the  wild  hunt's  apparition 
Rush'd  along  the  Spirit-Hollow. 

From  the  window  of  Uraca's 
Witchlike  hut  I  excellently 
Could  observe  the  spirit-army 
As  it  sped  along  the  valley. 

Capital  the  place  I  stood  in 
For  observing  what  was  passing  ; 
I  enjoy 'd  a  full  sight  of  the 
Grave-arisen  dead  men's  pastime. 

Cracking  whips,  and  shouts  and  halloing, 
Yelping  dogs  and  neighing  liorses, 
Notes  of  hunting-horns  and  laughter, 
How  they  joyously  re-echoed  ! 

On  in  front  by  way  of  vanguard 
llan  the  wondrous  game  they  hunted, 
Stag  and  sow,  in  herds  enormous, 
With  the  pack  of  hounds  behind  them. 

Huntsmen  out  of  every  region 
And  of  every  age  were  gather'd  ; 
Hard  by  Nimrod  of  Assyria, 
For  example,  rode  Charles  X — . 

High  upon  their  snowy  horses 
On  they  rush'd  ;  on  foot  there  follow 'd 
The  piqueurs,  the  leashes  holding, 
And  the  pages  with  the  torches. 

Many  in  the  wild  procession 
Secm'd  to  me  well-known.     The  horseman 
In  the  golden  glist'ning  armour, — 
Was  he  not  the  srreat  Xing'  Arthur  ? 
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And  Sir  Ogier,  lie  of  Denmark, 
Wore  lie  not  liis  green  and  glancing 
Coat  of  ringed  mail,  that  gave  liim 
All  the'  appearance  of  a  frog  ? 

In  the  long  train  also  saw  I 
Many  intellectual  heroes ; 
There  I  recognized  our  Wolfgang, 
By  his  eyes'  exceeding  lustre. 

Being  damn'd  by  Hengstenbcrg, 
In  his  grave  he  cannot  slumber, 
But  his  earthly  love  for  hunting 
With  the  heathen  throng  continues. 
By  his  mouth's  sweet  smile  I  also 
Knew  again  the  worthy  William,* 
Whom  the  Puritans  had  likewise 
Cursed  with  bitterness  ;  this  sinner 

Needs  must  join  at  night  that  savago 
Army,  on  a  black  steed  mounted  ; 
On  an  ass,  and  close  beside  him 
Rode  a  man, — and,  0  good  hoavens, 
By  his  weary,  praying  gestures, 
By  his  pious  snow-white  nightcap. 
By  his  grief  of  soul,  I  straightway 
Knew  our  old  friend,  Francis  Horn ! 

Just  for  writing  commentaries 
On  the  world-child  Shakesp(;ar,  must  ho 
After  death,  jioor  fellow,  Avith  him 
Hide  amidst  the  wild  hunt's  tumult! 
Ah !  he  now  must  ride,  poor  Francis, 
Who  to  Avalk  was  well-nigh  frighten 'd ; 
Wlio  ne'er  moved,  except  when  praying, 
Or  when  chatting  o'er  the  tea-tray  I 

Would  not  all  the  aged  maidens, 
Long  accustomed  to  caress  him. 
Shudder  if  they  came  to  hear  that 
Francis  was  a  savago  huntsman ! 

When  he  breaks  into  a  gallop. 
The  great  William  with  derision 
Looks  on  liispoor  commentator 
Who  at  d(jii]tf!y's  pace  goes  after, 
•  Slmkespcar. 
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Helplessly  and  wildly  clinging 
To  tlie  pommel  of  his  donkey, 
Yet  in  death  as  well  as  lifetime 
Following  faithfully  his  author. 

Many  ladies  saw  I  also 

In  the  spirits'  wild  procession, 

Many  beauteous  nymphs  amongst  them 

With  their  slender,  youthful  figures. 

They  astraddle  sat  their  horses, 
Mythologically  naked ; 
Yet  their  long  and  curling  tresses 
Fell  low  down,  like  golden  mantles. 

Garlands  on  their  heads  they  carried, 
And  with  saucy  backward-bending 
Supercilious  wanton  postures 
Leafy  wands  kej)t  ever  swinging. 

Hard  beside  them  saw  I  certain 
Closely-button'd  dames  on  horseback 
On  their  ladies'  saddles  sitting 
With  their  falcons  on  their  fists. 

As  in  i^arody  behind  them 
On  their  knackers,  lanky  ponies, 
Rode  a  troop  of  gay  bedizcn'd 
Women,  looking  like  comedians. 

Full  of  bca^^ty  were  their  features, 
But  perchance  a  little  bold  ; 
Madly  were  they  shouting  with  their 
Cheeks  so  full  and  wanton-painted. 

How  they  joyously  re-echoed, 
Notes  of  hunting-horns  and  laughter, 
Yelping  dogs  and  neighing  horses, 
Cracking  whips  and  shouts  and  halloing 

CAPUT  XIX. 

BUT,  resembling  beauty's  trefijil. 
In  the  midst  of  the  ])rocesEiou 
Figures  three  I  noticed ;  ne'er  1 
Can  forget  those  lovely  women. 
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^sily  tlic  first  one  knew  I 
Bj  the  crescent  on  her  forehead ; 
Like  a  statue  jiurc,  ail-proudly 
Onward  rode  the  mighty  goddess. 

High  up-turn'd  appear'd  her  tunic, 
Half  her  breast  and  hip  disclosing  ; 
Torchlight,  moonlight  both  were  playing 
Gaily  round  her  snowy  members. 

White  as  marble  were  her  features, 
Cold  as  marble  too  ;  and  fearful 
Was  the  numbness  and  the  paleness 
Of  that  face,  so  stern  and  noble. 

Yet  within  her  black  eye  plainly 
Terribly  but  sweetly  sparkled 
A  mysterious,  glowing  fire, 
Spirit-dazzling  and  consuming. 

O.  how  alter' d  was  Diana 
Who,  with  haughty  chastity, 
To  a  stag  once  turn'd  Acteou, 
And  as  prey  to  dogs  abandon'd ! 

Does  slie  expiate  this  crime  now 
Join'd  to  these  gallant  companions? 
Like  a  wretched  spectral  creature 
Nightly  through  the  air  she  travels. 

Late,  indeed,  but  all  the  stronger 
She  to  thoughts  of  lust  awakens, 
And  within  her  eyes  'tis  burning, 
Like  a  very  brand  of  hell. 

All  the  lost  time  now  laments  she, 
When  mankind  were  far  more  liaudsorae 
And  by  cpiantity  perchance  she 
Now  makes  uj)  for  quality. 

Close  beside  her  rode  a  beauty 
Whose  fair  fi^iitures  were  not  chis'^ll'd 
In  such  Gn^cian  muuld,  yet  glisteu'd 
With  the  Celtic  race's  charms. 

This  one  was  the  fay  Al)unde, 
Whom  I  easily  distinijuisird 
By  the  sweetness  of  hur  smile, 
And  her  mad  and  hearty  laughter! 
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Hale  and  rosy  were  her  features, 
As  though  limn'd  by  Master  Greuze ; 
Heart-shaped  was  her  mouth,  and  open, 
Showing  teeth  of  dazzling  whiteness. 

Night-dress  blue  and  flutt'ring  wore  she, 
That  the  wind  to  lift  attempted  ; 
Even  in  my  brightest  visions 
Never  saw  I  such  fair  shoulders ! 

Scarcely  could  I  keep  from  springing 
Out  of  window  to  embrace  them  ; 
HI  should  I  have  fared,  however, 
For  my  neck  should  I  have  broken. 

She,  alas !  would  but  have  titter'd 
If  before  her  feet,  all-bleeding, 
In  the  deep  abyss  I  tumbled, — ■ 
Ah  !  a  laugh  like  this  well  know  1 1 

And  the  third  of  those  fair  women, 
Who  so  deeply  stirr'd  thy  bosom, — 
Was  she  but  a  female  devil 
Like  the  other  two  fii'st  mention 'd  ? 

Whether  devil  she  or  angel, 
Know  I  not ;  in  case  of  women 
One  knows  never  where  the  angel 
Ceases,  and  the  deuce  commences. 

On  her  glowing  sickly  features 
Lay  an  oriental  charm, 
And  her  costly  robes  reminded 
Of  Schehezerade's  sweet  stories. 

Soft  her  lips,  just  like  pomegranates, 
And  her  nose  a  bending  lily, 
And  her  members  cool  and  slender 
As  the  palms  in  the  oasis. 

On  a  snowy  palfrey  sat  she, 
Whose  gold  bridle  by  two  negroes 
Was  conducted,  who  on  foot 
By  the  princess'  side  were  walking. 

And  in  truth  she  was  a  princess, 
Was  the  queen  of  far  Judaea, 
Was  the  lovely  wife  of  Herod, 
Who  the  Baptist's  haad  demanded. 
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For  tKis  deed  of  blood  slie  also 
Was  accurs'd,  and  as  a  spectre 
"With  tho  wild  hunt  must  keep  riding, 
Even  to  the  day  of  judgment. 

In  her  bands  she  evermore 
Bears  the  charger  with  tho  Baptist's 
Head  upon  it,  which  she  kisses, — 
Yes,  the  head  she  kisses  wihllj. 

For  she  once  loved  John  the  Baptist ; 
In  the  Bible  'tis  not  written, 
Yet  in  popular  tradition 
Lives  Herodias'  bloody  love. 

Otherwise  there's  no  explaining 

That  strange  fancy  of  the  lady,— 

Would  a  woman  ever  ask  for 

That  man's  head  for  whom  she  cared  nut  ? 

She  was  somewhat  angry,  may  be, 
With  him, — had  him,  too,  beheaded  ; 
But  when  she  upon  the  charger 
Saw  the  much-loved  head  lie  lifeless, 

Sore  she  wejDt,  and  lost  her  senses, 
And  she  died  of  love's  delirium. 
(Love's  delirium !     Pleonasm ! 
Love  must  always  be  dolii-ium  !) 

Every  night  arising,  bears  she 
As  I've  said,  the  bloody  head 
In  her  liand  as  she  goes  huntiug. 
Yet  with  foolish  woman's  fancy 

She  at  times  the  head  hurls  froin  licr 
Through  tho  air,  witli  childisli  laughter. 
And  then  catches  it  again 
Very  nimbly,  like  a  plaything. 

And  as  she  was  riding  by  me. 
On  me  look'd  she,  and  she  nodded 
So  coqucttislily  and  fondly. 
That  my  inuKJst  hoart  was  shaken, 

Tliree  times  up  and  do\vnward  moving 
Tlie  procession  pass'd,  and  tlirec  times 
])i(l  the  lovely  ap^mrition 
Greet  me,  as  she  rode  before  mo. 
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Wbeu  tlic  train  at  last  bad  faded, 
And  the  tumult  was  extinguisli'd, 
Still  that  loving  salutation 
Glow'd  within  my  inmost  brain. 

And  throughout  the  livelong  night 
I  my  weary  limbs  kcjit  tossing 
On  the  straw  (for  feather  beas 
Were  not  in  Uraca's  cottage), 

And  methought :  What  meaning  was  there 
In  that  strange,  mysterious  nodding  ^ 
Wherefore  didst  thou  gaze  upon  mo 
AVith  such  tenderness,  Herodias  ? 


T 


CAPUT  XX. 
WAS  the  sunrise.     Golden  arrows 


Shot  against  the  white  mist  licrcely, 
Which  turn'd  red,  as  though  sore  wounded, 
And  in  light  and  glory  melted. 

Finally  the  victory's  won, 
And  the  day,  the  triumpbator, 
Stood,  in  full  and  beaming  splendour, 
On  the  summit  of  the  mountain. 

All  the  birds  in  noisy  chorus 
Twitter'd  in  their  secret  nests, 
And  a  smell  of  herbs  arose  too. 
Like  a  concert  of  sweet  odours. 

At  the  earliest  dawn  of  morning 
To  the  valley  we  descended, 
And  whilst  friend  Lascaro  foliov/d 
On  the  traces  of  the  bear, 

I  the  time  to  kill  attempted 
With  my  thoughts,  and  yet  this  thiiildug 
Made  me  at  the  last  quite  weary, 
And  a  little  mournful  even. 

Weary,  then,  and  mournful  sank  1 
On  the  soft  moss-bank  beside  me. 
Under  yonder  mighty  ash-tree, 
Where  the  little  streamlet  flow'd, 
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'Which,  with  its  mysterious  plashing 
So  mysteriously  befool'd  me, 
That  all  thoughts  and  power  of  thinking 
From  my  spirit  pass'd  away. 

And  a  raging  yearning  seized  me 
For  a  dream,  for  death,  for  madness, 
For  that  woman-rider,  whom  I 
In  the  spirit-march  had  seen. 

O  ye  lovely  nightly  faces, 
Scared  away  by  beams  of  morning, 
Tell  me,  whither  have  ye  fleeted  ? 
Tell  mo,  where  ye  dwell  at  daytime '? 

Under  olden  temples'  ruins, 

Far  away  in  the  Romagna 

(So  'tis  said)  Diana  refuge 

Seeks  by  day  from  Christ's  dominion. 

Only  in  the  midnight  darkness 
From  her  hiding  place  she  ventures, 
And  rejoices  in  the  chase 
With  her  heathenish  companions. 

And  the  beauteous  fay  Abimde 
Of  the  Xazarenes  is  fearful, 
And  tbrougliout  the  day  she  lingers 
Safe  within  her  Avalun. 

This  fair  island  lies  deep-hidden 
Far  off,  in  the  silent  ocean 
Of  romanc'?,  that  none  can  reach  save 
On  the  fabled  horse's  pinions. 

Never  there  casts  care  its  anclior, 
Never  there  appears  a  steamer, 
Full  of  wonder-seeking  blDckheads, 
With  tubacco-inpes  in  mouth. 

Never  reaches  there  the  languid 
Sound  of  bells,  so  dull  and  tedious, — 
That  ineossaiit  bim-bom  clatter 
Which  the  fairies  so  detest. 

1'hcre,  in  never-troubled  pleasure, 
And  in  youth  eternal  blooming, 
Still  resides  the  joyous  lady, 
Our  blond  dame,  tJic  fay  Abunde, 
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Laughingly  licr  walks  there  takes  ahb 
Under  lofty  heliotropes, 
With  her  talking  train  beside  her. 
World-departed  Paladins. 

Well,  and  thou,  Herodias,  prythee 
Say  where  art  thou  ?     Ah,  I  know  it, 
Thou  art  dead,  and  licst  buried 
By  the  town  Jerusalem  ! 

Stiffly  sleeps  by  day  thy  body. 
In  its  marble  coffin  prison'd  ; 
Yet  the  cracking  whips  and  halloing 
Waken  thee  at  midnight's  hour, 

And  the  wild  array  thou  followcst 
With  Diana  and  Abunde, 
With  thy  merry  hunting  comrades. 
Who  hold  cross  and  pain  detested. 

O  what  sweet  society  ! 
Could  I  hunt  with  you  by  night-timo 
Through  the  forests  !     By  thy  side 
Always  would  I  ride,  Herodias  ! 

For  'tis  thee  I  love  the  dearest ! 
More  than  yonder  Grecian  goddess, 
More  than  yonder  Northern  fairy, 
Love  I  thee,  thou  Jewess  dead  ! 

Yes,  I  love  thee  !     Well  I  know  it 
By  the  trembling  of  my  spirit ; 
Love  thou  me,  and  be  my  darling. 
Sweet  Herodias,  beauteous  woman 

I'm  the  yery  knight  thou  w^antest  ! 
Little  truly  it  concerns  me 
That  thou'rt  dead  and  damn'd  already, 
For  I'm  free  from  prejudices. 

My  own  happiness  'tis  only 
That  concerns  me,  and  at  times  I 
Feel  inclined  to  doubt  if  truly 
To  the  living  I  belong ! 

Take  me  as  thy  knight,  I  pray  thee. 
As  thy  Cavalier  servente. 
And  thy  mantle  will  I  carry 
And  e'en  all  thy  whims  put  up  with. 
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Every  nigLt  I'll  ride  beside  thee, 
With  the  a,rvaj  wild  caroeriug  ; 
Merrily  we'll  talk  and  laugh  then 
At  my  frenzied  conversation. 

Thus  the  time  I'll  shorten  for  thco 
In  the  night ;  but  yet  by  day-time 
All  our  joy  will  fly,  and  weeping 
On  that  gi'ave  I'll  take  my  seat. 

Yes,  I'll  sit  by  day-time  weeping 
On  the  regal  vault's  sad  ruins, 
On  the  grave  of  thee,  my  loved  one, 
By  the  town  Jerusalem. 

Aged  Jews,  who  chance  to  pass  me, 
Then  will  surely  think  I'm  sorrovring 
For  the  temple's  desolation. 
And  the  town  Jerusalem. 

CAPUT  xxr. 

ARGONAUTS  without  a  ship. 
Who  on  foot  the  mountain  visit, 
And  instead  of  golden  fleeces 
Aim  at  nothing  but  a  bear's  skin, — ■ 

We're,  alas  !  poor  devils  only, 
Heroes  of  a  modern  fashion, 
And  no  classic  poet  ever 
Will  in  song  immortalize  us. 

Yet  we  notwithstanding  suifcr'd 
Serious  hardships  !  0  wliat  rain 
Fell  upon  us  on  the  summit. 
Where  no  tree  or  hackney-coach  was ! 

Fierce  the  storm,  its  bonds  were  broken. 

And  in  buckets  it  descended  ; 

Jason  surely  was  at  Colchis 

Never  drench'd  in  such  a  show'r-baib ! 

"  An  umbrella!  Cilladly  would  I 
'•  Give  you  six-and-thirty  kings* 
"  For  tlic  loan  of  one  luiibrella  !" 
Cried  I, — and  tlic  water  drip])'d  still. 

"  Alhiilin^  fo  tlic  large  number  of  petty  Jstatcs  into  wlu'n.- 
G'TiDutiv  is  diviil^^" 
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Fagg'd  to  death,  and  out  of  temper, 
We  return'd,  like  half-drown' d  puppioa 
Late  at  night,  as  best  we  could, 
To  the  witch's  lofty  cottage. 

There  beside  the  glowing  fii-e-placo 
Sat  Uraca,  busy  combing 
Her  great  fat  and  ugly  pug-dog ; 
Quickly  she  dismissal  the  latter, 

To  attend  to  us  instead, 
And  my  bed  she  soon  got  ready, 
Loosening  first  my  ei^pardillas. 
That  uncomfortable  foot-gear — 

Help'd  me  to  undress,  my  stockings 
Pulling  off;  I  found  them  sticking 
To  my  legs,  as  close  and  faithful 
As  the  friendship  of  a  blockhead. 

"  Quick  !  a  dressing-gown  !   I'd  give  you 
"  Six-and-thirty  kings  for  only 
"  One  dry  dressing-gown  !"  exclaim'd  I, 
As  my  wet  shift  stcam'd  upon  me. 

Freezing  and  with  chattering  teeth,  I 
Stood  awhile  upon  the  hearth  ; 
By  the  fire  then  driven  senseless 
On  the  straw  at  length  I  sank. 

But  I  slept  not.     Blinking  look'd  I 
On  the  witch,  who  by  the  chimney 
Sat,  and  held  the  head  and  shoulders 
Of  her  son  upon  her  lap. 

Helping  to  undress  him.     Near  her 
Stood  upright  licr  ugly  jiug-dog, 
And  he  in  his  front  paw  managed 
Cleverly  to  hold  a  pot. 

From  the  pot  Uraca  took  some 
Keddish  fat,  and  with  it  rubb'd  the 
Ribs  and  bosom  of  her  son, 
Rubbing  hastily,  with  trembling. 

And  while  rubbing  him  and  salving, 
She  a  cradle-song  was  humming 
Through  her  nose,  whilst  strangely  crackled 
(Jn  the  hearth  the  ruddy  flames, 
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Like  a  corpse,  all  yellow,  bony, 
On  his  motlier's  lap  the  son  lay , 
Sorrowful  as  death,  wide  open 
Stared  his  hollow,  pallid  eyes. 

Is  he  truly  but  a  dead  man 
Who  each  night  by  love  maternal 
Hath  a  life  enchanted  giv'n  him 
By  the  aid  of  strongest  witch-salve  ? 

Wondrous  the  half-sleep  of  fever, 
Where  the  leaden  limbs  feel  weary 
As  though  fetter'd,  and  the  senses 
O'er-excited,  wide  awake ! 

How  the  herb-smell  in  the  chamber 
Troubled  me  !    With  painful  effort 
Thought  I  where  I  had  already 
Smelt  the  same,  but  vain  my  thoughts  were. 

How  the  wind  a-down  the  chimney 
Gave  me  pain  !     Like  sighs  it  sounded 
Of  dejected  dined-up  spirits, — 
Like  the  sound  of  well-known  voices. 

Most  of  all  was  1  tormented 

By  the  stuff"d  birds,  which  were  standing 

On  a  shelf  above  my  head, 

Near  the  place  where  I  was  lying. 

They  their  wings  were  slowly  flapping 
And  with  awful  motion,  bending 
Downward  tow'rd  mo,  forward  pushing 
Their  long  beaks,  like  human  noses. 

Ah !  wlicrc  have  I  seen  already 
Noses  such  as  these  ?     At  Hamburg, 
Or  at  Frankfort,  in  the  Jews'  street? 
Sad  the  glimmering  recollection! 

I  at  last  was  overpower'd 
Quite  by  sleep,  and  in  the  place  of 
Wakeful,  terrible  phantasmas. 
Came  a  healthful,  steady  dream. 

And  I  dreamt  that  this  poor  cottage 
Suddenly  became  a  ball-room  ' 

Which  by  columus  was  supported, 
And  by  candelabra  lighted. 
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Some  invisible  musicians 
Play'd  from  out  Eobert-le-Diable 
That  fine  crazy  dance  of  nuns ; 
All  alone  1  walk'd  about  there. 

But  at  length  the  doors  were  open'd, 
Open'd  "wide  and  then  advanced 
With  a  step  both  slow  and  stately- 
Guests  of  wonderful  appearance. 

They  were  solely  bears  and  spirits  ! 
Walking  bolt  uj)right,  each  bear 
Led  a  spirit  as  his  partner, 
In  a  snow-white  grave-cloth  hidden. 

In  this  manner  pair'd,  began  they 
Waltzing  up  and  down  with  vigour 
In  the  hall.     The  sight  was  curious, 
Laughable,  but  also  fearful ! 

For  the  awkward  bears  soon  found  it 
Difficult  to  keep  in  step 
With  the  white  and  airy  figures, 
Who  whirl'd  round  with  easy  motion. 

But  those  poor  unhappy  creatures 
Were  inexorably  driven. 
And  their  snorting  overpower 'd 
E'en  the'  orchestral  double  bass. 

Oftentimes  one  couple  jostled 
'Gainst  another,  and  the  bear 
Gave  the  spirit  that  had  push'd  him 
Some  hard  kicks  on  his  hind  q^uarters. 

Often  in  the  dance's  bustle 
Would  a  bear  tear  off  the  shrotid 
From  the  head  of  his  companion, 
And  a  death's  head  was  disclosed  theii. 

But  at  length  with  joyoiis  uproar 
Crash'd  the  trumpets  and  the  cymbala, 
And  the  kettle-drums  loud  thunder' d, 
And  there  came  the  gallopade. 

To  the  end  of  this  I  dreamt  not, — 
For  a  stupid  clumsy  bear 
Trod  upon  my  corns,  and  made  me 
Cry  aloud,  and  so  awoke  mo. 
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CAPUT  XXII. 

I^HCEBUS  in  liis  sunny  clrosclika 
Lasli'tl  his  flaming  liorses  onwards, 
And  liad  half  his  course  already 
Through  the  spacious  heavens  comi:)lcted 

"Whilst  I  still  in  slumber  lay, 
And  of  bears  and  sjiirits,  strangely 
Intertwining  with  each  other 
In  quaint  arabesque,  was  dreaming. 

Midday  'twas  ere  I  awaken'd, 
And  I  found  myself  alone ; 
Both  my  hostess  and  Lascaro 
For  the  chase  had  started  early. 

In  the  hut  the  pug-dog  only 
Still  remain'd.     Beside  the  hearth  he 
Stood  upright  before  the  kettle, 
While  his  paws  a  spoon  were  holding. 

Admirably  had  they  taught  him 
Whensoe'er  the  broth  boil'd  over 
Hastily  to  stir  it  round, 
And  to  skim  away  the  bubbles. 

But  am  I  myself  bewitcli'd  ? 

Or  still  blazes  there  the  fever 

In  my  head  ?     I  scarce  can  cred't 

My  own  cars — the  pug-dog's  talking  ! 

Yes,  he's  talking,  and  his  accent 
Gentle  is  and  Swabiau  ;  dreaming. 
As  though  buried  in  deep  thought, 
Speaks  ho  in  the  foU'wing  fashion : 

"  Poor  unhajipy  Swabian  poet ! 
"  In  a  foreign  laud  I  sadly 
"  Languisli,  as  a  dog  enchanted, 
"  And  a  witch's  kcttlo  watch  ! 

"  What  a  shameful  sin  is  witclicrafti 
"  O  how  sad,  liow  deeply  tragic 
"  Is  my  fate, — with  human  feelings 
"  Uuderueath  a  dog's  exterior  I 
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*   Would  that  I  at  liome  Lad  tarriec 
*'  With  my  trusty  school  compauions ! 
"  They're  at  auy  rate  no  wizards, — 
'•  Ne'er  bewitch'd  a  single  being  ! 

"  Would  that  I  at  home  had  tarried 
"  With  Charles  Mayer,  with  the  fragrant 
"  Wallflow'rs  of  my  native  country, 
"  With  its  pudding-broth  delicious ! 

"  I'm  half  dead  now  wdth  nostalgia — 
"  Would  that  I  could  see  the  smoke 
"  Eising  from  the  chimneys  where  they 
"  Vermicelli  cook  at  Stukkert !" 

When  I  heard  this,  deep  emotion 
Came  across  me  ;  quickly  sprang  I 
From  the  couch,  approach'd  the  fireplace, 
And  address'd  him  with  compassion  : 

"  Noble  bard,  say  how  it  happens 

"  That  thou'rt  in  this  witch's  cottage  ? 

"  Tell  me  wherefore  have  they  changed  tlice 

"  Cruelly  into  a  pug-dog  ?" 

But  with  joy  exclaim'd  the  other  : 
"  Then  thou'rt  really  not  a  Frenchman, 
"  But  a  German,  understanding 
"  All  my  silent  monologue  ? 

"  Ah,  dear  countryman !    how  sad  that 
"  Counc'llor-of-legation  Kolle, 
"  When  we  o'er  our  pi23es  and  glasses 
"  Held  discussions  in  the  beershop, 

"  Always  harp'd  upon  the  thesis 
"  That  by  travelling  alone  we 
"  Could  obtain  that  polish,  which  ho 
"  Had  from  foreign  lands  imported ! 

*'  So,  that  I  might  wipe  away  all 

"  That  raw  crust  which  stuck  upon  mo, 

"  And  like  Kolle  might  acquire 

"  Elegant  and  polish'd  manners, 

"  From  ray  country  I  departed, 
"  And  while  thus  the  grand  tour  making, 
Came  I  to  the  Pyrenees, 


"  To  the  cottage  of  Uraca. 
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"  I  au  iutroduction  brought  Ler 
"  From  Justinus  Kerner*,  never 
"  Thinking  that  this  so-called  friend 
•'  "Was  in  wicked  league  with  witches. 

"  Kindly  welcomed  mc  Uraca, 
"  Yet,  to  my  alarm,  her  friendship 
"  Kept  on  growing,  till  converted 
"At  the  last  to  sensual  passion. 

"  Yes,  immodesty  still  flicker 'd 

'•  Wihlly  in  the  wither'd  bosom 

"  Of  this  wretched,  worthless  woman, 

"  And  she  now  must  needs  seduce  me  ! 

"  Yet  implored  I :  '  Ah,  excuse  mo, 
*'  '  Worthy  madam  !  I'm  no  friv'lous 
"  '  Goethe's  pupil,  but  belong 
"  '  To  the  poet-school  of  Swabia. 

"  '  Modesty's  the  muse  we  worship, 
"  '  And  the  drawers  she  wears  are  made  of 
"  '  Thickest  leather — Ah,  good  madam, 
"  '  Do  not  violate  my  virtue ! 

"  '  Other  poets  boast  of  genius, 
"  '  Others  fancy,  others  passion, 
"  '  But  the  pride  of  Swabian  poets 
"  '  Is  especially  their  virtue. 

"  '  Tliat's  the  only  wealth  we  boast  of! 
"  '  Do  not  rob  me  of  tlie  modest 
"  '  And  religious  simple  garment 
"  '  Which  my  nakedness  doth  cover  I 

"  Thus  I  spoke,  and  yet  the  woman 

"  Smiled  ironically  ;  smiling 

"  She  a  switch  of  mistletoe 

"  Took,  and  then  my  head  touch'd  with  it. 

"  Thereupon  I  felt  a  chilly 

"  Strange  sensation,  like  a  goose-skin 

*'  Being  o'er  my  members  drawn  ; 

"  Yet  in  truth  a  goose-skin  'twas  not — 

•  A  wellknowii  jM)it  iiml   phybicinn,  lioin    in    17SG,  uiiU 
louiidcr  of  tlio  so-ciillc(l  Mudcrn  Hwabiaii  School  of  P.X'trv. 
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"  Ou  the  contrary,  a  dog-skiu 
"  Was  it  ratlicr  ;  since  that  f(.arfiil 
"  Moment  have  I  been  converted 
"  As  thou  see'st  me,  to  a  pug-dog !" 

Poor  young  fellow !     Through  his  sobbing 
Not  a  word  more  could  he  utter ; 
And  he  wept  with  so  much  fer\our, 
Tliat  in  tears  wellnigh  dissolved  he. 

"  Listen  now,"  I  said  with  pity  : 
"  Can  I  possibly  relievo  you 
"  Of  your  dog-skin,  and  restore  you 
"  To  humanity  and  verses  ?" 

But  the  other  raised  his  paws  up 
In  the  air  disconsolately 
And  despairingly  ;  at  length  he 
Spake  with  sighing  and  with  groaning : 

"  Till  the  Judgment  Day,  alas  !    I 
"  In  this  dog-skin  must  be  prison 'd, 
"  If  I'm  freed  not  from  enchantment 
"  By  a  virgin's  self-devotion. 

"  Yes,  a  pure  unsullied  virgin, 
"  Who  ne'er  touch'd  a  human  being, 
"  And  the  following  condition 
"  Truly  keeps,  alone  can  free  me 

"  This  imsullied  virgin  must, 
"  In  the  night  of  Saint  Sylvester, 
"  Eead  Gustavus  Pfizer's*  i^oems, 
"  And  not  go  to  sleep  one  moment ! 

"  If  she  keeps  awake  while  reading, 
"  And  her  modest  eye  ne'er  closes, — 
"  Then  shall  I  be  disenchanted. 
"  Be  a  man, — yes,  be  undog^'d !" 

"  In  that  case,  good  friend,"  rej^lied  I, 

*'  I  at  any  rate  can  never 

"  Undertake  to  disenchant  you, 

"  For  I'm  no  imsullied  virgin ; 


* 


A  voluiuinons  writer,  born  at  Stuttgardt  in  1807.  He  .it- 
Inclci  d  Heine's  Scliool  of  Poetry,  and  was  repaid  by  Heine  in  tiie 
«iiue  coin. 
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"  And  still  less  should  I  be  ablo 
<'  To  fulfil  the  task  of  reading 
"  All  Gustavus  Pfizer's  poems, 
"  And  not  Ml  asleep  instanter  !" 

CAPUT  XXIII. 

17^  ROM  the  witch's  entertainment 
.     To  the  valley  we  descended, 
And  our  footsteps  to  the  region 
Of  the  Positive  return'd. 

Hence,  ye  spirits !  Nightly  spectres  1 
Airy  figures  !  Fev'rish  visions ! 
We  find  rational  employment 
Once  again  with  Atta  Troll. 

In  the  cavern,  by  his  young  ones, 
Lies  the  old  bear,  soundly  sleeping, 
With  the  snore  of  conscious  virtue. 
And  at  length  he  wakes  with  gaping. 

Near  him  squats  young  Master  One-ear 
And  his  head  he's  gently  scratching. 
Like  a  bard,  whose  rhyme  is  wanting, 
And  upon  his  paws  he's  scanning. 

Likewise  by  their  father's  side 
On  their  backs  are  dreaming  lying 
Innocent  four-footed  lilies, 
Atta  Troll's  beloved  daughters. 

Say,  what  tender  thoughts  are  pining 
In  the  softly  blooming  spirits 
Of  these  snowy  young  bear- virgins  ? 
Moist  with  tears  their  eyes  arc  glist'ning 

Most  of  all  appears  the  youngest 
Deeply  moved.     Within  her  bosom 
Slie  a  blissful  twinge  is  feeling. 
And  to  Cupid's  might  succumbs  she. 

Yos,  that  little  god's  sharp  arrov/^ 
TliiDUgh  her  thick  skin  penetrated 
When  she  saw  Him — O,  good  licwcns 
Him  she:  loves,  a  living  man  is  ! 
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Is  a  man,  yclept  Sclinapplialinski ;—» 
Whilst  before  his  foes  retreating 
He  arrived  by  cbance  one  morning 
At  the  mountain  in  his  flight. 

Woes  of  heroes  touch  all  women, 
And  within  our  hero's  features 
Were  depicted  want  of  money, 
Pale  distress  and  gloomy  sorrow. 

All  his  military  chest, 
Two-and-twenty  silver  groschen, 
Which  he  had  when  Spain  he  enter'd, 
Was  the  prey  of  Espartero. 

E'en  his  watch  was  not  preserved  him, 
But  remain'd  at  Pampeluna 
In  a  pawn-shop.     "Twas  an  heirloom, 
Costly  and  of  genuine  silver. 

And  with  long  legs  swiftly  ran  he, 
But  unconsciously  whilst  running 
Won  he  something  that's  far  better 
Than  the  best  of  fights, — a  heart ! 

Yes,  she  loves  him,  him,  the  archfoe  I 
O  thou  most  imhappy  bearess  !^ 
If  thy  father  knew  the  secret. 
He  would  growl  in  frightful  fashion. 

As  the  aged  Odoardo* 
Stabb'd  Emilia  Galotti 
In  his  pride  of  citizenship, 
So  would  also  Atta  Troll 

Sooner  have  destroy 'd  his  daugliter, 
Yes,  with  his  own  j)aws  dcstroy'd  her 
Than  permitted  her  to  tumble 
In  the  arms  of  any  monarch 

Yet  he  at  this  very  moment 

Is  of  tender  disposition, 

With  no  wish  to  crush  a  rosebud 

Ere  the  hurricane  has  stri2)p'd  it.f 

*  See  Lessing"8  "  Emilia  Galotti."' 

t  See  the  concluding  words  of  the  last  scene  but  one  of  tb« 

above  play. 
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Tenderly  lies  Atta  Troll 

In  the  cavern,  by  his  young  ones. 

O'er  him  creep,  like  death's  forebodings, 

Mournful  yearnings  for  the  future. 

"  Children,"  sigh'd  he,  as  his  great  eyes 
Suddenly  'gan  dripping,  "  children, 
"  All  my  earthly  pilgrimage 
"  Is  accomplish'd,  we  must  part  now. 

"  For  to-day  at  noon  whilst  sleeping 
"  Came  a  vision  full  of  meaning, 
"  And  my  soul  enjoy 'd  the  blissful 
"  Foretaste  of  an  early  death. 

"  Now,  I'm  far  from  superstitious, 
"  I'm  no  giddy  bear, — yet  are  there 
"  Certain  things  'twixt  earth  and  heaven 
"  Unaccountable  to  thinkers. 

"  Over  world  and  fate  whilst  poring, 
"  Fell  I  fast  asleep,  with  yawning, 
"  And  I  dreamt  that  I  was  lying 
•'  Underneath  a  mighty  tree, 

"  From  the  branches  cf  this  tree  there 
"  Trickled  down  some  whitish  honey, 
''  (iliding  in  my  open  muzzle, 
"  And  I  felt  a  sweet  enjoyment. 

*'  As  I  blissfully  pcer'd  upwards, 

"  Saw  I  on  the  very  tree-top 

"  Seven  tiny  little  bears 

"  Sliding  XI])  and  down  the  branches. 

"  Tender,  j)retty  little  creatures, 

"  Witli  a  skin  of  roso-rcul  colour, 

"  While,  like  silk,  from  their  dear  shoulders 

"  lluug  a  something,  like  two  pinions. 

"  Yes,  those  rose-red  little  bears 

"  Were  adorn'd  with  silken  pinions, 

*'  And  with  sweet  celestial  v(»ices, 

*'  Sounding  like  a  flute's  notes,  sang  they  1 

*'  As  they  sang,  my  skin  fnniM  ice-cold, 
"  And  from  out  my  skin  there  niouuted, 
"  Like  a  soaring  flame,  iny  spirit, 
"  Itadiantly  to  hoavou  ascending."— 
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Tims  spake  Atta  Troll  in  quivering 
Tender  grunting  tones  ;  a  moment 
Paused  he,  full  of  melanclioly-  - 
But  his  ears  with  sudden  impulse 

Priek'd  he  u^),  and  strangely  shook  thej, 
Whilst  from  off  his  couch  upsprang  he, 
Trembling,  bellowing  with  rapture  : 
"  Do  ye  hear  that  soimd,  my  children  ? 

"  Is  it  not  the  darling  accents 

"  Of  your  mother  ?     0,  well  know  I, 

"  'Tis  the  roaring  of  my  Mum  ma  ! 

"  Mumma !  Yes,  my  swarthy  Mumma  1" 

Atta  Troll,  these  words  pronoimcing, 
Hasten' d,  like  a  crazy  being, 
From  the  cavern  to  destruction  ! 
Ah,  ho  rush'd.  to  meet  his  doom ! 

CAPUT  XXI 

IN  the  vale  of  Eonceval 
On  the  very  spot  where  whilome 
Charlemagne's  unhappy  nephew 
To  the  foe  his  life  surrendered, 

There,  too,  fell  poor  Atta  Troll, 
And  he  fell  by  cunning,  like  him 
"Whom  the  base  equestrian  Judas, 
Ganelon  of  Mainz,  betrayed. 

Ah  !  that  noblest  bear's-emotlon, 
Namely  his  uxorious  feelings. 
Was  a  snare  Avhich  old  Uraca 
Cunningly  avail' d  herself  of. 

She  the  growl  of  swarthy  Mumma 
Copied  with  such  great  perfeeti(ni. 
That  poor  Atta  Troll  was  tempted 
Out  of  his  secui'c  bear's-cavern. 

On  the  wings  of  yearning  ran  ho 
Through  the  vale, — oft  stood  he,  gently 
Snuffing  at  a  rock  in  silence, 
Thinking  Mumma  was  conceal'd  there. 
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Ah !  couccalVl  there  was  Lascaro 
With  his  musket,  aud  he  shot  him 
I'lirough  the  middle  of  his  licart,  wheiioo 
(jush'd  a  ruddy  stream  of  blood. 

Once  or  twice  his  head  he  waggled, 
Bat  at  last  with  heavy  groaning 
Fell  he  down,  and  wildly  gasp'd  he, 
And  his  latest  sigh  was — "  Mumma  •," 

Thus  the  noble  hero  fell ; 
Thus  he  died.     And  yet  immortal 
Will  he  in  the  poet's  niunbcrs 
After  death  arise  in  glory. 

Yes,  he'll  rise  again  in  numbers, 
And  his  glory,  grown  colossal, 
On  four-footed  solemn  trochees 
O'er  the  face  of  earth  stride  proudly. 

And  his  tomb  Bavaria's  monarch 
Will  erect  in  the  Walhalla, 
Writing  on  it  this  inscrij^tion. 
In  true  lapidary  style  : 

"  Atta  Troll ;  a  bear  of  impulse  ; 
"  Devotee  ;  a  loving  husband  ; 
"  Full  of  sans-culottic  notions, 
'•  Thanks  to  the  prevailing  fashion. 

*'  Wretched  dancer  ;  strong  opiniouH 
"  Bearing  in  his  sliaggy  bosom; 
"  Often  stinking  very  badly ; 
"  Talentless;  a  character  !" 

CAPUT  XXV. 

rpjlBFE-and-thirty  aged  women, 

1.     W^earing  on  their  heads  the  scarlet 
Old  Biscayan  caps  we  road  of. 
Stood  around  the  village  entrance. 

One,  like  Deborah,  amongst  them 
Beat  the  tambourine,  and  danced  toe, 
And  she  sang  a  song  of  triumpli 
O'er  Lascaro,  the  bcar-slayc}-. 


320  Heine's  poems. 

Foui'  strong  men  upon  tlieir  shoulders 
Bore  the  vanquish'd  bear  in  triumph  ; 
Upright  sat  he  on  the  seat, 
Like  a  sickly  bathing  patient. 

And  behind,  as  if  related 

To  the  dead  bear,  went  Lascaro 

With  Uraca  ;  right  and  left  she 

Bow'd  her  thanks,  though  much  embarrass'd 

And  the  Mayor's  Assistant  gave  them 
Quite  a  speech  before  the  town  hall, 
When  the  grand  procession  got  there, 
And  he  spoke  on  many  subjects,  — 

As,  for  instance,  on  the  increase 
Of  tlie  navy,  on  the  press, 
On  the  weighty  beetroot  question, 
On  the  curse  of  jiarty  spirit. 

After  fully  illustrating 

Louis  Philippe's  special  merits, 

He  proceeded  to  the  bear. 

And  Lascaro's  great  achievement. 

"  Thou,  Lascaro  !"  cried  the  speaker, 
As  with  his  tricolour 'd  sash  he 
Wiped  the  sweat  from  off  his  forehead, 
"  Thou,  Lascaro!  Thou,  Lascaro! 

"  Thou  who  bravely  hast  deliver'd 
"  France  and  Spain  from  Atta  Troll, 
"  Thou'rt  the  hero  of  both  countries, 
"  Pyrenean  Lafayette !" 

When  Lascaro  in  this  manner 
Heard  officially  his  praises, 
In  his  beard  with  pleasure  laugli'd  ho. 
And  quite  blush' d  with  satisfaction, 

And  in  very  broken  accents, 
One  word  o'er  another  stumbling, 
Gave  he  utt'rance  to  his  thanks 
For  this  most  exceeding  honour ! 

Every  one  with  deep  amazement 
Gazed  upon  this  sight  unwonted, 
And  the  aged  women  mutter'd 
In  alarm,  beneath  their  breath  ; 
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■'  Why,  Lascuro  bus  .)ccii  Lnigliiiig  J 
"  Why,  Lascaro  has  been  blushing ! 
'■  Why,  Lascaro  has  bceu  speaking! 
'■  He,  the  dead  son  of  the  witch!" — 

Atta  Troll  that  very  day  was 
Flay'd,  and  then  they  sold  by  auction 
His  poor  skin.     A  furrier  bought  it 
For  one  hundred  francs,  hard  luouev. 

He  most  beautifully  trimm'd  it 
With  a  lovely  scarlet  border. 
And  then  sold  it  fur  just  doiddc 
What  it  cost  him  in  the  first  place. 

Juliet  then  became  its  owner 
At  third  hand,  and  in  her  bedrooiQ 
Lies  it  now  in  Paris,  serving 
j\s  a  rug  beside  her  bed. 

0,  with  naked  feet  how  often 
Have  I  stood  at  night  upon  this 
Earthly  brown  coat  of  my  hero, 
On  the  skin  of  Atta  Troll ! 

And  o'ercomc  by  sad  reflections, 
Schiller's  words  I  then  remember'd : 
'•  What  in  song  shall  be  immortal 
'•  Must  in  actual  life  first  die  1"* 

CAPUT  XXVI. 

^1  "^ELL,  and  Mumma?    Ah,  poor  Muiiim* 

T  T      Is  a  woman  !   Frailty 
Is  her  name !  Alas  !  all  women 
Arc  as  frail  as  any  porcehiin. 

When  by  fate's  hand  she  was  parted 
From  her  glorious  nobh;  husband, 
She  by  no  means  died  of  sorrow, 
Nor  succumb'd  to  her  affliction. 

(  )m  the  contrary,  she  gaily 
\V(!nt  on  living,  went  cm  dancing 
As  before,  witli  anhnu-  wooing 
For  tlie  publics  daily  plaudits. 

"  Scr  tlir  end  of  Scliillcr's  "(^oda  of  Orccco." 
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Finally  she  found  a  solid 
Situation,  and  provision 
For  the  whole  of  life,  at  Paris 
In  the  famed  Jardin  des  Plantes. 

When  I  chanced  the  other  Sundiiv 
With  my  Juliet  to  go  thither 
And  exjiounded  Nature  to  her. 
Of  the  plants  and  beasts  conversing, 

Showing  the  giraffes  and  cedars 
Of  Mount  Lebanon,  the  mighty 
Dromedary,  the  gold  pheasants. 
And  the  zebra, — as  we  chatted 

It  so  happen'd  that  at  length  we 
Stood  before  the  pit's  close  railing 
Where  the  bears  are  all  collected,  — 
Gracious  heavens,  what  saw  we  there ! 

An  enormous  desert-bear 
From  Siberia,  white  and  hairy, 
With  a  lady-bear  was  inlaying 
A  too-tender  game  of  love  there. 

And  the  latter  was  our  Mumma ! 
Was  the  wife  of  Atta  Troll ! 
Well  I  knew  her  by  the  tender 
Humid  glances  of  her  eye. 

Yes,  'twas  she  !  the  South's  black  auugliter  s 
She  it  was, — yes,  Madame  Mumma 
With  a  Eussian  is  now  living, 
With  a  Northern  wild  barbarian  ! 

With  a  simjj'ring  face  a  negro 
Who  approach'd  us,  thus  address'd  mc  ; 
"  Is  there  any  sight  more  pleasing 
"  Than  to  see  two  lovers  happy  ?  ' 

I  replied  :  "  Pray  tell  me  whom,  Sir, 
"  I've  the  honour  of  addressing?" 
But  the  other  cried  with  wonder : 
"  Don't  you  really  recollect  me  ? 

"  Why,  the  Moorish  jirince  am  I 
'•  Wlio  in  Freiligrath  was  drumming  ; 
'•  Things  in  Germany  went  badly, 
*'  I  was  far  too  isolated. 
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"  Hci"Cj  however,  where  as  kcc])cr 
"  I  am  station'd,  where  I'm  living 
"  'Mongst  the  lions,  plants,  and  tigers 
"  Of  mj  home  witliin  the  tropics, 

*'  Here  I  find  it  much  more  pleasant 
"  Than  your  German  fairs  attending, 
"  Where  .1  day  by  day  was  drumming 
"  And  was  fed  so  very  badly. 

"  I  quite  recently  was  married 
"  To  a  fair  cook  from  Alsatia  ; 
"  When  within  her  arms  reposing 
"  I'eel  I  then  at  home  completely. 

"  Her  dear  feet  remind  me  closely 

"  Of  our  darling  elephants  ; 

"  When  she  speaks  in  French,  her  language 

''  My  black  mother -tongue  resembles. 

"  Oft  she  scolds  me,  and  I  think  then 
"  Of  the  rattling  of  that  drum 
"  Which  had  skulls  around  it  hanging; 
"  Snake  and  lion  fled  before  it. 

"  Yet  with  feeling  in  the  moonlight 
"  Weeps  she,  like  a  crocodile 
"  Peeping  from  the  tepid  river 
"  To  enjoy  a  little  coolness. 

"  And  she  gives  me  charming  tit-bits, 
"  And  I  thrive  upon  them,  eating 
"  Once  again,  as  on  the  Niger, 
"  With  old  African  enjoyment. 

"  I  am  getting  fat  ;  my  belly's 

"  Grown  quite  round,  and  from  my  sliirt  it 

'•  Is  projecting,  like  a  black  moon 

"  From  the  snow-white  clouds  advancing." 

CAPUT  XXVII. 

fTo  Augustup  Vainhagen  Vou  Ense.) 

•'  "VVriTl''^^'^  i»  heaven,  Master  Louis, 
T  T    '•  Did  you  i)ick  up  all  tliis  crazy 
"  Nonsense?" — tlicse  tlie  very  words  were 
Which  the  Card'nal  d'Este  made  use  of. 
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When  Lo  read  tlie  well-known  poem 
Of  Orlando's  frantic  doings, 
Which  politely  Ariosto 
To  his  Eminence  inscribed. 

Yes,  my  good  old  friend  Varnhagcn, 
Yes,  I  round  thy  lips  see  plainly 
Hov'ring  those  exact  expressions, 
By  the  same  sly  smile  attended. 

Often  dost  thou  laugh  whilst  reading, 

Yet  at  intervals  thy  forehead 

Solemnly  is  wrinkled  over. 

And  these  thoughts  then  steal  across  thee : 

"  Sounds  it  not  like  those  young  visions 
'•  That  I  dreamt  once  with  Chamisso, 
"  And  Brentano  and  Fouque, 
"  In  the  blue  and  moonlight  evenings  ?* 

"  Is  it  not  the  dear  notes  rising 

"  From  the  long-lost  forest  chapel  ? 

'•  Sound  the  well-known  cap  and  bells  not 

"  Roguishly  at  intervals  ? 

"  In  the  nightingale's  sweet  chorus 
"  Breaks  the  bear's  (\cei>  double-bass, 
"  Dull  and  growling,  interchanging 
"  In  its  turn  with  sjjirit-whispers  ! 

"  Nonsense,  which  pretends  to  wisdom ! 
"  Wisdom,  which  has  turn'd  quite  crazy! 
"  Dying  sighs,  which  suddenly 
"  Into  laugliter  arc  converted!  " — 

Yes,  my  friend,  thj  sounds  indeed  'tis 
From  the  long  departed  dream-time ; 
Save  that  modern  quavers  often 
'Midst  the  olden  keynotes  jingle. 

Signs  of  trembling  thou'lt  discover 
Here  and  there,  despite  the  boasting ; 
I  commend  this  little  poem 
To  thy  well-proved  gentleness  ! 

*  This  refers  to  t]ie  time  of  Heine's  residence  in  Berlin,  whca 
lu)  was  intimate  with  tliose  and  otlier  well-known  personages 
Kee  Sketch  of  his  Life,  ante. 
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Ah !  perchance  it  is  the  last  frco 
Forest-song  of  the  Romantic  ; 
In  the  daytime's  wild  confusion 
Will  it  sadly  die  away. 

Other  times  and  other  birds  too ! 
Other  birds  and  other  music  ! 
What  a  crackling,  like  the  geese's 
Who  preserved  the  Capitol ! 

What  a  twitt'riug  !     'Tis  the  spari'owR. 
While  their  claws  hold  farthing  rushlights; 
Yet  they're  strutting  like  Jove's  eagle 
With  the  mighty  thunderbolt ! 

What  a  cooing !     Turtledoves  'tis  ; 
Sick  of  love,  they  now  are  hating, 
And  henceforward,  'stead  of  Venus, 
Draw  the  chariot  of  Bellona  ! 

What  a  humming,  world-convulsing  I 
'Tis  in  fact  the  big  cock-chafers 
Of  the  springtime  of  the  people, 
Smitten  with  a  sudden  frenzy ! 

Other  times  and  other  birds  too  I, 
Other  birds  and  otlier  music  1 
They  perchance  could  give  me  plea«nrc 
Had  I  only  other  -jare  I 
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A  WINTER  TALE. 


CAPUT  I. 

Ftlic  mournful  month  of  November  'twac. 
The  winter  days  had  returned, 
The  wind  from  the  trees  the  foliage  tore, 
When  I  tow'rds  Germany  journied. 

And  when  at  length  to  the  frontier  I  came 

I  felt  a  mightier  throbbing 
Within  my  breast,  tears  fill'd  my  eyes, 

And  I  wellnigh  broke  into  sobbing. 

And  when  I  the  German  language  heard, 
Strange  feelings  each  other  succeeding, 

I  felt  precisely  as  though  my  heart 
Right  pleasantly  were  bleeding. 

A  little  maiden  sang  to  the  harp  ; 

Real  feeling  her  song  was  conveying. 
Though  false  was  lier  voice,  and  yet  I  felt 

Deep  moved  at  hearing  her  playing. 

She  sang  of  love,  and  she  sang  of  love's  woeu 

Of  sacrifices,  and  meeting 
Again  on  high,  in  yon  better  world 

Where  vanish  our  sorrows  so  fleeting. 

She  sang  of  this  earthly  valley  of  tears, 
Of  joys  which  so  soon  have  vanish'd, 

Of  yonder,  wliere  revels  the  glorified  soul 
In  eternal  bliss,  grief  being  banish'd. 

The  song  of  renunciation  she  sang, 

The  heavenly  eiapopeia, 
Wherewith  the  pcojde,  the  booby  throng. 

Are  hush'd  when  they  soothing  require. 

"  The  slightly  irregular  metre  of  this  fine  poem  is  a  close  ccpjf 
pf  the  original. 
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1  kuow  the  tunc,  and  I  know  the  text, 

I  know  the  people  who  wrote  it ; 
I  know  that  in  secret  they  drink  but  wine, 

And  in  public  a  wickedness  vote  it. 

A  song,  friends,  that's  new,  and  a  better  one,  too, 
Shall  be  now  for  your  benefit  given  I 

Our  object  is,  that  here  on  earth 

We  may  mount  to  the  realms  of  heaven. 

On  earth  we  fain  would  happy  be, 

Nor  starve  for  the  sake  of  the  stronger ; 

The  idle  stomach  shall  gorge  itself 

With  the  fruit  of  hard  labour  no  longer. 

Bread  grows  on  the  cavth  for  every  one, 

Enough,  and  e'en  in  redundance, 
And  roses  and  myrtles,  beauty  and  joy, 

And  sugarplums  too  in  abimdance. 

Yes,  sugarplums  for  every  one. 

As  soon  as  the  jilums  are  provided  ; 

To  angels  and  sj^arrows  we're  quite  content 
That  heaven  should  be  confided. 

If  after  death  our  pinions  should  grow, 

We'll  pay  you  a  visit  auspicious 
In  regions  above,  and  with  you  we'll  eat 

Sweet  tarts  and  cakes  delicious. 

A  song  that's  new,  and  a  better  one,  too. 
Resounds  like  fiddle  and  flute  now  ; 

The  Miserere's  at  last  at  an  end. 
The  funeral  bells  are  mute  now. 

The  maiden  Europe  has  been  betroth'd 
To  the  handsome  Genius  Freedom  ; 

They  clasp  and  kiss  each  other  with  wunntli, 
As  their  newborn  passions  lead  'em. 

The  priestly  blessing  may  absent  be, 
Hut  the  wedding  is  still  a  wedding  ; 

So  here's  long  life  to  tlie  bridrgroom  and  biidu, 
And  the  future  fruit  of  their  bedding  ! 

An  opithalamium  is  my  song. 

My  latest  and  best  creation ; 
Witliin  my  soul  are  shooting  the  stars 

That  proclaim  its  inauguration. 
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Tliose  fitars  inspired  blaze  wildly  on 
In  torrents  of  flame,  and  with  wonder 

I  feel  myself  full  of  unearthly  strength, 
I  could  rend  e'en  oaks  asunder  ! 

Since  I  on  Germany's  ground  have  trod, 

I'm  pervaded  by  magical  juices  ; 
The  giant  has  touch'd  his  mother  once  mere, 

And  the  contact  new  vigour  j)roduces. 

CAPUT  II. 

WHILST  heavenly  joys  were  warbled  thus 
And  sung  by  the  little  maiden, 
The  Prussian  douaniers  search'd  my  trunk, 
As  soon  as  the  coach  was  unladen. 

They  poked  their  noses  in  every  thing, 
Each  handkerchief,  shirt,  and  stocking  ; 

They  sought  for  jewels,  prohibited  books. 
And  lace,  with  a  rudeness  quite  shocking. 

Ye  fools,  so  closely  to  search  my  trunk  1 

Ye  will  find  in  it  really  nothing; 
My  contraband  goods  I  carry  about 

In  my  head,  not  hid  in  my  clothing. 

Point  lace  is  there,  that's  finer  far 

Than  Brussels  or  Mechlin  laces ; 
If  once  I  unpack  my  point,  'twill  prick 

And  cruelly  scratch  your  faces. 

In  my  head  I  carry  my  jewelry  all, 

The  Future's  crown-diamonds  splondid. 

The  new  god's  temple-ornaments  rich, 
The  god  as  yet  not  comprehended. 

And  many  books  also  you'd  see  in  my  head. 

If  the  top  were  only  off  it ! 
My  head  is  a  twittering  bird's  nest,  full 

Of  books  that  they  gladly  would  forfeit. 

Believe  me  that  matters  are  no  worse  off 

In  the  library  e'en  of  tlie  devil ; 
E'en  Hoffmann  of  Fallerelebcn*  ne'er  wrote 

Any  works  that  were  half  so  evil. 

*  A  popular  German  poet,  born  in  1798,  wlio  was  deprived  of 
his  professorship  in  the  University  of  Jircslau.  in  1842,  for  pub- 
liehing  a  volume  entitled  "Unpolitical  Soiiga." 
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A  passenger  who  stood  by  my  side 
Eemark'd  tbat  we  now  had  before  us 

The  famous  Prussian  Zollverein, 
The  customhouses'  vast  chorus. 

"  The  Zollverein" — thus  he  observed, — 

''  Will  found  our  nationality, 
"  And  join  our  scatterVl  fatherland 

"■  In  bonds  of  cordiality. 

"  'Twill  give  us  external  unity, — 
"  That  kind  that's  material  and  real : 

"  The  censorship  gives  us  the  other  kiuit, 
"  That's  ghostly  and  ideal, 

"  It  gives  us  internal  unity, 

"  In  thought  as  well  as  in  feelings ; 

'•  A  united  (Germany  need  we  to  rule 
'•  Our  outward  and  inward  dealings." 

CAPUT  III. 

IN  the  old  cathedral  at  Aix-la-Chapello 
Lie  buried  great  Charlemagne's  ashes  ; 
(Not  the  living  Charles  Mayer  in  Swabia  born, 
Who  the  writer  of  so  much  trash  is!) 

As  the  smallest  of  poets  I'd  sooner  live 

At  Stukkert,  by  Neckar's  fair  river. 
Than  be  buried  as  Ein2)'ror  at  Aix-la-Chapello, 

And  so  bo  extinguishd  for  ever. 

In  the  streets  of  Aix-la-Cliapolle  the  dogs 
Arc  ennui'd,  and  humbly  implore  lis ; 

*'  0  stranger,  prythec  give  lis  a  kick, 

"  And  to  life  for  a  time  thus  restore  us." 

I  sauiiter'd  along  in  this  todioiis  place 
For  an  hour,  with  great  perseverance, 

^nd  Haw  that  the  PruHsian  soldiery 

Are  not  the  least  changed  in  a2)pcarancc. 

Tlie  high  red  collar  still  tlicy  wear, 
With  tlie  same  grey  mantlu  below  ic— 

(TIh:  l\ed  l)etokenH  the  Idood  of  tlie  Prencbj 
bang  Korucr  the  youthful  poet). 
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They  are  still  tlic  wooden  pedantic  race, 

In  every  motion  displaying 
The  same  right  angle,  and  every  face 

A  frigid  conceit  still  betraying. 

They  walk  abort  stiffly,  as  though  upon  stilts. 
Stuck  up  as  straight  as  a  needle. 

Appearing  as  if  they  had  swallow'd  the  stick 
Once  used  as  the  best  means  to  wheedle. 

Yes,  ne'er  has  entirely  vanish'd  the  rod, 
They  carry  it  now  inside  tliem  ; 

Familiar  Du  will  recall  the  old  Er 

Wherein  they  were  wont  to  pride  them. 

The  long  mustachio  nothing  more 
Than  the  pigtail  of  old  discloses 

The  tail  that  formerly  hung  behin 
Is  hanging  right  under  their  noses. 

I  was  not  displeased  with  the  new  costume 
Of  the  cavalry,  I  must  confess  it ; 

And  chiefly  the  headpiece,  the  helmet  in  fixci 
With  the  steel  point  above  it,  to  dress  it. 

It  seems  so  knightly,  and  takes  one  back 
To  the  sweet  romance  of  past  ages, 

To  the  Coiintess  Johanna  of  Montfaucon, 
Tieck,  Uhland,  Fouque,  and  such  sages 

The  middle  ages  it  calls  to  mind. 

With  their  squires  and  noble  inferiors, 

Who  in  their  bosoms  fidelity  bore. 

And  escutcheons  upon  their  posteriors. 

Crusades  and  tourneys  it  brings  back  too. 
And  love,  and  resjiect  at  a  distance. 

And  times  of  faith,  ere  printing  was  known, 
When  newspapers  had  no  existence. 

Yes,  yes,  I  admire  the  helmet,  it  shows 

An  intellect  truly  enchanting  ! 
llight  royal  indeed  the  invention  was, 

The  point  is  really  not  wanting  ! 

If  a  storm  should  arise,  a  peak  like  this 
(The  thought  is  terribly  fright'ning) 

On  your  romantic  head  might  attract 
The  heavens'  most  modern  lightning  1 
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At  Aix-la-Chapelle,  on  the  posthouse  arms, 

I  saw  the  bird  detested 
Yet  once  again.     With  poisonous  glare 

His  eyes  upon  me  rested. 

Detestable  bird !     If  e'er  thou  should'st  fall 
In  my  hands,  thou  creature  perfidious, 

I  would  tear  thy  feathers  from  off  thy  back, 
And  hack  off  thy  talons  so  hideous ! 

And  then  I  would  stick  thee  high  up  on  a  pole 

In  the  air,  thou  wicked  freebooter, 
And  then  to  the  joyful  shooting  match 

Invite  each  Rhenish  sharpshooter. 

As  for  him  who  succeeds  in  shooting  thee  down, 
The  crown  and  sceptre  shall  proudly 

Reward  the  worthy  ;  the  trumpets  we'll  blow, 
"  Long  life  to  the  king,"  shouting  loudly.* 

CArUT  IV. 

Tp'WAS  late  at  night  when  I  reach'd  Cologne, 

JL     The  Rhine  was  past  me  rushing, 
The  air  of  Germany  on  me  breath'd. 
And  I  felt  its  influence  gushing 

Upon  my  appetite.     I  ate 

Some  omelets,  together  with  bacon  ; 
And  as  they  were  salt,  some  lihenish  wine 

Was  by  me  also  taken. 

The  Rhenish  wine  gleams  like  very  gold, 
When  quaff'd  fi-om  out  a  green  rummer  ; 

If  thou  drink'rtt  a  few  pints  in  excess,  'twill  give 
Thy  nose  the  colour  of  summer. 

So  sweet  a  tickling  attacks  the  nose. 

One's  sensations  grow  fonder  and  fonder  ; 

It  drove  me  out  in  the  darkenin}'  ni'fht. 
Through  the  echoing  streets  to  wander. 

The  houses  of  stone  upon  me  gazed, 

As  if  wishing  to  tell  me  the  mysteries 
And  legends  of  times  tlr.it  liave  long  gone  by, — 
The  town  of  Cologue's  old  histories. 

'  Till'  last  four  verMCH  w(!rc  erased  )jy  the  cenaoi-a  tVuin  Ilia 
original  (.Jitiun. 
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Yes,  here  it  was  that  the  clergy  of  yore 

Dragg'd  on  their  pious  existence  ; 
Here  ruled  the  dark  men,  whose  story's  prcscrvtid 

By  Ulrich  von  Hutten's*  assistance. 

'Tu'as  here  that  the  nuns  and  monks  once  danced 

In  mediajval  gyrations, 
Here  Cologne's  own  Menzel,  Hoogstraatan  |  by  name, 

Wrote  his  bitter  denunciations. 

"I'was  here  that  the  flames  of  the  funeral  pile 

Both  books  and  men  once  swallow'd  ; 
The  bells  rang  merrily  all  the  while, 

And  Kyrie  Eleison  follow'd. 

Stupidity  here  and  spitefulness 

Like  dogs  in  the  street  coquetted  ; 
In  religious  hatred  the  brood  still  exists, 

Though  greatly  to  be  regretted. 

But  see,  where  the  moonlight  yonder  gleams, 

A  form  of  a  monstrous  sort  is  ! 
As  black  as  the  devil  it  rears  its  head, — 

Cologne  Cathedral  in  short  'tis. 

'Twas  meant  a  bastile  of  the  spirit  to  be. 

And  the  cunning  papists  bethought  them  : 
'•In  tliis  prison  gigantic  shall  pine  away 

"  German  intellects,  when  we  have  caught  them." 

Then  Luther  appear 'd,  and  soon  by  his  mouth 

A  thundering  "  Halt !"  was  spoken. 
Since  then  the  Cathedral  no  progress  has  made 

In  building,  the  charm  being  broken. 

It  never  was  finish'd,  and  this  is  as  well, 

For  its  very  non-termination 
A  inonument  makes  it  of  German  strength 

And  Protestant  reformation. 

Ye  Catliedral-Society's  members  vain. 

With  powerless  hands  have  ye  risen 
To  continue  the  work  that  so  long  has  been  stopp'd, 

And  complete  the  ancient  prison. 

*  \  fiiinons  theolof,naii,  poet,  and  orator,  and  one  of  Luther  a 
thu'A  fullowers.     He  died  in  1.523. 
t  A  Dominican  friar,  who  was  one  of  Luther's  first  antagonista 
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O  foolish  delusion !  In  vain  will  ye  shako 

The  money-boxes  so  bootless, 
And  beg  of  the  Jews  and  heretics  too, — 

Yoiu:  laboiu'  is  idle  and  fruitless. 

In  vain  will  Liszt  on  behalf  of  the  fund 

Make  concerts  all  the  fashion, 
And  all  in  vain  will  a  talented  king 

Declaim  with  impetuous  passion. 

(Cologne  Cathedral  will  finish'd  be  ne'er, 

Although  the  Swabian  Solons 
Have  sent  a  shipload  full  of  stones 

To  help  it,  nolens  volens. 

'Twill  ne'er  be  completed,  despite  all  the  crie.=) 
Of  the  ravens  and  owls  without  number, 

Who,  full  of  antiquarian  lore, 
In  high  church-steeples  slumber. 

Indeed,  the  time  will  by-and-by  come. 

When  instead  of  completing  it  rightly. 
The  inner  space  as  a  stable  will  serve 

For  horses, — a  change  but  unsightly. 

"  And  if  the  cathedral  a  stable  becomes, 
"  Pray  tell  us  how  they  will  then  tackle 

"  The  three  holy  kings  who  rest  there  now, 
'•  Within  the  tabernacle  ?" 

Thus  ask  they.     But  why  should  we,  in  these  days, 

Stand  up  as  their  supporters  ? 
The  three  holy  kings  from  the  Eastern  land 

Must  find  some  other  quarters. 

Take  my  advice,  and  place  them  all 

In  those  three  iion  cages 
That  high  upiju  St.  Lambert's  tower 

Ai  Miinster  have  hung  for  ages. 

If  one  of  the  three  sin  mid  missing  be, 

Select  in  liis  stead  some  other; 
Kcplace  the  king  of  the  Eastern  land 

Ly  some  regal  Western  brother.* 

*  'F'lio  first  edition  ended  witii  this  verse,  whicli  w;is  .-struck 
out  liy  the  censors,  and  replaced  by  tlie  five  followin;^  verscii. 
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TIic  king  i)f  the  tailors*  Rfit  tluToin 

With  his  two  advisers  by  him  ; 
But  we  will  employ  the  cages  now 

For  monarchs  who  greatly  outvie  him. 

On  the  right  Balthasar  shall  have  his  place, 

On  the  left  shall  be  Mclchior's  station, 
In  the  midst  shall  be  Gaspar.     I  know  not  what 

When  alive,  was  their  right  situation. 

The  Holy  Alliance  from  out  of  the  East, 

Now  canonised  so  duly, 
Perchance  has  not  always  its  mission  fulfill'd 

Quite  properly  and  truly. 

Balthasar  perchance  and  Melchior  too 

Were  men  of  but  weak  resolution, 
Who  promised,  when  sorely  press'd  from  without, 

Their  kingdom  a  constitution. 

And  afterwards  broke  their  word. — Perchance 
King  Gaspar,  who  reign'd  o'er  the  Moormen, 

Eowardcd  with  black  ingratitude 

His  foolish  fond  subjects,  the  poor  men ! 

CAPUT  V. 

AND  when  I  came  to  the  bridge  o'er  the  Tfhine, 
Where  the  bastion  its  corner  advances. 
There  sav/  I  Father  Rhine  flowing  on 
In  the  silent  moonbeam's  glances. 

"  All  hail  to  thee,  good  Father  Rhine, 

"  Now  that  I'm  home  returning ! 
"  Full  often  have  I  on  thee  thought, 

"  With  longing  and  deep  yearning." 

Thus  spake  I,  and  heard  in  the  waters  deep 

A  voice  at  once  strange  and  moaning, 
Like  the  wheezing  cough  of  an  aged  man, 

With  grumbling  and  feeble  groaning : 

"  Thou'rt  welcome,  and  as  thou  rememberest  mo, 

"  I  see  thee,  good  youth,  again  gladly  ; 
"  'Tis  thirteen  long  years  since  I  saw  thee  last, 

"  My  affairs  have  meanwhile  gone  badly. 

*  The  remaiEs  of  John  of  Leyden  and  his  two  chief  accora- 
pliecs  wore  exposed  in  these  cages,  which  still  remain  in  th<:ii 
old  position. 
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"  At  Bibiricli  uiauy  a  stono  I've  gulpM  down. 

"  My  digestion  iu  consequence  worse  is  ; 
"  Yet  heavier  far  on  my  stomach,  ahis. 

"  Lie  Nicholas  Becker's*  verses  ! 

'*  My  praises  he  chants,  as  though  I  were  now 
"  The  purest  and  best-behaved  maiden, 

"  Who  never  allow'd  any  mortal  to  steal 
"  The  crown  with  her  purity  laden. 

"  Whenever  I  hear  the  stupid  song, 

"  I  could  tear  my  beard  in  a  passion, 
"  And  feel  inclined  to  drown  myself 

'•  In  myself,  in  a  cui'ious  fashion ! 

"  That  I  am  a  virgin  piu'e  no  more 

"  The  French  know  better  than  any  ; 
"  For  they  with  my  waters  have  mingled  oft 

"  Their  floods  of  victory  many. 

"  The  stupid  song  and  the  stupid  man  I 

"  Indeed  he  has  treated  me  badly  ; 
"  To  a  certain  extent  he  has  compromised  mo 

"  In  matters  jjolitical  sadly. 

"  For  if  the  French  should  ever  come  back, 

''  I  must  blush  at  their  reappearance, 
"  Though  I've  pray'd  with  tears  for  their  return 

"  To  heaven  with  jwrseverancc. 
"  I  always  have  loved  full  well  the  French, 

"  So  tiny  yet  full  of  sinew  ; 
"  Still  wear  they  white  breeches  as  formerly  ? 

"Does  their  singing  and  springing  continue? 
"  Right  glad  should  I  be  to  see  them  again, 

"  And  yet  I'm  afraid  to  be  twitted 
"  On  account  of  the  words  of  that  cursed  song', 

"  And  the  sneers  of  its  author  half-witted  ! 
"  That  Alfred  do  Mussetj,  that  lad  upon  town, 

'•  Perchance  ^vill  come  as  their  drummer, 

*  A  youthful  poet,  wJio  excited  great  enthusiasm  in  Geinmny 
l)y  a  pofin,  written  in  1840  (wlien  a  war  with  France  on  the 
liastcrn  question  eeemed  not  unlikely),  beginning, — 
"  They  shall  not  have  the  German  Ithine." 

t  The  wuUknown  French  poet, who  replied  to  the  above  [locu 
of  IJecker'a,  by  auotlier  commonciiig, — 

"  Wc  have  had  your  German  Rhino." 
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"  And  luarcu  iit  Ibcir  head,  and  Ids  wretcLed  wit 
'•  Play  off  on  mc  all  through  the  summer." 

Poor  Father  Rhine  thus  made  his  complaints, 

And  discontentedly  sjjlutter'd. — 
In  order  to  raise  his  sinking  heart. 

These  comforting  words  I  uttcr'd  : 

"  0  do  not  dread,  good  Father  Rhine. 

"  The  laugh  of  a  Frenchman,  which  is 
"  "Worth  little,  for  he  is  no  longer  the  same, 

'*  And  they  also  have  alter'd  their  breeches. 

"  Their  breeches  are  red,  and  no  longer  are  white, 

"  They  also  have  alter'd  the  button  ; 
'•  No  hwiger  they  sing  and  no  longer  they  spring, 

"But  hang  their  heads  like  dead  mutton. 

"  They  now  are  philosophers  all,  and  quote 
"  Hegel,  Fichte,  Kant,  over  their  victuals ; 

"  Tobacco  they  smoke,  and  beer  they  drink, 
"  And  many  play  also  at  skittles. 

"  They're  all,  like  us  Germans,  becoming  mere  snoba 

"  But  carry  it  even  farther  ; 
'■'  No  longer  they  follow  in  Voltaire's  steps, 

•'  But  believe  in  Hengstenberg  *  rather. 

'*  As  for  Alfred  de  Musset,  indeed  it  is  true 
''  That  he  still  to  abuse  gives  a  handle  ; 

"  I'ut  be  not  afraid,  and  we'll  soon  chain  doMTi 
"  His  tongue  so  devoted  to  scandal. 
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"  And  if  he  should  play  off  his  wretched  wit, 

"  We'll  punish  him  most  severely, 
"  Proclaiming  aloud  the  adventures  he  meets 

"  With  the  women  he  loves  most  dearly. 

'*  Then  be  contented,  good  Father  Rhine, 

•'  ]>ad  songs  treat  only  with  laughter ; 
"  A  better  song  ere  long  thoti  shalt  hear,— 

''  Farewell,  we  shall  meet  hereafter." 

*  A  not(!d  theologian,  born  in  1802,  and  one  of  tlio  leaders  al 
the  orthodox  party  in  Prusuia. 
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CAPUT  VI. 

ON  Pagauiui  used  always  to  wait 
A  Spiritus  Familiaris, 
Ofttiraes  as  a  clog,  ofttimes  in  the  shape 
Of  the  late  lamented  George  Harris. 
Napoleon,  before  eaeh  important  event, 
Saw  a  man  in  red,  as  they  mention, 
And  Socrates  he  had  his  Daemon  too. 
No  fanciful  mere  invention. 

E'en  I,  when  I  sat  at  my  table  to  write, 

"When  the  darkness  of  night  had  entwined  me, 
Have  sometimes  seen  a  muffled  form, 

Mysteriously  standing  behind  me. 
Hid  imder  his  mantle,  a  Something  he  held. 

And  when  the  light  hajipen'd  to  catch  it. 
It  strangely  gleam'd,  and  methought  'tvvas  an  axe, 

An  executioner's  hatchet. 
His  stature  appear'd  to  be  under  the  mean, 

His  eyes  like  very  stars  glisten'd ; 
He  never  disturb'd  mo  as  I  wrote. 

But  quietly  stood  there,  and  listeu'd. 
For  many  a  year  I  had  ceased  to  see 

This  very  singular  fellow, 
But  found  him  here  suddenly  at  Cologne, 

In  tlic  moonliglit  silent  and  nudlow. 
I  saunter'd  thoughtfully  through  tlie  streets, 

And  saw  him  behind  mo  stalking. 
Just  like  my  shadow,  and  when  I  stood  still. 

He  also  left  off  walking. 
He  stood,  as  if  he  were  waiting  for  me, 

And  when  I  onward  liurried, 
He  follow'd  again,  and  thus  I  rcach'd 

The  Cathedral  yard,  ipiite  flurried. 
I  could  not  bear  it,  so  turn'd  sharp  round, 

And  said  :   '•  I  insist  on  an  answer: 
"  Wliy  follow  me  thus  in  the  silent  night. 

"  And  lead  me  this  wandering  dance,  Sii'? 

**  I  come  across  thee  just  at  the  time 

"  When  world-wide  feelings  are  dashing 
••  Across  my  breast,  and  tlirough  my  l)rain 
•'  The  spirit  lightnings  are  flashing. 
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"  Thou  gazcst  upon  me  so  fixedly — 

"  Now  answer  me,  what  is  there  hidden 

"  Beneath  thy  mantle  that  secretly  gleams  ? 
"  Thy  business  say,  when  thou'rt  bidden.' "* 

The  other  replied  in  a  somewhat  dry  tone, 

If  not  a  little  phlegmatic  : 
"  I  pray  thee,  exorcise  me  not, 

"  And  be  not  quite  so  emphatic ! 

"  No  ghost  am  I  from  the  days  gone  bj', 

"  No  grave-arisen  spectre; 
"  I  have  no  affection  for  rhetoric, 

"  I'm  no  philosophic  projector. 

"  I  am  of  a  practical  nature  in  fact, 

"  And  of  silent  resolution  ; 
"  But  know,  that  whatever  thy  spirit  conceives, 

"  I  put  into  execution. 

"  And  even  when  years  have  pass'd  away, 

"  I  rest  not,  nor  suffer  distraction, 
"  Till  I've  changed  to  reality  all  thy  thoughts ; 

"  Thine's  the  thinking,  and  mine  is  the  action 

"  The  judge  art  thou,  and  the  jailer  am  I, 

"  And,  like  a  servant  obedient, 
*'  The  judgments  execute  pleasing  to  thee, 

'•  Whether  right  or  inexpedient. 

'   Before  the  Consul  they  carried  an  axe 
"  In  Eome  of  old,  let  me  remind  thee 

*'  And  thou  hast  also  thy  lictor,  but  he 
"  Now  carries  the  axe  behind  thee. 

"  Thy  lictor  am  I,  and  follow  behind, 

"  And  carry  in  all  its  splendour 
"  The  polish'd  executioner's  axe — 

"  I'm  the  deed  which  thy  thoughts  engender." 

CAPUT  VII. 

IHOMEWAED  went,  and  as  soundly  I  slepi 
As  if  by  the  angels  tended  ; 
In  German  beds  one  cosily  rests, 

For  they  are  all  foatherbeds  splendid. 


GERMANY.  339 

Etow  often  I've  yearn'd  for  tlie  sweet  repose 

Of  my  own  native  country's  pillows, 
While  I  lay  on  hard  mattresses,  sleepless  all  night, 

In  my  exile  far  over  the  billows  ! 

One  sleeps  so  well,  and  one  dreams  so  well 

In  our  featherbeds  delicious  ; 
The  German  spirit  here  feels  itself  free 

From  all  earth's  fetters  pernicious. 

It  feels  itself  free,  and  upward  soars 
To  the  highest  regions  Elysian ; 

0  German  Spirit,  how  proiid  is  the  flight 
Thou  takest  in  niglitly  vision ! 

The  gods  turn  pale,  when  thou  drawest  nigh  ; 

When  soaring  tow'rds  heaven's  dominions, 
Thou  hast  snuff'd  out  the  light  of  many  a  star, 

With  the  strokes  of  thine  eager  pinions. 

The  land  belongs  to  the  Eussians  and  French, 

In  the  British  the  ocean  is  vested. 
But  we  in  dream's  airy  regions  possess 

The  mastery  uncontested. 

The  art  of  mling  practise  we  here, 

And  here  we  are  never  dissever'd, 
While  other  nations  on  earth's  flat  face 

To  develoii  themselves  have  endeavour 'd. — 

And  as  I  slumber'd,  methonght  in  my  dream 

I  was  once  more  sauntering  slowly 
In  the  moonlight  clear  through  the  echoing  streota 

Of  Cologne's  ancient  city  so  holy. 

Behind  me  once  again  my  black 
And  mask'd  attendant  speeded ; 

1  felt  so  weary,  my  knees  wellnigh  broke, 

Yet  on,  still  on,  we  proceeded. 

We  onward  went.     My  heart  in  my  breast 

Gaped  open,  and  parted  in  sunder, 
And  the  red  drops  glided  out  of  the  wound 

In  my  heart, — a  sight  of  wonder. 

I  oftentimes  dipp'd  my  finger  therein, 

And  often  the  fancy  camo  o'er  mo 
To  streak  witli  tiie  blooa,  as  I  onward  pass'd. 

Each  doorpost  lying  before  mo. 
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And  every  time  tliat  I  mark'd  a  liouse 

In  this  very  peculiar  fashion, 
A  funeral  bell  was  heard  in  a  tone 

Of  mournful  and  soft  compassion. 

But  now  in  the  heavens  the  moon  grew  pals, 
And  darkness  came  over  me  thickly. 

And  over  her  face,  like  horses  blaclc, 
The  stormy  clouds  sped  quickly. 

And  still  behind  me  onward  went 

My  dark  companion  ever, 
Ilis  hidden  axe  grasping, — on.  still  on, 

And  pausing  and  resting  never. 

We  went  and  went,  till  we  rcach'd  at  length 

The  Cathedral  precincts'  centre ; 
The  doors  of  the  church  wide  open  stood, 

And  straightway  did  we  enter. 

Within  its  capacious  expanse  but  death 

And  night  and  silence  hovcr'd. 
While  here  and  there  a  glimmering  lamp 

The  darkness  plainly  discovcr'd. 

I  wander'd  long  the  pillars  among, 

And  heard  the  footsteps  only 
Of  my  attendant,  who  follow'd  me  still 

E'en  here  in  the  silence  lonely. 

At  length  we  came  to  a  certain  place, 
With  gold  and  jewels  quite  glorious. 

And  illumed  by  the  tapers'  sjxarkling  light,— 
'Twas  the  three  kings'  chapel  notorious. 

But  the  three  holy  kings,  who  were  wont  to  lie 
Quite  still,  and  in  order  befitting — ■ 

O  sight  of  wonder! — were  now  upright 
Upon  their  sarcojjliagi  sitting. 

Three  skeletons,  deck'd  in  fantastic  array, 
With  crowns  on  their  skulls  dry  and  yellow, 

And  each  one  held  in  his  bony  hand 
A  sceptre,  beside  his  fellow. 

Like  dancing  puppets  they  moved  about 
Their  bones  which  so  long  had  perish 'd ; 

They  smelt  of  mould,  and  tlicy  also  smelt 
Of  incense  fragrant  and  cherisli'd. 
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One  'mongst  the  number  soon  moved  his  mouth, 

And  utter'd  a  lengthy  oration, 
Explaining  the  reasons  why  he  claim'd 

My  respectful  salutation. 

The  first,  because  he  was  a  corpse, 

Because  a  monarch,  the  second  ; 
Because  a  saint,  the  third, — but  the  whole 

Of  little  account  I  reckon 'd. 

I  gave  him  an  answer  in  laughing  mood : 

"  In  vain  is  all  thy  endeavour! 
"  I  see  that  thou'rt  still  in  ev'ry  respect 

"  As  strange  and  old-fashion'd  as  ever ! 

"  Away  !  away  !     In  the  deep  grave  alone 

"  Your  lengths  ye  ought  to  measure  ! 
"  Ecal  life  will  shortly  confiscate 

"  This  chapel's  mighty  treasure. 

"  Hereafter  the  merry  cavalry 

"  Shall  make  the  Cathedral  their  dwelling ; 
"  If  ye  will  not  go  gently,  then  force  shall  be  used^ 

"  With  clubs  your  exit  compelling  !" 

When  thus  I  had  spoken,  I  turn'd  me  round. 
And  saw  where  was  glimmering  brightly 

My  silent  attendant's  terrible  axe, 
And  ho  read  my  meaning  rightly. 

So  he  quickly  approacli'd,  and  with  the  axe 

llemorselessly  he  shattcr'd 
Those  skeletons  poor  of  bigotry, 

And  into  atoms  scatter'd. 

The  echoing  blows  from  the  vaulted  roof 

Hang  wildly,  in  countless  numbers  ; 
While  streams  of  blood  pour'd  out  from  my  breast, 

And  I  awoke  from  my  slumbers. 

CAPUT  VI I r. 

I^KOM  Cologne  to  TIagen  it  costs  to  post 
Five  I'mssian  (b>llars,  six  ^roschen  ; 
Tlie  diligence  cbaiuuKl  tn  be  full,  so  I  canio 
In  a  chaise,  tlioufjli  rough  wjis  the  motion. 
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Twas  a  late  autumu  morning,  both  clamp  and  groy 

The  coach  in  the  mud  groan 'd  sadly  ; 
Yet  despite  the  bad  weather,  despite  the  bad  road, 

Sweet  thoughts  pervaded  me  gladly. 

'Tis  my  own  native  air,  and  the  glow  on  my  check 

Could  bear  no  other  construction; 
The  very  dirt  in  the  highway  itself 

Is  my  fatherland's  production  ! 

The  horses  wagg'd  their  tails  like  old  friends, 

As  they  went  along  in  a  canter  ; 
Their  very  dung  appear'd  to  me  fair 

As  the  apples  of  Atalanta  ! 

We  pass'd  through  Miililheim.     The  people  arc  dull 

And  busy,  the  town  far  from  dirty  ; 
T  last  was  there  in  the  merry  month 

Of  May,  in  the  year  one  and  thirty. 
All  things  then  stood  in  blooming  attire, 

And  the  sunlight  sweetly  was  blinking ; 
Tlie  birds  were  singing  their  yearning  song, 

While  the  men  were  hoping  and  thinking. 
Thus  thought  they :  "  The  lanky  order  of  knights 

''  Will  depart  from  amongst  us  shortly; 
"  Their  farewell  draught  they  shall  drink  from  long 
flasks 

"  Of  iron,  in  fashion  not  courtly  ! 

"  And  freedom  shall  come  with  sport  and  with  dance, 
"  With  the  banner,  the  white-blue-red  one ; 

''  Perchance  she  will  fetch  from  out  of  the  grave 
"  E'en  Bonaparte,  even  the  dead  one !" 

Alas  !  the  knights  remain  as  before  ; 

More  than  one  of  those  fools  so  derided 
Who  enter'd  the  country  as  thin  as  a  lath 

Are  now  with  fat  bellies  provided. 

The  pallid  canaille,  who  used  to  look 

The  pictures  of  faith,  hope,  charity, 
Have  got  red  noses  by  tippling  our  wine 

With  the  utmost  regularity. 
And  Freedom  has  sprain'd  her  foot,  and  has  lost 

For  springing  and  raving  all  power ; 
In  Paris  itself  the  tricolour  flag 

Looks  mournfully  tlown  from  each  tower. 
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The  Emperor  truly  arose  again, 

Yet  the  Euglisb,  fearing  a  riot, 
Converted  liim  into  a  peaceable  man, 

And  he  let  them  inter  him  in  quiet. 

Yes,  I  myseK  his  funeral  saw. 

The  golden  carnage  so  splendid, 
And  victory's  golden  goddesses, 

Who  the  golden  coffin  attended. 

Along  the  famous  Champs  Elysees, 

Through  the  Arc  do  Triomphe  stately, 
Across  the  mist  and  over  the  snow 

The  procession  wended  sedately. 

The  music  wn,s  painful  and  out  of  tune, 

And  frozen  was  every  musician  ; 
The  eagles  perch'd  over  the  standards  look'd  down 

Upon  me  in  woeful  condition. 

In  ghostly  fashion  the  men  all  appear'd. 

All  lost  in  old  recollections, — 
The  wondrous  imperial  di-eam  revived. 

Awakening  olden  aftections. 

I  wept  on  that  day.     Tears  rose  in  my  eyes, 

And  down  my  cheeks  fast  fleeted, 
When  I  heard  the  long-vanish'd  loving  shout 

Of  "  Vive  rEmpereur  !"  repeated. 

CAPUT  IX. 

I  LEFT  Cologne  on  my  onward  road 
At  a  quarter  to  eight  precisely ; 
We  got  to  Hagen  at  throe  o'clock. 
And  there  had  our  dinners  nicely. 

The  table  was  cover'd.     Here  found  I  all 

The  old -fash  ion'd  German  dishes  ; 
All  hail,  thou  savoiuy  sour-ki'out,  hail. 

The  reward  of  my  utmost  wishes ! 

Stuft'M  chestnuts  all  in  green  cabbages  drcss'd  1 

IMy  food  when  I  was  a  l)aby ! 
All  hail,  ye  native  stockfish,  ye  swim 

In  the  Ijutter  as  nicely  as  may  ^e! 
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One's  native  country  to  each  fond  heart 

Grows  ever  clearer  and  dearer- 
Its  eggs  and  bloaters,  when  nicely  brown'd, 

Come  home  to  one's  feelings  still  nearer. 

How  the  sausages  sang  in  the  spluttering  fat . 

The  iieldfares,  those  very  delicious 
And  roasted  angels  with  ai^jilo  sauce, 

All  warbled  a  welcome  propitious. 

"  Thou'rt  welcome,  countryman,"  warbled  they, 
"  Full  long  hast  thou  been  delaying  ! 

"  Full  long  hast  thou  with  foreign  birds 
"  In  foreign  lands  been  straying!" 

Upon  the  table  stood  also  a  goose, 

A  silent,  kindhearted  being  ; 
Perchance  she  loved  mo  in  younger  days, 

When  our  tastes  were  nearer  agreeing. 

Full  of  meaning  she  eyed  me,  cordial  but  sad, 
And  fond,  like  the  rest  of  her  gender  ; 

She  surely  possess'd  an  excellent  soul. 
But  her  flesh  was  by  no  means  tender. 

A  boar's  head  they  also  brought  in  the  room, 
On  a  jiewter  disli,  for  me  to  guzzle  ; 

The  bores  with  us  are  always  deck'd  out 
With  laurel  leaves  round  their  muzzle. 

CAPUT  X. 

ON  leaving  Ilagen  the  night  came  on, 
And  I  felt  a  chilly  sensation 
Inside.     At  the  inn  at  Unna  1  first 
Ilecover'd  my  animation. 

A  pretty  maiden  found  I  there, 

Who  pour'd  out  my  punch  discreetly ; 

Like  yellow  silk  were  her  comely  locks. 

Her  eyes  like  the  moonlight  gleam'd  sweetly 

Her  lisping  Westphalian  accents  I  heard 
With  joy,  as  she  utter'd  them  clearly  ; 

Tlie  punch  with  sweet  recollections  smoked, 
I  thought  of  my  brethren  loved  dearly ; 
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The  dear  Westplialians,  with  whom  I  oft  drank 

At  Gottingen,  while  we  were  able. 
Till  we  sank  in  emotion  on  each  other's  necks, 

And  also  sank  under  the  table. 

That  loveable,  worthy,  Westjihalian  race  ! 

I  ever  have  loved  it  extremely ; 
A  nation  so  firm,  so  faithful,  so  true, 

Ne'er  given  to  boasting  unseemly. 

How  proudly  they  stand,  with  their  lion-like  hearts. 

In  the  noble  science  of  fencing  ! 
Their  quarts  and  their  tierces,  so  honestly  meant, 

With  vigorous  arm  dispensing. 

Plight  well  they  fight,  and  right  well  they  drink  ; 

When  they  give  thee  their  hand  so  gentle 
To  strike  up  a  friendship,  they  needs  must  weep, 

Like  oaks  turn'd  sentimental. 

May  heaven  watch  over  thee,  worthy  race, 
On  thy  seed  shower  down  benefactions, 

Preserve  thee  from  war  and  empty  renown, 
From  heroes  and  heroes'  actions ! 

May  it  evermore  grant  to  thy  excellent  sons 

An  easy  examination. 
And  give  thy  daughters  marriages  good, — 

So  Amen  to  my  invocation  ! 

CAPUT  XI. 

I)  EIIOLD  the  wood  of  Teutoburg, 
)     Described  in  Tacitus'  i)ages  ; 
IJehold  the  classical  marsh,  wherein 
Stuck  Varus,  in  past  ages. 

TTere  vanquish 'd  him  tlie  Clienisciiin  jiriuoe, 

The  noble  giant,  named  Hermann  ;  * 
'Tvvas  in  this  mire  tliat  triumph'd  first 

Our  nationality  German. 

Had  Hermann  with  his  liglit-hiiir'd  liordos 

Not  triumphd  here  over  tlie  foeman, 
Tlicn  German  freedom  had  come  to  an  end. 

Wc  had  each  been  tunid  to  a  I'oman  ' 

*  CuUwl  Aniiiniii- I'V  tiir  Homana. 
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Nought  but  Eoman  language  and  manners  had  now 

Our  native  country  ruled  over, 
In  Munich  lived  Vestals,  the  Swabians  e'en 

As  Quirites  have  flourish'd  in  clover! 

An  hariispex  had  Hengstenberg  surely  been, 

And  groped  about  in  the  bowels 
Of  oxen ;  Neander  *  an  Augur,  and  based 

On  flights  of  birds  his  avowals. 

Birch-Pfeifer  f  had  tippled  her  turpentine, 

Like  the  Eoman  ladies  admired. 
('Tis  said  that  they,  by  its  frequent  use, 

A  pleasing  odour  acquired). 

Friend  Eaumer  |  had  been  no  German  scamp, 

But  a  regular  Eoman  Scampatius, 
And  Freiligrath  written  without  using  rhyme, 

Like  worthy  Flaccus  Horatius. 

The  clumsy  beggar.  Father  Jahn,  § 

Had  then  been  call'd  Clumsianus  ; 
Me  Hercule  !     Massmann  ||  would  Latin  have  talk'd, 

As  Marcus  Tullius  Massmanus ! 

The  friends  of  truth,  instead  of  with  curs 

In  the  papers,  would  in  the  arena 
Have  had  to  wage  a  mortal  fight 

With  the  lion,  jackal,  hyena. 

One  single  Nero  we  now  should  have  had, 
'Stead  of  three  dozen  pieces  of  knavery  ; 

Our  veins  should  we  have  open'd,  and  so 
Defied  the  bailiffs  of  slavery. 

Thank  heaven  !     The  Eomans  were  driven  away, 

A  glorious  triumph  was  Hermann's  ; 
Both  Varus  and  all  his  legions  succumb'd. 

And  we  remain'd  still  Germans  ! 

*  The  famous  historian  and  professor  of  thcolof'v  ;it  Jleilin. 
He  died  in  1850. 

t  A  well-known  actress  and  voluminous  dramatic  author,  born 
in  1800. 

*  The  historian. 

§  A  professor  of  frymnastics. 

11  A  linguist  and  professor  of  languages  and  gymnastics  iointl  v. 
In  the  latter  scie;:09  ka  was  a  pupil  of  Jahn. 
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W»:-  Germans  remain,  and  German  \\g  speak, 

As  we  before  times  have  spoken  ; 
Au  ass  is  an  ass,  not  asinus, 

The  Swabian  line  is  unbroken. 

Friend  Eaumer  remain'd  a  German  scamp 

In  our  northern  German  climate  ; 
And  Freiligrath  no  Horace  became, 

But  in  verse  is  accustom'd  to  rhyme  it. 

Tliauk  heaven  that  Massmann  no  Latin  e'er  writes, 
Birch-Pfeifer  writes  nothing  but  dramas, 

And  drinks  no  nasty  turpentine 

Like  those  lovely  Roman  charmers. 

0  Hermann,  for  this  we're  indebted  to  thee  ! 
So  at  Dettmoldt  *  thy  friends  and  extollers 

A  monument  proud  of  late  have  design'd, 
And  towards  it  I  gave  a  few  dollars. 

CAPUT  xir. 

THROUGH  the  wood  in  the    dark   the    postchaise 
bump'd  on. 
When  a  crash  took  place,  sudden  and  frightful — 
A  wheel  came  off,  and  we  came  to  a  stand, 
An  occurrence  by  no  means  delightful. 

The  postilion  dismounted,  and  made  all  haste 
To  the  village  for  help,  and  I  found  me 

At  midniglit  alone  in  the  darksome  wood, 
Wliile  a  howling  I  heard  all  around  me. 

Tlie  wolves  it  was,  who  wildly  howl'd 

Witli  half-starv'd  voices  all  wiry  ; 
Likj  lights  in  the  darkness  brightly  gleam'd 

Their  eyes  so  fierce  and  fiery. 

Of  my  arrival  certainly  know 

Tlio  beasts,  and  to  lionom*  me,  proudly 
Thoy  lighted  up  the  forest  thus, 

And  sang  in  chorus  loudly. 

1  soon  ol)S(rvcd  'twas  a  real  serenade, 

Design'd  for  my  gh)rilic"iti()n, 
So  tlircw  myself  in  an  attitude  fit. 
And  spoke  ^vith  extreme  animation  : 

•  A  mcnumciit  liris  licoii   rcci'ntly  cicftol    in    DtttmoliU    lo 
^miiiiomorate  the  victory  of  Ariuiiiiuti  over  Viuiw. 
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"  Brother  wolves !  it  gives  me  great  pleasure  to-day 
"  To  tarry  awhile  'midst  your  growling, 

*'  Where  so  many  noble  spirits  have  met, 
"  Around  me  lovingly  howling. 

"  INIy  feelings  just  at  the  moment  I  speak 

"  Are  truly  beyond  all  measure  ; 
"  This  present  hour  I  ne'er  shall  forget, 

"  So  fraught  with  exceeding  pleasure. 

"  T  thank  you  for  the  confidence  thus 

"  Evinced  beyond  denial, 
"  And  which  by  the  clearest  proofs  ye  have  shown 

"  In  every  period  of  trial. 

"  Brother  wolves !    ye   ne'er   doubted  that  true  I   ro- 
"  Ye  set  all  the  rogues  at  defiance,  [niain'd, 

"  Who  falsely  asserted  that  I  had  of  late, 
"  Struck  up  with  the  dogs  an  alliance, 

"  And  turn'd  an  apostate,  and  e'en  in  the  fold 

''  As  a  Councillor  soon  they  would  show  me — 
"  To  answer  such  base  assertions  as  these 

''  I  feel  to  be  really  below  me. 
"  The  sheepskin  that  I  for  a  time  had  on 

"  As  a  piece  of  warm  clothing  merely, 
"  Believe  me,  will  never  make  me  love 

'•  The  sheep's  race  an  atom  more  dearly. 

"  No  sheep  am  I,  and  no  dog  am  I, 

"  No  Councillor,  or  such  like  ; 
''  A  wolf  am  I,  and  my  lieart  and  teeth 

•'  A  wolfs  are  very  much  like. 

"  A  wolf  am  I,  and  with  the  wolves 

"  I  ever  will  be  a  yelper  ; 
''  Yes,  reckon  upon  me,  and  help  yourselves, 

"  And  God  will  be  your  helper !" 

This  was  the  speech  deliver'd  by  me. 

Without  the  least  preparation  ; 
In  the  Allgemeine  Zeitung,  I'm  told, 

It  appear'd,  though  with  much  mutilation. 
CArUT  XIII. 

THE  sun  arose  near  Paderborn. 
With  a  look  by  no  means  bright'ning 
In  fact  he  leads  but  a  sorry  life. 
This  wretched  earth  cnlight'ning. 
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As  soon  as  lie  has  lighted  one  side, 

And  )iastens  with  beams  all  sparkling 
To  lighten  the  other,  already  the  first 

Is  getting  gloomy  and  darkling. 

Poor  Sisyphus'  stone  keeps  rolling  down, 

The  Danaids'  bucket  never 
Gets  fiU'd,  and  to  lighten  this  earthly  boll 

In  vain  is  the  sun's  endeavom*. 
And  when  the  mist  of  morning  dispersed, 

I  saw  by  the  wayside  projecting 
In  the  early  glow,  His  figure,  who  died 

On  the  cross  a  death  so  atfecting. 

I'm  filled  with  dejection  every  time 

That  I  see  Thee,  my  poor  I{ elation, 
Whose  mission  was  to  redet^m  the  world, 

And  be  mankind's  salvation. 

A  sorry  trick  they  play'd  Thee  indeed, 

The  lords  of  the  Council  stately  ; 
O  why  didst  Thou  speak  of  Church  and  State 

In  a  manner  to  wound  them  greatly  ? 

To  Thy  misfortune  the  printing  art 

To  mortals  had  then  not  been  given, 
Or  else  a  book  had  been  written  by  Thee 

On  the  subjects  relating  to  heaven. 

The  Censor  would  then  have  erased  whato'cr 

Satirical  secm'd  in  its  diction. 
And  so  the  loving  censorship 

Have  saved  Thee  from  crucifixion. 

Ah  !  if  for  Tliy  sermon  on  the  mount 

Another  text  Thou  hadst  taken  I 
Sufficient  genius  and  talent  were  Thine, 

And  the  pious  Thou  need'st  not  have  shaken. 

Money-cbangers    and   bankers    Thou  druv'st  with  the 
From  the  temple,  in  just  indignation —  [sc(nu'go 

Unhaj)2)y  Enthusiast!     Now  on  the  cross 
Tiiou  dost  suffer  a  sad  ex2)iation. 
CAPUT  XIV. 

I'^HE  wind  was  humid,  and  barren  the  land. 
The  cliaise  floundered  on  in  the  mire, 
Yet  a  singing  and  ringing  were  lilliiiir  my  cars; 
"  0  Sun,  thou  accusing  firel' 
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The  burden  is  this  of  the  oldcu  song 

That  my  nnrse  so  often  was  singing — 
*'  O  Sun,  thou  accusing  fire !"  was  then 

Like  the  note  of  the  forest  horn  ringing. 

This  song  of  a  murderer  tells  the  tale, 

Who  lived  a  life  joyous  and  splendid  ; 
Hung  up  in  the  forest  at  last  he  was  found, 

From  a  grey  old  willow  suspended. 

The  murderer's  sentence  of  death  was  nail'd 

On  the  willow's  stem,  written  entire ; 
The  Vchm-gcricht's  avengers'  work  'twas — 

0  Sun,  thou  accusing  fire  ! 

The  Sun  was  accuser, — 'twas  he  who  condemn'd 

The  murderer  foul,  in  his  ire. 
Ottilia  had  cried,  as  she  gave  up  the  ghost : 

''  O  Sun,  thou  accusing  fire  !" 

When  the  song  I  recall,  the  remembrance  too 

Of  my  dear  old  nurse  never  ceases 
I  see  once  more  her  swarthy  face, 

With  all  its  wrinkles  and  creases. 

In  the  district  of  Miinster  she  was  born, 

And  knew,  in  all  their  glory, 
Many  popular  songs  and  wondrous  tales. 

And  many  a  wild  ghost-story. 

How  my  heart  used  to  beat  when  the  old  nurso  told  Iuai 
The  king's  daughter,  in  days  now  olden, 

Sat  all  alone  on  the  desert  heath, 

While  glisten'd  her  tresses  so  golden. 

Her  business  was  to  tend  the  geese 

As  a  goosegirl,  and  when  at  nightfall 
She  drove  the  geese  home  again  througli  the  gate, 

Her  tears  would  in  piteous  plight  fall. 

For  nail'd  up  on  high,  above  the  gate. 

She  saw  a  horse's  head  o'er  her ; 
The  head  it  was  of  the  dear  old  horse 

Who  to  foreign  countries  bore  her. 

The  king's  poor  daughter  deeply  sigh'd  : 

"  O  Falada!  haugest  thou  yonder?" 
riie  horse's  head  from  above  rejilied  : 

"  Aia.'^  that  from  home  thou  did'st  wander  1" 
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The  king's  poor  daughter  clcciily  sigh'd  : 

"  O  would  that  my  mother  knew  it  I" 
The  horse's  head  from  above  replied  : 

"  Full  sorely  she  would  rue  itl" 

With  gasping  breath  I  used  to  attend 

When  my  nurse,  with  a  voice  soft  and  serious, 

Of  Barbarossa  began  to  speak, 
Our  Emperor  so  mysterious. 

She  assured  me  that  he  was  not  de  id,  as  to  tliiuk 

By  learned  men  we  were  bidden. 
But  with  his  comrades  in  arms  still  lived 

In  a  mountain's  recesses  safe  hidden. 

Kyffhauser  is  the  mountain's  name, 

With  a  cave  in  its  dei)ths  benighted ; 
By  lamps  its  high  and  vaulted  rooms 

In  ghostly  fashion  are  lighted. 

The  first  of  the  halls  is  a  stable  vast, 

Where  in  glittering  harness  the  stranger 

Who  enters  may  sec  many  thousand  steeds, 
Each  standing  at  his  manger. 

They  all  are  saddled,  and  bridled  all, 

Yet  amongst  these  thousands  of  creatures, 

No  single  one  neighs,  no  single  one  stamps, 
Like  statues  of  iron  their  features. 

Upon  the  straw  in  the  second  hall 

The  soldiers  are  seen  in  tlieir  places ; 
Many  thousand  soldiers,  a  bearded  race, 

With  warlike  and  insolent  faces. 

They  all  are  full  arni'd  from  toj)  to  too, 

Yet  out  of  this  countless  number, 
Not  one  of  them  moves,  not  one  of  thoiii  stirt 

They  all  arc  wrajijj'd  in  slumber. 

In  tlie  tliird  of  the  halls  in  lofty  ])iles 

Swords,  8j)ears,  and  axes  are  lying. 
And  armour  and  helmets  of  silver  and  stool. 

With  old-fashion'd  fire-arms  vying. 

The  catuioTis  are  f(!W,  but  yet  arc  enough 

To  build  up  a  troj)liy  olden. 
A  standard  projects  from  out  of  the  heap, 

Its  colour  is  blftck-red-goldon. 
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In  the  fourth  of  the  halls  the  Emi^eror  lives, 

For  many  a  century  closing 
On  a  seat  made  of  stone  near  a  table  of  stone, 

His  head  on  his  arm  reposing. 

His  beard,  which  has  grown  right  down  to  the  ground, 

Is  red  as  a  fiery  ocean  ; 
At  times  his  eye  to  blink  may  be  seen, 

And  his  eyebrows  are  ever  in  motion. 

But  whether  he  sleeps  or  whether  he  thinks 

For  the  present  we  cannot  discover ; 
Yet  when  the  proper  hour  has  come, 

He'll  shake  himself  all  over. 

His  trusty  banner  he  then  will  seize, 

And  •'  To  horse  I     Quick  to  horse  !"  shout  proudly  ; 
His  cavalry  straight  will  awake  and  spring 

From  the  earth,  all  rattling  loudly. 

Each  man  will  forthwith  leap  on  his  horse, 
Each  stamping  his  hoofs  and  neighing  ; 

They'll  ride  abroad  in  the  clattering  world. 
While  their  trumpets  are  merrily  playing. 

Right  well  they  ride,  and  right  well  they  fight. 

No  longer  they  slumber  supinely  ; 
In  terrible  judgment  the  Emperor  sits, 

To  punish  the  murd'rers  condignly, — 

The  murderers  foul,  who  murder'd  erst 
Her  whose  beauty  such  awe  did  inspire, 

The  golden-hair'd  maiden,  Germania  hight, — • 
O  Sun,  thou  accusing  fire ! 

Full  many  who  deem'd  themselves  safely  hid, 

And  sat  in  their  castles  cheerful, 
Shall  then  not  escape  Barbarossa's  fierce  wrath, 

And  the  cord  of  vengeance  fearful. 
My  old  nurse's  tales,  how  sweetly  they  ring, 

How  dear  are  the  thoughts  they  inspire  ! 
My  heart  supcrstitiously  shouts  with  joy  : 

"  O  Sun,  thou  accusing  fire !" 

CAPUT  XV, 
A     FINE  and  prickly  rain  now  descends, 
-ZiL    Like  needle-tops  cold,  and  wetting  ; 
The  horses  mournfully  waggle  their  tails, 

And  wade  through  the  mud  with  sweating. 
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Upon  liis  liorn  the  postilion  blows 

The  old  tune  loved  so  dearly : 
"  Three  horsemen  are  riding  out  at  the  gate  "  — 

Its  memory  crosses  me  clearly. 

I  sleepy  grew,  and  at  length  went  to  sleep, 

And  as  for  my  dream,  this  is  it  : 
To  the  Emperor  Barbarossa  I 

In  the  wondrous  mount  paid  a  visit. 

On  his  stony  seat  by  the  table  of  stone 

Like  an  image  no  longer  I  saw  him, 
Nor  had  he  that  very  respectable  look 

With  which  for  the  most  part  they  draw  him. 

Ho  waddled  about  with  me  round  the  halls 

Discoursing  with  much  affection, 
Like  an  antiquarian  pointing  out 

The  gems  of  his  precious  collection. 

In  the  hidl  of  armour  he  show'd  with  a  club 
How  the  strength  of  a  blow  to  determine. 

And  rubb'd  off  the  dust  from  a  few  of  the  swords 
With  his  cwu  imperial  ermine. 

He  took  in  his  hand  a  peacock's  fan, 

And  clean'd  full  many  a  dusty 
Old  piece  of  armour,  and  many  a  helm, 

And  many  a  morion  rusty. 

The  standard  he  carefully  dusted  too, 

And  said,  '•  My  greatest  pride  is, 
"  That  ]iot  e'en  one  moth  hatli  eaten  the  silk, 

"  And  not  e'en  one  insect  inside  is." 

And  when  we  came  to  the  second  hall, 
AVhcre  asleep  on  the  ground  were  lying 

Many  thousand  arm'd  warriors,  the  old  man  said, 
Their  forms  with  contentment  eyeing  : 

"  We  must  take  care,  while  here,  not  to  waken  the  miin, 

"  And  midvc  no  noise  in  the  gallery; 
"  A  liuudrcd  years  have  again  passed  awa}', 

'•  And  to-day  I  must  pay  them  their  salary." 

And  see !  the  Em2)eror  softly  approach'd, 

While  h(!  li':ld  in  his  hand  a  ducat, 
And  tpiictly  into  the  pocket  of  each 

Of  the  sli'cping  soldiery  stuck  it. 

2  A 
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And  then  lie  rcmark'd  witli  a  simpering  face, 

When  1  observ'd  him  with  wonder  : 
"  1  give  them  a  ducat  apiece  as  their  pay, 

'•  At  periods  a  centmy  asunder." 
In  tlie  hall  wherein  the  horses  were  ranged, 

And  drawn  out  in  rows  long  and  silent, 
Together  the  Emperor  rubb'd  his  hands 

While  his  pleasure  seem'd  getting  (luitc  vi"j",ut 

He  counted  the  horses,  one  by  one, 

And  poked  their  ribs  approving  ; 
He  counted  and  counted,  and  all  the  while 

His  lips  were  eagerly  moving. 
=  •  The  proper  number  is  not  complete," — 

Thus  angrily  he  discourses  : 
"  Of  soldiers  and  weapons  I've  quite  enough, 

"  But  still  am  deficient  in  horses. 
"  Horse-jockeys  I've  sent  to  every  place 

'•  In  all  the  world,  to  supply  me 
"  With  the  very  best  horses  that  they  can  find 

"  And  now  I've  a  good  number  by  me. 
"  I  only  wait  till  the  number's  complete, 

'•  Then,  making  a  regular  clearance. 
"  I'll  free  my  country,  my  German  folk, 

"  Who  trustingly  wait  my  appearance," — 
Thus  spake  the  Emperor,  while  I  cried  : 

"  Old  fellow !  seize  time  as  it  passes ; 
'•  Set  to  work,  and  hast  thou  not  horses  enough, 

''  Then  fill  up  their  places  with  asses." 
Then  Barbarossa  smiling  replied  : 

"  For  the  battle  there  need  bo  no  hurry  ; 
"  li,(jme  certainly  never  was  built  in  one  day, 

''  Nothing's  gained  by  bustle  and  flurry. 
"  Wlio  comes  not  to-day,  to-morrow  will  come, 

"  The  oak's  slow  growth  might  shame  us  ; 
"  Chi  va  piano  va  sano  wisely  says 

"  The  Eoman  proverb  famous." 
CAPUT  XVI. 
rilHE  carriage's  jolting  woke  me  up 
A-     From  my  dream,  yet  vainly  sought  I 
To  keep  awake,  so  I  slumber'd  again, 

And  of  Barbarosr^  thought  I. 
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Again  we  went  tlirougli  the  cclioing  halls, 

And  talked  of  great  and  small  things  ; 
He  ask'd  me  this,  and  he  ask'd  me  that, 

And  wish'd  to  know  about  all  things. 

lie  told  me  that  not  one  mortal  word 

From  the  world  above  had  descended 
For  many  a  year, — in  fact  not  since 

The  Seven-years'  war  had  ended. 

With  interest  he  for  Karschin*  ask'd, 

For  Mendelssohn  (Moses  the  glorious), 
For  Louis  the  Fifteenth's  mistress  frail, 

The  Countess  Du  Barry  notorious. 
"  0  Emperor,"  cried  I,  "  how  backward  thou  art ! 

"  Old  Moses  is  dead  and  forgotten, 
"  With  his  Rebecca  ;  and  Abraham  too, 

"  The  son,  is  dead  and  rotten. 
"  This  Abraham  and  Leah,  his  wife,  gave  birtli 

*'  To  Felixf,  who  proved  very  steady ; 
'^  His  Itime  through  Christendom  far  has  spriad, 

"  He's  a  Chapel-master  already. 
"  Old  Karschin  likewise  has  long  been  dead, 

"  And  Klenke,  her  daughter,  is  dead  too ; 
"  Hclraine  Chezy,  the  granddaughter,  thougli, 

"  Still  lives— at  least  she  is  said  to. 
"  Du  Barry  lived  merrily,  keeping  afloat, 

"  For  Louis  the  Fifteenth  screen'd  her 
'"  As  long  as  he  lived,  but  when  she  was  old 

"  Tliey  cruelly  guillotined  her, 

"  King  Louis  tlie  Fifteenth  died  in  his  bed, 
•■  By  the  doctors  attended  and  sccu  to  ; 

"  But  Louis  the  Sixteenth  was  guillotined, 
"  And  Antoinette  the  Queen  too, 

•'  The  Queen  tlie  greatest  courage  display'd, 

"  And  died  like  a  monarch,  proudly  ; 
"  But  Madame  Du  Barry,  when  guillotined, 

"  Kept  weeping  and  screaming  loudly," — 

*  A  ]K)ctc3d  of  some  rc'putiition,  who  died  in  1791.  Ilor  Krand- 
danglitcr,  Helminc  Chezy,  born  in  178.^,  was  also  well  known  as 
a  poetess  and  ronianee  writ<T. 

t  Tlie  trieat  Composer  Mendrlti.sohr  was  grandson  to  Ihe 
famous  philosopher  of  tliat  name. 


8;")fi  Heine's  poems. 

The  Emperor  suddenly  came  to  a  stand, 
And  stared,  as  if  doubting  my  meaning, 

And  said  :  "  For  the  sake  of  hea-'cn  explain 
"  What  is  meant  by  that  word  guillotining  ?" 

"  Why,  guillotining,"  I  briefly  replied, 

'■  Is  a  method  newly  constructed, 
"  By  means  of  which  people  of  every  rank 

''  From  life  to  death  are  conducted. 

"  For  this  purpose,  a  new  machine  is  cmploy'd''- 
I  continued,  while  closely  he  listen'd  ; 

"  Invented  by  Monsieur  Guillotin, 

"  And  '  guillotine'  after  him  christcn'd. 

"  You  first  are  fasten'd  to  a  board  ; 

"  'Tis  lower'd ;  then  quickly  they  shove  you 
"  Between  two  posts;  meanwhile  there  hangs 

"  A  triangular  axe  just  above  you. 

"  Tliey  pull  a  string,  and  downward  shoots 
"  The  axe,  quite  lively  and  merry  ; 

''  And  so  your  head  falls  into  a  bag, 
"  And  nothing  remains  l)ut  to  bury." 

The  Emperor  here  interrupted  my  speech  : 
'•  Be  silent!     May  heaven  confuse:  it, 

"  That  foul  machine !  and  God  f<n-bid 
"  That  I  should  ever  use  it ! 

"  The  King  and  Queen  !  What?  To  a  boaid 
"  Both  fasten'd  !  What  a  position  ! 

"  'Tis  contrary  to  all  respect, 
"  And  etiquette  in  addition  ! 

•'  And  who  art  thou,  that  darest  to  speak 

"  So  coolly  and  so  mucli,  man  ? 
•'  Just  wait  a  while,  and  I'll  soon  clip 

"  Thy  wings,  or  I'm  a  Dutchman  ! 

"  My  inmost  bile  is  deeply  stirr'd 

"  At  words  so  out  of  season  ; 
*'  Thy  very  breath  is  fiill  of  crime 

"  And  guilty  of  high  treason  !"' 

When  in  his  zeal  the  old  man  rail'd. 

And  treated  me  thus  cavalierly, 
Surpassing  all  bounds, — I  sharply  replied, 

And  told  him  my  mind  quite  clearly. 
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"  Barbarossa !"  I  cried,  "  tlioii'rt  just  as  absurd 

"  As  an  old  woman's  silly  fable  ; 
"  Go,  lie  down  and  sleep !  without  tliy  aid 

"  To  free  ourselves  we  are  able. 

"  The  republicans  all  would  scoff  and  jeer, 

"  And  shake  their  sides  with  laughter 
"  To  see  such  a  spectre,  with  scci^tre  and  crown 

"  Act  as  leader,  while  we  went  after. 

'  Thy  standard,  too,  no  more  I  respect  ; 

''  My  love  for  the  black-red-golden 
"  Has  been  quench'd  by  the  fools  of  the  Burschcut^ihafl^ 

"  With  their  rage  for  the  so-call'd  olden. 

"  In  Old  Kyffhauser  'twere  better  that  thou 

"  Shouldst  pass  thy  days  morosely ; 
"  In  truth,  we've  no  need  of  an  Emperor  now, 

'•  When  I  view  the  matter  closely." 

CAPUT  XVI r. 

I    WRANGLED  in  dream  with  the  Euiperor  thus,— 
In  dream, — I  say  it  advisedly  ; 
In  waking  hours  we  never  dare  talk 
To  princes  so  undisguisedly. 

The  Germans  only  venture  to  speak 

Wlicn  aslecj),  in  a  dream  ideal. 
The  thoughts  that  they  bear  in  their  faithful  hearts, 

So  German  and  yet  so  real. 

W^hen  I  awoke,  I  was  passing  a  wood, 

And  the  sight  of  the  trees  in  such  numbers, 

And  their  naked  wooden  reality. 
Soon  scared  away  my  slumbers. 

Tlie  oaks  with  solomTiity  shook  their  heads  ; 

The  twigs  ol  tho  birch-trees,  in  token 
Of  warning,  nodded, — and  I  cxchiimM  : 

"  Dear  monarch,  forgive  what  I've  spoken  1 

"  Forgive,  Barbarossa,  my  headstrong  speech, 

"  I  kiiDW  that  thou  art  far  wiser 
"  Tlian  I,  for  impatient  by  nature  I  am  — 

"  Yet  hasten  thy  coming,  my  Kuiscr  1 
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*'  If  guillotining  contents  thee  not, 
''  lictaiu  the  old  plan  for  tlie  prcs<jut : 

"  The  sword  for  the  nobleman,  keeping  the  ropa 
"  For  the  townsman  and  vulgar  peasant. 

"  But  frequently  change  the  order,  and  let 

"  The  nobles  be  hang'd,  beheading 
"  The  townsmen  and  peasants,  for  God  cares  olikf 

"  For  all  who  life's  pathways  are  treading. 
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Eestore  again  the  Criminal  Court 
"  That  Charles  the  Fifth  invented  ; 
"  With  orders,  corporations,  and  guilds 
"  Let  the  people  again  be  contented. 

•'To  the  sacred  old  Eoman  Empire  again 

"  In  all  its  integrity  yoke  us  ; 
"  Its  musty  frippery  give  us  once  more, 

"  And  all  its  hocus-pocus. 

"  The  middle  ages,  if  you  like, 

'•  The  genuine  middle  ages 
'•  I'll  gladly  endure, — but  free  us,  I  pray, 

"  From  the  nonsense  that  now  all  the  rage  is,- 

"  From  all  that  mongrel  chivalry 

"  That  such  a  nauseous  dish  is 
"  Of  Gothic  fancies  and  modern  deceit, 

"  And  neither  flesh  nor  fish  is. 

"  The  troops  of  Comedians  drive  away, 

"  And  close  the  theatres  sickly, 
"  Wherein  they  parody  former  times, — 

'•  0  Emperor,  come  thou  quickly  !" 

CAPUT  XVIII. 

^piIE  town  of  Minden's  a  fortress  strong, 
L     With  arms  and  stores  well  provided  ; 
But  Prussian  fortresses,  truth  to  say, 
1  never  have  abided. 

We  got  there  just  as  evening  fell ; 

The  planks  of  the  drawbridge  sadly 
Boneatli  us  groan'd,  as  over  we  roll'd. 

And  the  dark  moat  gaped  on  us  madly. 
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Tlio  li'fty  bastiuiis  on  mc  gazed 

W.tli  threat'ning  and  sulky  wonder; 
Tlie  heavy  gate  open'd  with  rattling  loud, 

And  closed  with  a  noise  like  thunder. 

Alas!  my  soul  felt  as  sad  as  the  soid 

Of  Odysseus,  the  world-renown'd  warrior. 

When  he  heard  Polyphemus  rolling  a  rock 
In  front  of  the  cave  as  a  barrier. 

A  Corporal  came  to  the  door  of  the  coach 
For  our  names  ;   I  replied  to  this  latter  act : 

"  I'm  Nobody  call'd ;  I  an  oculist  am, 
Who  couch  the  giants  for  cataract !" 

At  the  inn  1  foimd  my  discomfort  increase, 

My  victuals  fill'd  mc  with  loathing  ; 
I  straight  went  to  bed,  but  slept  not  a  wink, 

So  heavy  I  found  the  bed-clothing. 

The  bed  was  a  large,  broad  featherbed, 

Ked  damask  curtains  around  it. 
The  canopy  v,-rought  with  faded  gold, 

While  a  dirty  tassel  crown'd  it. 

Accursed  tassel !   of  all  my  repose 

It  robb'd  me  all  the  night  through ; 
It  hung  over  head,  like  Damocles'  sword. 

And  threaten'd  to  pierce  me  right  through ! 

A  serpent's  head  it  often  appeared. 

And  I  heard  its  hissing  mysterious  : 
"  In  the  fortress  thou  art,  and  canst  not  escape" — 

A  position  especially  serious  ! 

"  0  would  that  I  were" — I  thought  with  a  sigh,— 

*'  Of  my  i)eaccablo  homo  a  sharer, 
"  With  my  own  dear  wife  in  Paris  once  more, 

"  In  the  Faubourg-Poissoniere  !" 

I  ft -It  that  a  Something  oftentimes 

Was  over  my  forehead  stealing. 
Just  like  a  Censor's  chilly  hand, 

And  all  my  thoughts  congealing. 

Gendarmes,  in  tlie  dresses  of  corpses  conccal'd, 

In  white  and  ghostly  confusion 
Surrounded  my  bed,  while  a  rattling  of  chains 

I  heard,  to  swell  the  illusion. 
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A.las !  the  spectres  carried  me  oif, 

And  at  Icngtli  with  amazement  I  found  mo 

Beside  a  precipitous  wall  of  rocks, 
And  there  they  firmly  had  bound  mo. 

Detestable  tassel,  so  dirty  and  foul ! 

Again  it  appcar'd  before  me. 
But  now  in  the  shape  of  a  vulture  with  claws 

And  black  win2;s  hovcrinc;  o'er  mo. 

And  now  like  the  well-known  eagle  it  seem'd 
And  grasp'd  me,  and  breathing  prevented  ; 

It  ate  the  liver  out  of  my  breast, 

While  sadly  I  groan'd  and  lamented. 

Iiong  time  I  lamented,  when  crow'd  the  cock. 

And  the  feverish  vision  faded  ; 
Perspiring  in  bed  at  Minden  I  lay, 

To  a  tassel  the  bird  was  degraded. 

I  travell'd  with  post-horses  on, 

And  free  breath  presently  drew  I 
On  the  domain  of  Biickeburg, 

As  by  my  feelings  knew  I. 

CAPUT  XIX. 

ODANTON,  great  was  thy  mistake, 
And  thy  error  was  paid  for  dearly  ! 
One  can  carry  away  one's  fatherland 

On  the  soles  of  one's  feet,  pretty  nearly. 

Of  the  princely  domain  of  Biickeburg 
One  half  to  my  boots  clung  in  jiatchcs  ; 

In  all  my  life  I  never  have  seen 
A  place  that  in  filth  its  match  is. 

At  the  town  of  Biickeburg  shortly  I  stopp'd, 

To  see  the  ancestral  castle 
Whence  my  grandfather  came  ;  my  grandmother  tliougb 

Of  Hamburg  was  part  and  parcel. 

I  got  to  Hanover  just  at  noon. 

And  there  had  my  boots  clean'd  neatly, 

And  afterwards  went  to  visit  the  town ; 
When  I  ti'avcl,  I  do  it  completely. 
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By  lieavens,  liow  Spruce  the  place  appear'tl ! 

Xo  mud  iu  its  streets  was  lying ; 
Many  handsome  buildings  there  I  saw, 

In  massive  splendour  vying.* 

I  was  mostly  charm'd  by  a  very  large  square, 

Surrounded  by  houses  superior  ; 
There  lives  the  king  and  his  palace  there  stands, 

Of  a  really  handsome  exterior, — 

(The  palace  I  mean.)     On  each  side  of  the  door 

A  sentry-box  had  its  station  ; 
Iledcoats  with  muskets  there  kept  guard, 

Of  threat'ning  and  wild  reputation. 

My  cicerone  said  :  "  Here  lives 

"  King  Ernest  Augustus,  a  tory 
''  Of  the  olden  school,  and  a  nobleman, — 

"  Very  sharp,  though  his  hairs  are  hoary. 

"  In  safety  idyllic  here  he  dwells, 

"  For  he's  far  more  securely  protected 
"  By  the  scanty  courage  of  our  dear  friends 

"  Than  his  satellites  ever  effected. 

"  I  see  him  sometimes,  and  then  he  complains 

"  How  very  tedious  his  post  is, — 
"  The  regal  post,  of  which  he  hero 

'•  In  Hanover  now  the  boast  is. 

"  Accustom'd  to  a  British  life, 

"  And  plagued  by  spleen,  to  cure  it 
•'  He  finds  it  not  easy,  and  greatly  fears 

"  That  he  cannot  much  longer  endure  it. 

"  T'other  day  I  found  him  at  early  morn 

"  By  the  fireside  mournfully  bending  ; 
*'  For  his  dog,  who  was  sick,  with  his  own  royal  hands 

"  A  comforting  drauglit  he  was  blending." 

CAPUT  XX. 

IN  an  hour  from  Harburg  to  Hamburg  I  went ; 
The  shades  of  evening  were  tliick'ning, 
The  stars  in  the  heavens  tlieir  greetings  sent. 
And  tlie  air  was  soft  and  qniek'ning, 

*  Tlic  rest  of  this  cliapter  wa«  emecd  by  the  ccnsTs  from  Iho 
9Ji;;iiml  edit  on. 
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And  wliou  I  rcacli'd  my  mother  at  last, 

She  was  wcllnigli  frighten'd  witli  gladness 

She  cried  "  My  darling  child!"  and  clasjj'd 
Her  hands  together  with  madness. 

"  My  darling  child,  full  thirteen  years 
"  Have  pass'd  since  our  last  meeting; 

"  You  surely  are  hungry  ;  tell  me  now 
"  What  you'll  take  in  the  way  of  eating? 

"  I've  here  some  fish,  and  goose-flesh  too, 

"  And  handsome  oranges  also  !" — 
"  Then  give  me  some  fish,  and  goose-flesh  too, 

'•  And  handsome  oranges  also  !" 

And  whilst  I  ate  with  an  appetite  good, 

My  mother  was  lively  and  merry  ; 
She  ask'd  me  this,  and  she  askVl  nic  that, 

And  her  questions  were  awkward,  very. 

"  My  darling  child,  in  your  foreign  home 
"  Do  you  get  all  the  things  you  require  ? 

"  Is  your  wife  pretty  skilful  at  keeping  lionse  ? 
"  Are  your  shirts  and  stockings  darn'd  by  her  ?" 

"  The  fish  is  good,  my  mother  dear, 
'■  But  in  silence  one  ought  to  eat  it  ; 

"  'Tis  easy  to  get  a  bone  in  one's  throat, 
'•  Pray  leave  me  in  peace  to  complete  it." 

And  when  I  had  finish'd  the  excellent  fish. 
The  goose  next  made  its  appearance  ; 

My  mother  again  ask'd  for  this  and  for  tliat. 
With  the  same  ill-timed  perseverance. 

"  My  darling  child,  which  land  do  you  think 
'•  Is  the  best  for  people  to  dwell  in, — 

"  This  place,  or  France  ?  which  nation's  the  best? 
"  What  thing  does  each  excel  in  ?" — 

"  A  German  goose,  my  mother  dear, 

■'  Is  good  as  one  of  the  courses  ; 
"  f  Jut  the  French  stuff  geese  far  better  than  wo, 

''  And  they  also  have  better  sauces." 

And  when  the  goose  had  taken  its  leave, 

The  oranges  presently  follow'd, 
A  nd  tasted  so  unexpectedly  }iice. 

That  with  pleasm-e  they  quickly  were  swallov^'d. 
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But  now  my  mother  again  began 

Her  questions  with  very  much  pleasure; 

She  ask'd  mc  a  thousand  things,  but  sumo 
Were  awkward  beyond  all  measure. 

"  My  darling  child,  pray  tell  me  now, 

'•  If  politics  still  you're  inclined  to  ? 
'■  Which  party  in  the  state  to  support 

"  Have  you  the  greatest  mind  to  ?" — 

"  The  quality,  my  mother  dear, 

"  Of  your  oranges  cannot  be  beaten  ; 
*'  The  sweet  juice  I  swallow  with  much  dcliglt, 

"  But  I  leave  the  t»eel  uneaten." 

CAPUT  XXI. 

ri^HEY  bit  by  bit  are  building  again 
JL     The  hapless  half-burnt  city  ; 
Like  a  half-shorn  poodle  Hamburg  now  looks, 
An  oljjcct  to  waken  one's  pity.* 

Full  many  a  street  has  disappear 'd 

Tliat  mournfully  one  misses — 
Where  is  the  house,  wherein  I  kiss'd 

Love's  fu'st  delicious  kisses  ? 

Where  is  the  printing-house,  where  I 

My  MeiseLilder  i)rinted '? 
Thc!  oyster  sliop,  where  I  oysters  gulp'd  down 

With  ap2ietite  unstinted  ? 

Tlie  Dreckwall  too, — where  is  it  now? 

T  now  should  seek  it  vainly; 
Whore  tlio  pavilion,  whore  I  ate 

So  many  cakes  profanely? 

\Vh(i-e  is  the  town-hall,  wherein  sat 

The  senate  and  burghers  stately  ? 
A  i)r(v  to  the  flames!    The  flames  spared  not 

Whatever  was  holiest  lately. 

'V\\v.  pooplo  still  were  sighing  with  grief. 

And  with  most  mournful  faces 
Tlic  liistory  sad  of  tlie  great  lire  toLl, 

And  pointed  out  all  its  traces  : — 

*  The  irrrat   (iro  nt  Ilamburf?  took  placo  in   May.   IS  12,  oi 
uliorlly  bcl'ore  this  pct-m  wuh  written. 
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"  It  burnt  in  every  corner  at  once, 

"  All  was  smoke  and  flames  fiercely  flashing ; 

"  The  churches'  towers  all  blazed  on  high, 
"  And  tumbled  in  with  loud  crashing. 

'  The  old  exchange  was  also  bui-nt, 
"  Wlicre  our  fathers  in  every  weather 

"  Were  wr  nt  to  assemble  for  centuries  past, 
"  And  honestly  traded  together. 

'  The  bank,  the  silvery  soul  of  the  town, 

"  And  the  books  which  have  always  served  us 
"  To  note  the  assets  of  every  man, 

"  Thank  heaven  i  have  been  preserved  us. 

"  Thank  heaven !     In  every  land  they  made 

''  On  our  behalf  large  collections ; 
"  A  capital  job, — we  got  no  less 

"  Than  eight  millions  in  all  directions. 

''  The  money  from  every  country  flow'd 

"  In  our  hands,  which  were  far  from  unwilling, 

"  And  plenty  of  food  they  also  sent, 

"  And  we  gladly  accepted  each  shilling. 

"  They  sent  us  clothes  and  bedding  enough, 
"  And  bread,  and  meat,  and  soups  too ; 

"  The  King  of  Prussia,  to  show  his  regard, 
"  Would  fain  have  sent  us  troops  too. 

"  Our  losses  in  property  thus  were  replaced, 

'•  A  matter  of  mere  valuation  ; 
"  But  then  the  fright, — our  terrible  fright, 

"  Admits  of  no  compensation  !" 

I  cheeringly  said  :  "  My  worthy  friends, 
"  You  should  not  lament  and  bawl  so  ! 

"  A  far  better  city  than  yours  was  Troy, 
"  And  yet  it  was  burnt  down  also. 

"  Eebuild  your  houses  as  fast  as  you  can, 

'•  And  dry  up  every  puddle ; 
*'  Get  better  engines  and  better  laws, 

"  That  are  not  quite  such  a  muddle. 

"  Don't  put  in  your  nice  mock-turtle  soup 

•  So  very  much  Cayenne  pepper; 
"  Your  carp  are  not  wholesome  with  so  much  sauce, 
"  Or  when  eaten  with  scales,  like  a  leper. 
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Your  turkeys  will  not  do  much  harm, 
"  But  be  on  your  guard  'gainst  disaster 

From  the  knavish  bird  that  lays  its  eggs 
"  In  the  wig  of  the  burgomaster. 

'Tis  not  for  me  to  tell  you  the  name 

"  Of  this  bird  of  bad  reputation  ; 

When  thinking  about  him,  the  food  in  my  maw 

"  Is  stirr'd  with  indignation." 

CAPUT  XXII 

ORE  changed  than  even  the  city  itself 
Appear'd  the  people  within  it ; 
Like  walking  ruins  they  totter'd  about, 
As  if  ready  to  tumble  each  minute. 

The  thin  still  thinner  tlian  ever  appear'd, 

The  fat  appear'd  still  fatter, 
The  children  were  old,  and  the  old  were  youn^, 

(In  their  second  childhood  the  latter). 

Full  many  that  I  had  left  as  calves, 

As  oxen  were  herding  together, 
And  many  a  gosling  had  now  become 

A  goose  in  fullest  featlur. 

The  aged  Gudel  I  found  be-rouged, 

And  drcss'd  with  syi'en-likc  brightness; 

She  had  procured  some  dark  black  hair, 
^Vnd  teeth  of  dazzling  whiteness. 

The  best  preserved  of  all  was  my  fncnd 

The  paper-dealer,  good  fellow  ; 
Like  John  tlie  Haptist,  round  his  lieud 

Was  floating  his  hair  so  yellow. 

I  (11  dy  saw  J) —  a  long  way  off, 

He  islii)2)"d  away  so  fleetly; 
I  hear  that  his  soul  was  burnt,  but  insi:ro<l 

For  a  large  amount  discreetly. 

I  also  saw  my  old  Censor  again 

In  tli(!  fog,  and  lowly  stn()j)ing 
I  met  him  in  the  goose  market  by  chanco. 

And  he  sccm'd  completely  drooping. 
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We  sliook  eacli  other's  hands,  and  sonic  tears 

In  his  eye  appear'd  collecting ; 
He  was  so  pleased  to  see  me  once  luore ! 

The  scene  was  truly  affecting, 

I  found  not  all,  for  many  a  one 

Had  quitted  this  scene  for  ever  ; 
My  Gumpelino,  *  'mongst  others,  alas  ! 

Was  gone,  to  appear  again  never. 

That  noble  one  had  surrender 'd  his  soul 

To  Him  by  whom  it  was  given. 
And  now  had  a  glorified  seraph  become 

In  the  blissful  realms  of  heaven. 

In  vain  for  the  crooked  Adonis  I  sought, 

(Though  I  look'd  in  every  direction,) 
Who  used  to  sell  pots  and  pans  in  the  street, — 

A  very  cheap  collection. 

And  Sarras,  the  trusty  dog,  was  dead, 

A  loss  of  a  serious  nature  ; 
Friend  Campef  would  sooner  have  lost  a  whole  host 

Of  writers  than  this  good  creature. 

The  population  of  Hamburg  town 

Has  from  time  immemorial  consisted 
Of  Jews  and  Christians ;  'tis  also  the  case 

That  the  latter  are  rather  close-fisted. 

The  Christians  all  behave  pretty  well, 

And  pass  their  time  in  clover, 
And  prom2)tly  pay  their  bills  of  exchange, 

Ere  the  days  of  grace  are  over. 

The  Jews  are  however  divided  again 

Into  two  very  different  parties  ; 
The  old  one  goes  to  the  synagogue, 

In  the  temple  the  new  one's  hearc  is. 

The  new  party  cat  the  flesh  of  swine, 
Their  manners  are  somewhat  dogmatic  ; 

They  democrats  are,  but  the  older  school 
Is  much  more  aristocratic. 

*  A  nickname  of  a  relation  ot  Heine's. 

t  A  leading  puhlislicr  at  Hamhirg,  employed  by  Heine  M 
|ml)lish  many  of  his  woiKS. 
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I  love  the  old,  and  I  love  the  new. 

Yet  I  swear  by  the  prophet  Jonas 
That  certain  fish  I  love  still  more, — 

Smoked  sprats  they  are  commonly  hi  own  :is! 

CAPUT  XXIII. 

r  j^IIOUGH  as  a  republic  Hamburg  was  ne'er 
-L     As  great  as  Venice  or  Florence, 
Yet  Hamburg  has  better  oysters  ;  one  g(!ts 
The  best  in  the  cellar  of  Laurence. 

I  went  there  with  Campe  at  evening  time, 

When  splendid  was  the  weather, 
Intending  on  oysters  and  Ehenish  wine 

To  have  a  banquet  together. 

I  found  some  excellent  company  there, 

And  greatly  was  delighted 
To  see  many  old  friends,  such  as  Chaufepio, 

And  new  ones,  self-invited. 

There  Wille  was,  whose  very  face 

Was  an  album  where  foes  academic 
Kight  legibly  had  inscribed  their  names 

In  the  shape  of  scars  polemic. 

There  Fucks  was  also,  a  heathen  blind, 

And  personal  foe  of  Jehovah, 
Who  believed  but  in  Hegel,  and  slightly  perhaps 

In  the  Venus  of  Canova. 

My  Carape  was  our  Amphytrion  there. 

And  smiled  and  enjoy 'd  the  honour ; 
His  eye  was  beaming  with  hajjpiness, 

Just  like  an  ecstatic  Madonna. 

I  ate  and  drank  with  an  aj)petite  good. 

And  tliese  tlioughts  then  cross'd  my  noddlo 

"  This  Campe  is  really  an  excellent  man, 
"  And  of  })ublishcr8  quite  the  model. 

"  Anotht^r  ])ublislif:r,  I  feel  sure, 

'•  Would  have  left  mc  of  Iniugcr  to  perish ; 

••  But  he  has  given  mc  drink  as  well, 
"  His  name  I  ever  shall  cherish. 
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**  I  thank  tlic  luiglity  Lord  of  all 

"  Who  this  juice  of  the  grape  created, 

"  And  Cami^e  to  me  as  a  publisher  gave, 
"  Whose  merits  can't  be  overrated. 

*'  I  thank  the  mighty  Lord  of  all 

"  Who  by  His  own  mere  motion 
*'  Created  on  earth  the  Rhenish  wine, 

''  And  the  oysters  in  the  ocean. 

"  Who  also  made  the  lemons  to  grow, 
"  The  oyster's  flavour  to  sweeten, — ■ 

"  0  may  I  peacefully  to-night 
*'  Digest  what  I  have  eaten!" 

The  Rhenish  wine  makes  my  feelings  soft, 
All  quarrelsome  thoughts  congealing 

Within  my  breast,  and  kindling  instead 
A  philanthropic  feeling. 

It  now  compell'd  me  to  leave  the  room, 
A  id  through  the  streets  to  wander ; 

My  soul  sought  a  soul,  and  tlie  sight  of  each  drea/i 
Of  a  woman  made  it  still  fonder. 

In  moments  like  this,  with  grief  I  could  melt, 
While  my  yearning  makes  me  tremble  ; 

The  cats  appear  to  me  all  too  grey, 
And  Helens  the  women  resemble.— 

And  when  I  came  to  the  Drehbahn  Street, 

I  saw  in  the  moonbeams  glancing 
The  noble  form  of  a  woman  fair. 

With  stately  grace  advancing. 

Her  face  was  perfectly  lioalthy  and  round, 
Her  cheek  like  a  damask  rose  w'as,     . 

Like  a  turquoise  her  eye,  like  a  cherry  her  mouth, 
While  somewhat  reddish  her  nose  was. 

Tier  head  was  cover' d  with  a  cap 

Of  snowy  stiff  linen,  not  ragged, 
But  folded  like  a  mural  crown. 

With  turrets  and  battlements  jagged. 

She  wore  as  her  dress  a  tunic  white 
Whicli  down  to  her  calves  descended ; 

And  O  what  calves  !     The  i)edostals  they 
Of  two  l)oric  ccluinns  splendid. 


GEBMANT  369 

A  very  worldly  naivete 

Could  be  read  in  her  every  featm-e. 
But  her  superhuman  hinder  parts 

IJetray'd  a  superior  creature. 

She  now  approach'd  me,  and  straightway  said : 
"To  the  Elbe  here's  a  welcome  hearty ! 

"  E'en  after  an  absence  of  thirteen  years, 
'•  I  see  that  thou'rt  still  the  same  party ! 

"  Perchance  thou  seekest  the  souls  so  fair 

•'  Who  so  often  used  to  meet  thee, 
"  And  all  night  long  in  this  beautiful  place 

"  With  their  reveries  loved  to  greet  thee. 

"  By  that  hundred-headed  hydra.  Life, 

"  That  monster  fierce,  they  were  swallow'd ; 

"  Thou'lt  find  those  olden  times  no  more, 
"  Nor  those  friends  once  lovingly  follow'd. 

"  No  longer  thou'lt  find  those  beauteous  flowers, 
"  Which  enchanted  thy  youthful  bosom  ; 

"  'Tvvas  here  they  bloom'd, — they're  wither'd  now, 
''  And  the  tempest  has  scatter'd  each  blossom. 

"  Yes,  wither'd,  and  stripp'd,  and  trampled  down 

"  By  destiny's  footsteps  appalling — 
"  My  friend,  this  is  ever  the  fate  upon  earth 

■'  Of  all  that  is  sweet  and  enthralling  !" — 

'  Who  art  thou  ?"  I  cried — "like  a  dreum  of  old  tiiiiof 

•'  Tliy  appeai'ancc  doth  strangely  beset  me  ; 
■'  Where  is  thy  dwelling,  enormous  one  ? 
••  I'll  follow  thee  there,  if  thou'lt  let  mc." 

The  woman  then  smiled,  and  thus  she  replied  : 
'•  Thou  art  wrong,  I'm  a  decent  and  (juiet 

"  And  highly  moral  personage  too, 
'■  By  no  means  given  to  riot. 

'  I'm  none  of  your  foreign  lorettes,  my  friend, 

•'  Anil  none  (jf  your  common  ladies; 
'  I'm  Hamburg's  goddess,  Ifammonia  by  nam(\ 

•'  And  to  watch  o'er  its  welfare  my  trade  is! 

•  Tlioii  art  starth'd  perchance  to  hear  flu's  news, 

"  Thou  once  imdannted  singer  ? 
"  Art  tlion  i)r<!par(Hl  to  follow  tne  still? 

'•  Tli(  n  <in:ck,  ;in(l  no  niorn  let  us  linger." 

>2  s 
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Put  I  in  reply  laiigh'd  loudly  and  cried : 

"  I'll  follow  thee  instanter  ! 
■'  If  thou'lt  go  in  front,  I'll  go  behind, — 

"  Yes,  even  to  liell  in  a  canter !" 

CAPUT  XXIV. 

HOW  I  managed  to  mount  the  narrow  stuiis 
I  haven't  the  slightest  notion  ; 
i'crhaps  the  spirits  carried  mo  uj^ 
With  some  invisible  motion. 

But  here,  in  Hammonia's  little  room, 
The  hours  pass'd  swiftly  o'er  me  ; 

The  goddess  confess'd  the  symjmthy 
That  she  had  ever  felt  for  me. 
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Look  here" — said  she,  "  in  former  days 
"  The  minstrel  who  sang  the  Messiah 
"  Was  dearest  to  me  of  all  the  throng, 
"  With  his  piously-sounding  lyre. 

"  To  this  day  the  bust  of  my  Klopstock  stands 
"  On  that  chest  of  drawers,  but  though  ou  it, 

"  For  many  a  year  it  has  only  served 
"  As  a  block  for  holding  my  bonnet. 

"  Thou'rt  my  favourite  now,  and  thy  likeness  lim  gt 
"  At  the  head  of  my  bed  in  due  order  ; 

"  And  see,  a  fresh  laurel  now  surrounds 
"  The  cherish 'd  portrait's  border, 

'•  Yet  thy  attacks  on  my  sons,  I  confess, 

"  Repeated  by  thee  so  often, 
"  Have  sometimes  caused  me  the  greatest  pain  ; 

"  Thy  language  thou  must  soften. 

"  I  trust  that  time  lias  cured  thee  now 

"  Of  rudeness  so  cold-hearted, 
"  And  somewhat  greater  tolerance 

"  For  even  the  fools  imparted. 

"  But  say  how  thou  camest  to  travel  north 

"  At  such  an  unclement  season? 
*  The  weather  already  is  winterly  quite,-— 

"  I  fain  would  know  the  reason." 
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"  0  wortliy  gO(l<less  !"'  I  said  in  reply, 

"  In  the  bosom's  inmost  recesses 
*'  Are  slumbering  tlioughts  wbicb  often  awako 

"  At  a  time  which  rather  distresses. 

"  Externally  things  went  on  pretty  well, 

"  But  within  I  was  weigh'd  down  with  anguish, 

"  Which  every  day  grew  worse  and  worse, — 
"  For  home  I  ceased  not  to  languish. 

"  l^he  air  of  France,  so  usually  light, 

"  Began  to  be  oppressive  ; 
"  I  long'd  to  breathe  some  German  air, 

'■  To  relieve  this  burden  excessive. 

"  I  yearn'd  for  German  tobacco-smoke, 

"  And  the  smell  of  German  peat  too  ; 
"  My  foot  impatiently  quiver 'd,  the  ground 

'•  Of  Germany  to  beat  too. 

'•  I  sigh'd  all  night,  and  I  long'd  and  long'd 

"  Yet  once  again  to  view  her, 
'"  The  old  woman  who  close  to  the  Dammthov  live?, 

"  And  Lotte,  who  lives  close  to  her. 

''  The  thought  of  that  old  and  worthy  man 

"  Who  always  freely  reproved  me, 
"  And  then  his  protection  over  mc  threw, 

"  To  many  a  sigh  now  moved  me. 

"  1  fain  would  bear  again  from  liis  month 

"  The  words  '  young  stupid  !'  repeated, 
"  Which  always  in  my  younger  days 

"  My  heart  like  music  greeted. 

"  I  yearn'd  for  the  blue  smoke  tliat  high  in  the  air 

"  From  (Jeriuan  chimneys  reaches, 
"  For  the  Lower-Saxony  nightingales, 

"  For  the  silent  groves  of  beeches. 

*'  I  y(!arn'd  for  all  tlie  sorrowful  spots, 

•■  The  places  wlicro  once  I  rt^sorted, 
"  AVhere  once  I  trail  d  my  youtliful  cross, 

'■  And  my  crown  of  thorns  supported. 

'•  I  fain  would  weep  where  I  formerly  wept 

'•  Those  tears  so  bitter  and  Ijurnin-r; 
"  The  love  of  fatherland  methinks 

"  They  call  this  foolish  yearning. 
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'  I  love  not  to  talk  of  it ;  'tis  nought  elm 

"  But  a  whim  of  the'  imagination  ; 
"  Shamefaced  by  nature,  I  hide  my  AvounJs 

"  From  public  observation. 

"  0  how  I  detest  the  trumjicry  sot 

"  Who,  to  stir  men's  passion  lieatod, 
"  Of  patriotism  make  a  show 

"  With  all  its  ulcers  fetid. 

"  They're  shameless  and  shabby  beggars  all, 

"  Who  live  upon  people's  charity  ; 
"  For  Menzel*  and  all  liis  Swabians,  litre's 

"  A  penn'orth  of  popularity  ! 

'  My  goddess  !  thou  hast  found  me  to-duj 

"  Of  a  tender  disposition  ! 
"  I'm  rather  ill,  but  a  little  care 
"  Will  soon  recruit  my  condition. 

"  Yes,  I  am  ill,  and  thou  canst  refresh 

"  My  spirits  in  a  minute 
"  By  means  of  a  cup  of  excellent  tea, 

'■  With  a  little  rum  mix'd  in  it." 

CAPUT  XXV. 

SOME  tea  the  goddess  quickly  made, 
And  then  the  rum  ponr'd  she  in ; 
But  she  herself  preferr'd  the  rum 
Without  a  droj)  of  tea  in. 

Against  my  shoulder  she  lean'd  her  head, 

And  ratlicr  tumbled  lier  bonnet 
Or  mural  crown,  and  gently  she  spake, 

While  I  reflected  up(m  it  : 

"  I  often  have  thought  with  mucli  alarm 

•'  That  in  Paris,  that  wicked  city, 
*'  With  tiie  frivolous  French  thou'rt  living  still, — 

"  'Tis  really  a  very  great  pity. 

"  Without  an  object  thou'rt  passing  thy  time, 

"  And  hast  not  even  beside  thee 
*'  Some  faithful  German  publisher  who 

•'  As  a  Mentor  might  warn  and  guide  thee. 

*  A  noted  criiii',  poet,  and  liistorian.  born  iu  179S,     IJe  had 
literary  qiuirrcLs  with  both  IL  inc  and  liiiriie. 
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"  And  than  the  temptations  there  are  so  groat, 

"  So  many  a  sylph  amuses, 
"  Whose  health  is  bad,  and  one's  peace  of  mind 

"  One  far  too  easily  loses. 

"  Return  not  again,  but  stop  with  us, 
"  Here  modesty  reigns  still,  and  morals ; 

"  And  here  thou  may'st  gather,  e'en  in  our  midst, 
"  In  silence  many  fair  laurels. 

'  In  Germany  stay,  and  thou'lt  relish  things  more 

"  Than  thou  wert  formerly  able  ; 
"  We're  fast  advancing,  and  tliou  must  have  seen 
"  Our  progress  so  rapid  and  stable. 

*'  The  censorship  even  less  rigorous  is, 
"  Friend  Hoffmann  is  milder  and  older; 

"  His  youthful  passion  for  cutting  wp 
'•  Thy  Beisebilder  is  colder. 

"  Thou  too  art  older  and  milder  now, 

''  And  many  things  quietly  takest, 
"  And  in  a  better  spirit  than  once, 

"  Past  times  thou  now  awakest. 

'■  That  matters  in  Germany  used  to  go  ill 

"  Is  a  great  exaggeration  ; 
"  One  could  always  escape,  like  the  Romans  of  old, 

"  From  serfdom,  by  self-immolation. 

"  The  people  cnjoy'd  full  freedom  of  thought, 

"  For  the  masses  it  never  was  stinted  ; 
"  Restrictions  affected  nobody,  save 

*'  The  limited  number  who  in-intcd. 

"  No  lawless  dcsjjotism  then  reign'd, 

''  The  worst  of  demagogues  never 
"  Were  deprived  of  their  rights  of  citizci^iliip, 

''  Till  condemn'd  for  some  wicked  endeavour. 

"  Things  never  in  Germany  went  so  ill, 

"  Wliatever  disputes  may  liavc  risen  ; 
"  Believe  me,  no  mortal  was  e'er  starved  to  death 

"  Inside  a  German  prison. 

*'  In  those  long  vanish'd  days  there  bloom'd 

"  Full  many  a  fair  apparition 
"  Of  simidu  faitli  and  kiudlincsas  too,— 

"  Now  all  is  doubt  and  sedition. 
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"  The  practical  freedom  that's  all  outside 

"  Will  soon  destroy  the  Ideal 
"  That  we  bore  in  our  bosoms, — as  lixir  as  a  dream 

"  Of  lilies,  and  not  more  real ! 

"  Our  beautiful  poetry's  fading  fast, 

"  Already  'tis  somewhat  faded  ; 
"  The  Moorish  Kiwj  of  Freiligrath, 

'•  Like  the  rest  of  the  kings,  is  degraded, 

'  0  couldst  thou  be  silent,  I  soon  would  unseal 
"  The  book  of  fate,  free  from  all  error, 

'•  And  suffer  thee  future  ages  to  see 
"  Within  my  magic  mirror. 

'•  That  which  to  mortal  man  I  ne'er  show'd, 

"  To  thee  would  I  gladly  discover : 
"  The  future  of  thy  fatherland, — 

"  Thou  wouldst  tell  it,  though,  all  the  world  over !" 

•'  Good  heavens,  dear  goddess !"  I  cried  with  delight. 

"  Tt  would  give  me  most  exquisite  plcasuio; 
"  O  let  me  the  future  of  Germany  see, 

"  I  know  how  a  secret  to  treasure. 

"  I'm  ready  to  swear  whatever  oath 

'•  Thou  soonest  would  have  me  swallow, 

"  As  a  pledge  to  thee  of  my  secrecy  ; 
"  So  say  what  form  I  shall  follow." 

But  she  rejoin'd  :  "  Thou  must  swear  to  n)0 

"  As  by  Father  Abraham's  order 
"  His  servant  Eliezcr  swore, 

"  When  starting  to  cross  the  border. 

"  Lift  up  my  dress  and  place  thy  hand 

"  Upon  my  thigh  below  it, 
"  And  swear  that  in  speaking,  the  secret  thou'lt  keep, 

"  And  in  thy  works  as  a  poet !" 

The  moment  was  solemn.     I  felt  as  though  fan-n'd 

By  the  breath  of  ages  long  perish'd, 
When  I  swore  the  oath  in  the  manner  ordain'd 

By  Abraham,  our  forefather  cherish'd. 

I  lifted  up  the  goddess's  dress. 

And  placed  on  her  thigh  below  it 
My  hand,  vowing  secrecy  both  in  my  words 

And  in  my  works  as  a  poet. 
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CAPUT  XXVI. 
rnHE  checks  of  the  goddess  glow'd  all-rod 
X      (I  thiuk  that  the  rum  had  ascended 
Up  into  her  head)  and  she  sj^oke  in  a  tone 

In  which  sorrow  was  painfully  blended  : 
"  I'm  fast  getting  old  ;  I  was  born  on  the  day 

"  Of  Hamburg's  first  foundation  ; 
"  j\Iy  mother  was  a  mermaid,  who  had 

••  Xt  the  mouth  of  the  Elbe  her  station. 
"  My  father  was  a  monarch  renown'd, 

'•  Called  Charlemagne  the  glorious  ; 
'•  He  was  still  more  wise  than  Frederick  the  Great 

"  And  also  still  more  victorious. 
"  At  Aix- la-Chapelle  is  the  scat  where  ho  sat 

"  On  the  day  of  his  coronation  : 
"  The  seat  where  he  sat  at  night  devolved 

■'  On  my  mother,  as  nearest  relation. 

"  My  mother  left  it  to  me  in  her  turn, 

"  A  common-looking  article  ; 
"  And  yet  for  the  whole  of  Eothschild's  gold 

"  I  wouldn't  surrender  one  particle. 
'■  Behold,  in  yon  corner  stands  a  chair, 

"  Both  old  and  weather-beaten  ; 
"  The  loatlior  that  covers  its  arms  is  torn, 

"  And  the  cuslilon  is  sadly  moth-eaten, 
"  Approach  it  now,  and  gently  lift 

'•  The  cushion  from  the  settle  ; 
"  Thou'lt  see  an  oval  opening  then, 

"  And  under  it  a  kettle. 
"  That  is  a  magic  kettle  wherein 

"  The  magic  forces  are  brewing; 
"  On  placing  thy  head  in  the  aperture,  soon 

"  The  future  thou'lt  clearly  bo  viewing. 

"  Yes,  Germany's  future  there  thou'lt  sec, 

"  Like  wondrously  rolling  phaiitasmaa; 
"  But  shudder  not,  if  out  of  the  liltli 

"  Arise  any  foul  miasmas  !" 
She  spoke,  and  she  laugh'd  a  singular  langh 

I'nt  T  undauntedly  hasted 
To  hold  my  head  over  the  tcrriblo  b(do, 

And  there  I  eagerly  placed  it. 
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Ill  not  betray,  for  silence  I  vow'd, 
Tlie  things  that  I  saw  and  felt  there ; 

1  scarcely  dare  to  utter  a  word, 

Good  heavens,  of  what  I  smelt  there ! 

With  deep  disgust  I  think  to  tliis  day 
Of  that  smell,  which  blended  together, 

In  vile  and  accursed  union,  a  stench 
Of  old  cabbage  and  Eussia  leather. 

And  heavens!  the  stink  that  afterwards  rose 

Was  still  more  filthy  and  dirty ; 
*Twas  as  though  they  had  swept  together  the  soil 

From  closets  six  and  thirty. 

I  Iciiow  full  well  what  was  said  by  Saint  Just 
In  the  famous  Committee  of  Safety  : 

"  Great  illnesses  cannot  be  cured  by  musk 
"  And  rose-oil,"  he  told  them  with  naivete. 

And  yet  this  German  futurity's  smell 

Was  infinitely  stronger 
Than  aught  that  my  nose  could  e'er  have  conceived 

In  fact  I  could  bear  it  no  longer. — 

My  senses  I  lost,  and  on  opening  my  eyes 

Once  more,  I  found  myself  sitting 
licside  the  godd-ess,  and  leaning  my  head 

On  her  breast,  in  a  manner  befitting. 

Her  look  it  glisteu'd,  her  mouth  it  glow'd, 
Her  nostrils  twitched,  with  bacchautic 

Excitement  she  clasp'd  the  poet,  and  sang 
With  ecstasy  fearful  and  frantic  : 

"  Stay  with  me  in  Hamburg,  I  love  thee  fall  ,vell, 
"  And  we'll  eat  and  drink  with  gladness 

"  The  oysters  and  wine  of  present  times, 
"  Forgetting  the  future's  sadness. 

*'  Put  on  the  covei,  for  fear  lest  the  stench 
"  Should  all  our  pleasure  cloud  over ; 

"  I  love  thea  no  Gorman  2>oet  had  e'ci- 
"  A  more  affectionate  lover  ! 

*  I  kiss  thee,  and  I  feel  myself  now 

"  By  tliy  genius  quite  insj)ired  ; 
*'  My  spirit  by  a  wondrous  kind 

"  Of  paroxysm  is  fired. 


OFRMANY.  377 

•'  I  feel  as  tLougli  I  heard  in  the  street 

'•  The  watchmen  singing  in  chorus  ; 
*'  'Tis  wedding  music  and  bridal  songs, 

"  Sweet  friend,  that  are  rising  o'er  us. 

"  The  attendants  on  horseback  also  approach, 

'•  With  their  torches  flaring  brightly  ; 
"  The  torch  dance  they  dance  in  dignified  wise, 

"  And  hop  and  spring  about  lightly. 

"  Tlu;  noble  and  worshij)fal  Senate  is  there, 

•'  And  the  elders  according  to  station  ; 
"  The  burgomaster  clears  his  throat, 

•'  Preparing  a  lengthy  oration. 

"  In  glittering  uniforms  also  appear 

"  The  whole  of  the  corps  diplomatic, 
"  In  the  name  of  the  neighbouring  states  to  present 

''  Congratulations  emphatic. 

"  A  clerical  deputation,  too,  comes, 

"  By  rabbis  and  pastors  guided  : 
"  But.  alas !  here  Hoffmann  also  draws  near, 

"  With  his  scissors,  as  censor,  provided. 

"  The  scissors  rattle  in  his  hand, 

"  And  eagerly  he  races 
"  To  seize  thy  body, — he  cuts  thy  flesh — 

•'  Methinks  it  by  far  the  best  place  is." 

CAPUT  XXVIl. 

"IT^HEN  summer's  pleasant  days  have  corao 

T  T       111  tell  you  all  the  history 
Of  tlic  otlicr  wonders  tliat  came  to  pass 
In  that  long  night  of  mystery. 

TIio  olden  hypocritical  race. 

Thank  lioaven,  is  raj)idly  dying; 
To  the  grave  it  is  sinking,  and  owes  its  death 

To  its  ceaseless  habit  of  lying. 

An(itli(!r  race  is  rising  uj)  fast. 

By  rouge  and  by  sin  untaniisli'd. 
Of  genial  humour  and  tlioughts. — to  it 

I'll  toll  my  8t(;ry  unvaruish'd. 
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The  youth  which  the  poet's  goodness  and  pride 
Appreciates,  puts  forth  its  blossom, 

And  warms  itself  at  his  radiant  soul, 
And  against  his  feeling  bosom. 

My  heart  is  loving  as  the  light, 

And  pure  and  chaste  as  the  fire  ; 
The  noblest  Graces  themselves  have  tuned 

The  chords  of  my  sweet  lyre. 

'Tis  the  selfsame  lyre  that  in  his  songs 

My  worthy  father  uses, — 
The  jjoet  Aristoj)hanes, 

The  favourite  of  the  Muses. 

Tn  the  previous  cliapter  I  tried  my  hand 

At  copying  the  conclusion 
Of  the  play  of  the  "  Birds,"  which  certainly  is 

My  father's  finest  effusion. 

The  "  Frogs  "  is  also  capital      This 

Is  now,  in  a  German  translation, 
Perforra'd,  I  am  told,  on  the  stage  at  Berlin 

For  his  Majesty's  edification. 

The  King  likes  the  piece.     This  shows  his  taste 
For  the  old-fashion'd  style  of  joking  ; 

Tlie  late  King  far  more  amusement  found 
In  modern  frogs'  loud  croaking. 

The  King  likes  the  piece.     But  nevertheless 
Were  the  author  still  living,  I  kindly 

Would  counsel  him  to  trust  himself 
In  Prussia  not  too  blindly. 

Tlie  genuine  Aristophanes 

Would  find  it  no  subject  for  laughter  ; 
We  should  sec  him  move,  Avlierever  he  went, 

With  a  chorus  of  gendarmes  after. 

0  King,  I  really  wish  thee  well 

When  this  piece  of  advice  I'm  graving  : 

Due  reverence  pay  to  the  poets  who're  dead. 
And  tender  be  to  the  living. 

Affront  the  living  poets  not. 

W^itli  weapons  and  flames  tliey  are  furnisli'd, 
More  terrible  far  than  the  lightnings  of  Jove, 

By  the  poets  created  and  burnish'd. 
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Affi'ont  the  gods  in  Olympus  wlio  dwell, 

Regardless  whether  they  know  it ; 
A  ffront  the  mightiest  Lord  of  all, 

But  0,  alFront  not  the  poet ! 

The  deities  harshly  avenge  in  truth 

Man's  crimes,  and  allow  him  no  shelter  ; 

The  fire  of  hell  is  passably  hot, 

And  there  he  must  roast  and  must  swelter 

Yet  pious  steps  can  the  sinner  release 

From  the  flames  ;  for  saying  masses 
And  giving  to  churches  with  liberal  hand 

From  torment  a  certain  pass  is.  [sccud, 

When  the  days  are  accomjilisli'd,  then  Christ  ^^•ill  de- 

And  burst  hell's  gloomy  portals ; 
And  though  he  may  sit  in  judgment  strict, 

lie  still  will  acquit  many  mortals. 

And  yet  there  are  hells  from  out  of  whose  clutcl 

There's  no  escape  to  heaven  ; 
No  prayers  there  avail,  and  powerless  toe 

Is  the  Saviour's  pardon  even. 

Is  Dante's  hell  to  thee  unknown, 

"VS^ith  its  terrible  trinary  verses  ? 
The  man  whom  the  poet  there  has  shut  up 

Will  never  escajic  from  his  curses. 

Ho  ne'er  will  be  freed  from  those  musical  flames 

By  any  god  or  Saviour  ; 
S)  for  feai'  wo  condemn  thee  to  such  a  s:ul  licll, 

Tliou  hadst  better  mind  thy  behaviour  I 
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When  vex'd  by  slander's  treaelierous  bic-ivlj;. 

Let  thy  faith  soar  the  higher ; 
And  when  thy  soul  is  sad  unto  death. 

Then  strike  thou  the  lyre. 

A  flaming  and  glowing  heroical  song 
The  chords  breathe  discreetly ! 

All  anger  flies,  and  thy  spirit  ere  long 
Will  bleed  to  death  sweetly. 


EHAMPSENITUS.* 

WHEN  the  King  PJiampscuitus 
Euter'd  in  the  halls  resi)lendent 
Of  his  daughter,  she  was  laughing, 
As  was  also  each  attendant. 

E'en  the  blackamoors,  the  eunuchs, 

Follow'd  in  loud  chorus  after; 
E'en  the  mummies^  e'en  the  sphynxes 

Sccra'd  about  to  burst  with  laughter. 

Then  the  princess  said  :  "  I  fancied 

'*  That  I  held  the  thief  securely, 
"  But  it  was  a  dead  arm  only 

"  That  my  hand  had  seized  so  surely, 

''  I  can  see  now  how  the  robber 

"  To  thy  storehouse  penetrated, 
"  And  despite  all  bars  and  fast'nings 

"  All  thy  treasure  confiscated. 

*  For  the  full  particulars  of  this  story  see  Herodotus,  Book  IL 
c.  121. 
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He  a  magic  key  possesses, 
"  AVhicli  the  door  of  house  or  stable 
"  Straightway  opens ;  to  resist  it 
"  Are  the  strongest  doors  unable. 

'  Now  I'm  really  not  a  strong  door, 

"  Nor  could  I  resist  his  pleasure  : 
"  So  this  night,  while  treasure- watching, 

"  Have  I  lost  my  little  treasure  !" 

Round  the  chamber  danced  the  princess, 

Laughing  at  this  notion  clever, 
And  the  maidens  and  the  eunuchs 

Laugh'd  again  as  loud  as  ever. 

On  that  day  all  Memphis  laugh'd  too, 

E'en  the  crocodiles  so  bloody 
Laughingly  their  heads  protruded 

From  the  yellow  Nile-stream  muddy, 

When  they  heard  the  drum's  loud  beating, 

And  the  foil' wing  proclamation 
Shouted  by  the  public  crier 

On  the  bank,  to  all  the  nation  : — 

"  We,  Ehanipscnitus,  by  God's  grace 

"  King  of  Egypt,  to  our  loyal 
"  W(;ll-beloved  friends  and  sulvjccts 

'•  Hereby  send  our  greeting  royal. 

"  In  the  niglit  between  the  tliird  and 
'■  Fourtli  of  June,  tlie  fourteen  liunlrcd 

"  Four  and  twentieth  year  bcsfore  Christ, 
"  Came  a  certain  thief,  who  plunder'd 

"  ]\[iiny  jewels  from  tlie  storehouse 

'•  Where  we  kept  them,  and  more  latjly 

"  Further  thefts  has  ])erpetj'ated. 
''  So  that  we  have  suffer'd  greatly. 

"  To  discover  the  offender, 

•'  Made  we  our  beloved  daughter 
"  Sleep  beside  the  treasure  ;  but  lie 

"  Itobb'd  her  too,  and  napping  cauglit  lier. 

"  Now,  to  check  tliis  wholesale  plmidor, 

"  And  to  sliow  our  deep  affection 
•*  For  tlie  tliief,  our  admiration, 

"  And  our  grateful  recollection, 
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"  We  will  give  our  only  daughter 

"  As  his  lawful  wife — God  bless  her  l--=> 

"  Aud  to  princely  rank  promote  him, 
"  Owning  him  as  our  successor. 

*'  Since  our  son-in-law's  abode  is 
"  Unknown  to  us  just  at  present, 

"  This  our  rescript  shall  infi)rni  him 

"  That  we've  now  made  all  things  i)leasaut. 

"  Done  the  third  of  January 

''  Thirteen  hundred  twenty-six 
''  Years  before  Christ ;  here  our  seal  wo, 

'•  King  Rhampseuitus,  aflix." 

And  he  kept  his  word  ;  the  thief  he 
As  his  son-in-law  soon  counted, 

And  when  he  was  dead,  the  robber 
On  the  throne  of  Egypt  mounted. 

And  he  ruled  like  other  monarchs, 

Trade  and  talent  patronizing, 
And  the  fewness  of  the  robb'ries 

In  his  reign  was  quite  surprising. 

THE  WHITE  ELEPHANT. 

GEEAT  Mahawasant,  of  Siam  the  King, 
Has  half  of  India  under  his  wing  ; 
Twelve  kings,  with  the  Great  Mogul,  obey 
His  rule,  and  acknowledge  his  sovereign  sway. 

Each  year  with  banner,  trumpet,  and  drum 
To  Siam  the  trains  with  the  tribute  come  ; 
Many  thousand  camels,  with  backs  piled  liigh 
With  the  costliest  treasures  of  earth,  draw  nigh. 


When  the  camels  he  sees  with  their  heavy  piles, 

The  soul  of  the  King  in  secret  smiles  ; 

But  in  public  in  truth  he  always  deplores 

Tliat  his  storehouses  serve  not  to  hold  all  his  stores. 

Yet  these  storehouses  all  are  so  lofty  and  spacious, 
So  full  of  magnificence,  so  capacious, 
The  reality's  splendour  surpasses  in  glory 
The  Aiabian  Nights'  most  wondrous  story. 


KOMAXCEEO.  383 

The  "  Castle  of  Indra  "  call  tlicy  the  ball 
In  which  arc  display 'd  the  deities  all, 
The  golden  images,  chisell'd  with  care, 
And  all  incrusted  with  jewels  so  fair. 

Full  thirty  thousand  their  nuruhcrs  are, 
Their  ugliness  passes  description  far  : 
A  compound  of  men  and  animals  dread, 
With  many  a  hand  and  many  a  head. 

In  the  "  Hall  of  i)urple  "  one  wond'ringly  seeo 
Some  thirteen  hundred  coral  trees, 
As  big  as  palms,  a  singular  sight, 
With  spiral  blanches,  a  forest  bright. 

The  floor  of  jjurest  crystal  is  made. 
And  all  the  trees  are  in  it  display'd, 
While  pheasants  of  glittering  plumage  gay 
Strut  up  and  dow'n  in  a  dignified  way. 

The  ape  on  which  the  monarch  doth  dote 
A  ribbon  of  silk  wears  round  his  throat, 
Whence  hangs  the  key  that  oj^ens  the  hall 
Which  people  the  '•  Chamber  of  Slumber  "  call. 

All  kinds  of  jewels  of  value  high 
All  over  the  ground  here  scattur'd  lie 
Like  common  peas,  with  diamonds  rare 
That  in  size  with  the  egg  of  a  fowl  com2)are. 

On  sacks  tliat  stutT'd  with  pcails  apjjcar 
The  Monarch  is  wont  to  stretch  liimself  iicro  • 
The  ape  lies  down  by  the  monarch  proud. 
And  both  of  them  slumber  and  snore  aloud. 

]>ut  the  King's  most  j^recious,  costly  treasure, 
His  happiness,  his  souls  first  pleasure, 
Tlic  joy  and  the  pride  of  Mahawasant 
Is  truly  his  snow-white  elephant. 

As  a  home  for  a  guest  so  highly  respected 
A  sjjlcndid  palace  the  King  Ir.is  erected ; 
Gay  lotos-headed  columns  ujihold 
Its  roof,  all  cover'd  with  jilatcs  of  gold. 

Tliree  hundred  heralds  stand  at  the  gate. 
As  the  elepliaiit's  guard  of  lionour  to  wait; 
And  kneeling  down  with  low-bent  back 
There  serve  him  a  hundred  eunuchs  black. 
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For  his  proboscis  the  daintiest  meat 
()a  golden  dishes  they  bring  liim  to  eat  ; 
From  silver  buckets  he  drinks  his  wine, 
Well  season'd  with  spices  sweet  and  fice. 

With  perfumes  they  rub  him,  and  otto  of  roses 
On  his  head  a  chaplct  of  flowers  reposes, 
The  richest  shawls  that  are  made  in  the  East 
As  carpets  serve  for  the  digniticd  beast. 

The  happiest  life  appears  to  bo  his, 

But  no  one  on  earth  contented  is ; 

The  noble  creature, — one  cannot  tell  why, — 

Gives  way  to  a  deep  despondency. 

The  melancholy  monster  white 
Is  wretched,  all  this  profusion  dcsjjito ; 
They  fain  would  enliven  and  cheer  him  again. 
But  all  their  cleverest  efforts  are  vain. 

In  vain  with  singing  and  springing  there  come 
Tlie  bayaderes  ;  the  kettle  drum 
And  cornet  in  vain  the  musicians  play, 
But  nothing  can  make  the  elephant  gay. 

As  matters  continue  to  go  on  badly, 
The  heart  of  Mahawasant  beats  sadly  ; 
He  sends  for  the  wisest  astrologer  known. 
And  bids  him  stand  before  his  throne. 

"  Stargazer,  I'll  cut  off  at  once  your  head  " — 
Tims  speaks  he,  "  uidcss  you  can  tell  me  instead 
"  What  is  it  that  my  poor  elephant  needs, 
**  And  why  his  spirit  with  sorrow  so  bleeds." 

The  other  one  threw  himself  thrice  on  the  ground, 

And  finally  spoke  with  obeisance  profound  : 

''  O  monarch,  I'll  tell  tlice  the  actual  fact, 

"  And  then  as  thou  will'st,  thou  canst  afterwards  act 

"  Tliero  lives  in  the  North  a  woman  fair, 
''  Of  lofty  stature  and  beauty  rare  ; 
"  Thy  elephant's  certainly  handsome.  Sir, 
••  But  still  not  fit  to  be  liken'd  to  her. 

"  Compared  with  her,  he  only  appears 
"  A  little  wliite  mouse ;  her  form  she  reara 
'•  Like  giantess  Bimha  in  liamajana, 
"  A.nd  ]>ke  tlie  Ei)lies'ans"  great  Diana. 
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'*  Her  linJbs  ai'e  combined  in  a  beautiful  frame  ; 
*'  Two  lofty  pilasters  support  tbe  same, 
"  And  proudly  and  gracefully  stand  uprigbt, 
"  Of  alabaster  dazzlLig  and  white. 

"  This  is  God  Amor's  temple  gigantic, 
"  In  other  words,  love's  cathedral  romantic  1 
"  As  lamp  there  bm-ns  within  the  fane 
"  A  heart  quite  free  from  spot  and  stain. 

*'  The  poets  are  nonpluss'd  how  to  begin 

"  To  describe  the  charms  of  her  snow-white  skin; 

"  E'en  Gautier*  unable  to  do  it,  alas !  is, 

"  Its  wliiteness  all  description  surpasses. 

"  The  highest  Himalaya's  snow 

"  Beside  her  seems  ash-grey  to  grow ; 

"  The  lily  that  she  by  accident  thumbs 

"  Through  envy  or  contrast  yellow  becomes. 

"  The  Countess  Bianca  is  the  name 

"  Of  this  enormous  snow-white  dame  ; 

"  At  Paris  she  dwells,  in  the  land  of  Fraaco, 

"  And  the  elephant  loves  her  by  singular  chance. 

"  By  strange  and  wondrous  elective  afl&nity 

"  She  became  through  a  dream  his  bosom's  divinity 

"  And  into  his  heart  this  lofty  Ideal 

"  First  crept  by  means  of  a  vision  unreal. 

•'  Since  then  he's  consumed  by  a  yearning  stealthy, 
"  And  he,  who  was  once  so  joyous  and  healthy, 
"  As  a  four-footed  Wcrther  sadly  stands, 
"  And  dreams  of  a  Lotte  in  Northern  lands. 

♦'  0,  Sympathy's  mysterious  thrill ! 
"  He  never  saw  her,  but  thinks  of  her  still ; 
"  Oft  tramps  he  round  in  the  moonlight  fair, 
"  And  sighs  :  '  0  were  I  a  bird  of  the  air  I' 

"  His  body  alone  is  in  Siam,  his  mind 

"  In  France  with  Bianca  thoult  certainly  find  ; 

"  And  yet  this  ])arting  of  body  and  soul 

"  Must  greatly  injure  his  health  as  a  whole. 

*  The  French  author 
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"  From  the  daintiest  morsels  revolts  his  belly, 
"  He  cares  for  nothing  but  vermicelli ; 
"  He's  coughing  already,  and  fast  grows  thinner  ; 
"  His  yearning  will  kill  him,  or  I'm  a  sinner. 

"  If  thou  wouldst  save  him,  preserve  him  alive, 
"  His  retm-n  to  the  animal  world  contrive, 
"  0  King,  then  send  the  renown'd  invalid 
"  Dii'cct  to  Paris,  with  utmost  speed. 

"  When  he  on  the  spot  in  the  actual  sight 
"  Of  the  beautiful  lady  can  take  delight — 
"  Of  her  who  the  prototype  was  of  his  dream, 
"  He'll  soon  be  cured  of  his  sadness  extreme. 

"  There  where  his  mistress's  glances  fall, 
"  His  spirit's  torments  will  vanish  all ; 
"  Her  smiles  will  the  last  of  the  shado\ys  efface 
"  Which  in  his  bosom  had  taken  their  place. 

"  And  then  her  voice,  like  a  magical  tune, 
"  Will  cure  his  distracted  mind  full  soon ; 
"  The  flaps  of  his  ears  he'll  joyfully  raise, 
"  And  feel  as  he  felt  in  youthful  days. 

"  All  things  are  so  veiy  enchanting  and  pretty 
"  On  the  banks  of  the  Seine,  in  Paris'  fair  city ! 
"  How  thy  elephant  there  will  civilized  be, 
"  Amusing  himself  right  merrily  ! 

"  But  most  of  all,  0  monarch,  take  care 
"  That  plenty  of  money  he  has  with  him  there, 
"  And  a  letter  of  credit,  all  charges  to  meet, 
"  On  Eothschild  Freres  in  the  Eue  Lafitte, 

' '  For  a  million  of  ducats  or  thereabouts  ; 
"  Then  Baron  Eothschild  will  harbour  no  doubto 
"  About  him,  but  say  with  an  accent  mellow : 
*'  '  The  elephant's  really  a  capital  fellow!'  " 

The  astrologer  thus  discoiu'sed,  and  then 
He  threw  himself  thiice  on  the  ground  again. 
The  king  with  rich  presents  sent  him  away. 
And  stretched  himself,  his  course  to  survey. 

He  thought  of  this,  and  he  thought  of  that ; 
(Kings  seldom  find  their  thoughts  come  pat). 
His  ape  beside  him  took  his  seat. 
And  both  of  them  fell  asleep  with  the  heat. 
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What  he  resolved,  I'll  hereafter  relate  ; 
The  Indian  mails  are  behind  their  date. 
The  last  of  these  which  has  come  to  hand 
Was  by  way  of  Suez,  and  overland. 

KNAVE  OF  BERGEN. 

AT  Dusseldorf  castle  on  the  Ehino 
They're  gaily  masquerading ; 
The  waxlights  sparkle,  the  company  dance, 
The  music  their  nimbleness  aiding. 

The  beauteous  Duchess  dances  too, 

And  ceases  laughing  never  ; 
Her  partner  is  a  slender  youth, 

Who  seems  right  courtly  and  clever. 

He  wears  a  mask  of  velvet  black, 

Whence  merrily  is  peeping 
An  eye  just  like  a  shining  dirk 

From  out  of  its  sheath  half  creeping. 

Tlie  carnival  throng  exultlngly  shout 

As  thev  whirl  in  the  waltz's  embraces, 
While  Drickes  and  Marizzcbili* 

Salute  with  loud  noise  and  grimaces. 

The  trumpets  crash,  and  the  merry  hum 

Of  the  double-bass  increases. 
Until  the  dance  to  an  end  has  come, 

And  then  the  music  ceases. 

"  Most  excellent  Lady,  thy  pardon  I  beg, 

"  'Tis  time  for  me  to  go  now — " 
The  Duchess  said  smiling  :  "  You  shall  not  depait, 

"  Unless  your  face  you  show  now." 

"  Most  excellent  Lady,  thy  pardon  I  beg, 

"  My  face  is  a  liideous  creature's — '' 
The  Duchess  said  smiling  :  "  I  am  not  afraid, 

"  I  insist  upon  seeing  youi"  featiues.'' 

*'  Most  excellent  Lady,  thy  pardon  I  beg, 
"  For  night  and  flcath  are  my  portion — " 

Tbo  Dufhcss  said  smiling  :  "  I'll  not  let  you  go 
"  111  Kcc  you,  dcsj)itc  all  your  caution." 

*  Cturuivcl  n^imka. 
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In  vain  lie  struggled  witli  gloomy  words 

To  cliange  her  determination  ; 
At  length  she  forcibly  tore  the  mask 

From  his  face  for  her  information. 

"  'Tis  the  headsman  of  Bergen !"  the  throng  in  the  hall 

Exclaim  with  a  feeling  of  terror, 
And  timidly  shrink  ;  — the  Duchess  rush'd  out, 

Her  husband  to  tell  of  her  error. 

The  Duke  was  wise,  and  all  the  disgrace 
Of  the  Duchess  straightway  eftac'd  he  ; 
lie  drew  his  bright  sword  and  said :  "  Kneel  down, 
"  Good  fellow !"  with  accents  hasty. 

^  With  this  stroke  of  the  sword  I  make  you  now 

"  A  limb  of  the  order  knightly  ; 
"  And  since  you're  a  knave,  you'll  hereafter  be  call'd 

"  Sir  Knave  of  Bergen  rightly." 

So  the  headsman  became  a  nobleman  proud, 
Of  the  Bergen  Knaves'  family  founder ; 

A  haughty  race !  they  dwelt  on  the  Ehine, 
Though  now  they  all  underground  arc  I 

THE  VALKYEES.* 

WHILE  below  contending  forces 
Fight,  above  on  cloudy  horses 
Three  Valkyres  ride  ;  their  song 
Through  the  air  re-echoes  long. 

"  Princes  wrangle,  nations  quarrel, 
"  Each  would  bear  away  the  lam-el ; 
'■  Conquest  is  the  highest  prize, 
"  Highest  worth  in  courage  lies. 

"  No  proud  helmet  gives  protection, 
"  Death  brings  all  things  in  subjection  ; 
"  And  the  hero's  blood  is  shed, 
"  And  the  wicked  win  instead. 

"  Laurel  wreaths,  triumphal  arches  I 
•'  On  the  mori'ow  iu  he  marches, 
"  Who  the  better  one  o'erthrew, 
"  Winning  land  and  people  too. 

*  Or  Valkyriors ;  a  race  of  martial  vir^iua,  doscribeil  in 
nortliera  uiythologv  as  riding  in  the  air  and  fighting  under 
Odin. 
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"  Senator  and  burgomaster 

"  Go  to  meet  the  victor  faster 

"  With  the  keys  that  ope  the  gate, 

"  And  the  train  then  enters  straight. 

"•  Cannon  from  the  walls  are  crashing, 
"  Kettle-di-ums  and  trumpets  clashing, 
"  Bells'  loud  ringing  fills  the  sky, 
"  And  '  hurrah !'  the  people  cry. 

"  On  the  balconies  arc  standing 

"  Smiling  beauteous  women,  handing 

"  To  the  victor  flow'ry  wreaths  ; 

"  He  with  haughty  calnmess  breathes.' 

HASTINGS  BATTLE-FIELD. 

rpiIE  Abbot  of  Waltham  deeply  sigh'd 
.J_     When  he  heard  the  tragical  story 
That  Harold  the  king  had  lost  his  life 
On  Hastings  battle-field  gory. 

Two  monks,  named  Asgod  and  Aili'ik,  ho 

As  messengers  then  selected, 
To  seek  at  Hastings  amongst  the  dead 

For  Harold's  body  neglected. 

Tlie  monks  went  forth  with  sorrowing  hearts. 

And  return'd  with  faces  averted  : 
"  O  Father,  the  world  goes  wrong  with  us  now, 

"  We  seem  by  Fortune  deserted. 

"  The  better  man  has  fallen  in  fight, 

"  O'ercome  by  that  bastard  demon  ; 
"  Arm'd  thieves  amongst  them  divide  the  laud, 

"  And  make  a  slave  of  the  freeman. 

"  The  veriest  rascal  in  Normandy  now 

"  Is  lord  of  tlio  island  of  Britain ; 
"  A  tailor  from  Bayeux  witli  golden  spurs 

"  We  saw  as  gay  as  a  kitten. 

♦'  Woo,  woo  to  tho  man  of  Saxon  birth  ! 

"  Yo  Saxon  painted  ones  even, 
•*  Yo  had  better  take  caro,  ye'ro  not  safe  from  iisgraco, 

"  E'en  now  in  tho  kingdom  of  heaven. 
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*'  The  meaning  now  we  can  understand 
"  Of  the  blood-red  comet  which  lately 

"  On  a  broomstick  of  fire  rode  through  the  slcj 
"  One  night,  and  astonish'd  us  greatly. 

"  At  Hastings  there  was  realized 

"The  evil  star's  prediction  ; 
"  Amongst  the  dead  on  the  battle-field  there 

"  We  sought  with  deep  affliction. 

*'  Till  every  hope  had  disappear' d 

"  We  sought  in  each  direction  ; 
"  The  corpse  of  King  Harold,  we  grieve  to  say., 

"  Escaped  our  close  inspection." 

'Twas  thus  that  Asgod  and  Ailrik  spoke  ; 

His  hands  wrung  the  Abbot,  while  moan'd  ha 
Then  sank  in  deep  thought,  and  finally  said, 

As  heavily  sigh'd  and  groan'd  he  : 

"  At  Grendelfield,  by  the  bards'  old  stone, 
"  In  a  hut  in  the  forest,  is  dwelling 

"  Her  whom  they  Edith  the  Swanneck  call, 
"  In  beauty  once  so  excelling. 

"  They  call'd  her  Edith  the  Swanneck  erst, 
"  Because  her  neck  in  its  splendour 

"  Eesembled  the  neck  of  the  swan  ;  the  king 
"  Loved  the  maid  with  affection  tender. 

"  He  loved,  kiss'd,  fondled  her  long,  and  then 

"  Forgot,  like  a  faithless  lover; 
"  Time's  fleeting  on,  full  sixteen  years 

"  Have  since  those  days  pass'd  over. 

"  Now,  brethren,  go  to  this  woman  straight, 
"  And  bid  her  return  with  you  quickly 

"  To  Hastings  ;  her  eye  will  discover  the  king 
"  'Mid  the  corpses  scatter'd  so  thickly. 

"  And  when  you  have  found  his  body,  with  speed 
"  To  Waltham  Abbey  transfer  him, 

"  That  we  for  his  soul  due  masses  may  sing, 
"  And  like  a  Christian  inter  him." 

At  midnight's  hour  the  messengers  reach  d 

The  hut  in  the  forest,  saying : 
•*  Awake,  O  Edith  the  Swanneck,  awake, 

"  And  follow  without  delaying. 
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•'  Tito  Duko  of  tlio  Normans  as  victor  hatli  como, 

"  And  the  routed  Saxons  are  flying, 
"  And  on  the  field  of  Hastings  the  corpse 

"  Of  Harold  the  King  is  lying. 

•'  Come  with  ns  to  Hastings,  we're  seeking  there 

"  The  hody  beneath  the  dead  hidden, 
"  To  bring  it  to  Waltham  Abbey  with  care, 

"  As  we  by  the  Abbot  are  bidden." 

Then  Edith  the  Swanneck  girded  herself, 

And  not  one  word  she  utter'd, 
Pnit  follow'd  the  monks,  while  her  grizzly  hair 

In  the  wind  all  wildly  flutter'd. 

The  poor  woman  follow'd  with  naked  feet. 

And  through  marsh,  wood,  and  briar  on  hied  Ihey, 

Till  the  chalky  cliflFs  on  the  Hastings  coast 
At  the  dawning  of  day  descried  they. 

The  mist,  which  like  a  snowy  veil. 

The  battle-field  was  cloaking, 
Dispersed  by  degrees  ;  the  noisy  daws  ^ 

Were  flapping  their  wings  and  croaking. 

Many  thousand  corpses  were  lying  there 

On  the  earth  with  blood  bespattcr'd, 
Stripp'd  naked,  and  mangled,  vdih  many  a  steed 

Among  the  carcases  scatter'd. 

Poor  Edith  the  Swanneck  in  the  blood 

With  naked  feet  now  waded  ; 
No  single  spot  the  searching  glance 

Of  her  piercing  eyo  evaded. 
Both  liere  and  there  she  sought,  and  she  oft 

Had  to  scare  away  the  devouring 
Black  troop  of  ravens  that  prey'd  on  the  dead  ; 

The  monks  behind  her  were  cowering. 

She  sought  throughout  the  livelong  day, 
Till  the  shades  of  tlio  evening  were  falling ; 

When  out  of  the  poor  woman's  breast  there  burst 
A  shriek  both  wild  and  appalling. 

For  Edith  the  Swaunork  had  found  at  last 
The  corpse  of  the  k'ing,  poor  creature  I 

No  word  slio  utter'd,  no  tear  she  wept. 
She  kiss'd  each  pallid  feature. 
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Slie  kiss'd  liis  forehead,  she  kiss'd  his  mouth. 

Her  arms  encircled  him  tightly ; 
She  kiss'd  the  bloody  breast  of  the  king, 

Disfigured  by  wounds  unsightly. 

Upon  his  shoulder  she  likewise  spied, — 
And  cover'd  them  over  with  kisses, — 

Three  little  scars  that  her  teeth  had  made, 
The  signs  of  their  former  blisses. 

And  in  the  meantime  the  pair  of  monks 

Some  branches  of  trees  collected  ; 
These  form'd  the  bier,  on  which  they  boro 

The  body,  with  hearts  dejected. 

To  Waltham  Abbey  the  body  they  took. 

To  bury  it  rightly  and  duly. 
And  Edith  the  Swanneck  folloAv'd  the  corpse 

Of  him  she  had  loved  so  truly^ 

The  litanies  for  the  dead  she  sang 

In  childlike  pious  fashion, 
And  in  the  night  they  fearfully  rang, — 

The  monks  pray'd,  full  of  compassion. 

CHARLES  I. 

IN  the  charcoal-burner's  hut  in  the  wood 
Sits  the  king,  an  object  of  pity ; 
The  charcoal-burner's  child's  cradle  he  rocks, 
And  sings  this  monotonous  ditty  : 

"  Eiapopeia,  why  rustles  the  straw  ? 

"  The  sheep  in  the  stalls  bleat  loudly ; 
"  Thou  bearest  the  sign  on  thy  forehead,  and  smil'st 

"  In  thy  sleep  so  wildly  and  proudly. 

"  Eiapopeia,  thou  bcar'st  on  thy  brow 

"  The  sign, — and  dead  is  the  kitten  ; 
*'  When  grown  to  manhood,  thou'lt  flourish  tlic  axe, 

"  And  the  oak  in  the  wood  will  be  smitten. 

"  The  charcoal-burner's  religion  is  dead, 
"  And  now  no  longer  receive  they,  — • 

"  Eiapopeia, — the  faith  in  a  God, 
"  Still  less  in  the  king  believe  they. 
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•'  The  kitten  is  dead,  and  the  mice  rejoice 
"  And  we  from  their  presence  are  driven,  — 

"  Eiapopeia, — I,  monarch  on  earth, 
"  And  God,  the  monarch  in  heaven. 

"  lily  heart  grows  sicker  day  by  day, 
"  My  brow  grows  sterner  and  sterner; 

"  Eiapopeia, — my  headsman  art  thou, 
"  Thou  child  of  the  charcoal-burner  ! 

"  My  song  of  death  is  thy  cradle-song — • 

"  Eiapopeia, — thoii'lt  fumble 
"  My  grey  locks  about,  and  cut  them  off, — 

"  Tlxine  axe  on  my  neck  will  tumble. 

"  Eiapopeia, — why  rustles  the  straw  ? 

"  Thou  hast  gained  a  kingdom  splendid ; 
"  Thou  strikest  oif  from  my  body  my  head, — 

"  The  life  of  the  kitten  is  ended. 

"  Eiapopeia,  —why  rustle?  the  straw  ? 

"  The  sheep  in  the  stalls  bleat  loudly  ; 
'  The  kitten  is  dead,  and  the  mice  rejoice, — 

"  My  dear  little  headsman,  sleep  proudly  1" 

MARIE  ANTOINETTE. 

THE  plate-glass  windows  gleam  in  the  smi 
In  the  Tuileries  Castle  gaily  ; 
And  yet  the  well-known  spectres  of  old 
Still  walk  about  in  it  daily. 

Queen  Marie  Antoinette  still  doth  haunt 

The  famous  pavilion  of  Flora  ; 
With  strict  etiquette  she  holds  her  court 

At  each  return  of  Am-ora. 

Full  dress'd  are  the  ladies, — they  most  of  tliem  stand, 

On  taboiirets  others  are  sitting, 
With  dresses  of  satin  and  gold  brocade, 

Hung  with  lace  and  jewels  befitting. 

Their  waists  are  small,  their  hoop-petticoats  swell, 
And  from  underneath  them  are  peeping 

Thnir  liigh-heel'd  feet,  that  so  pretty  upiicar, — • 
If  their  heads  were  but  still  in  their  keeping! 
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Not  one  of  tto  number  a  head  has  on, 

The  queen  herself  in  that  article 
Is  wanting,  and  so  Her  Majesty  boasts 

Of  frizzling  not  one  particle. 

Yes,  she  with  toupee  as  high  as  a  tower, 

In  dignity  so  resplendent, 
Maria  Tlieresa's  daughter  fair, 

Tlio  German  Csesar's  descendant, 

She,  curlless  and  headless,  now  must  walk 

Amongst  her  maids  of  honour. 
Who,  equally  headless  and  void  of  curls, 

Are  humbly  waiting  upon  her. 

All  this  from  the  French  Eevolution  has  sprung, 

And  its  doctrines  so  pernicious, 
From  Jean  Jacques  Eousseau  and  the  guillotine, 

And  Voltaire  the  maKcious. 

Yet  strange  though  it  be,  I  shrewdly  think 
That  none  of  these  hapless  creatures 

Have  ever  observed  how  dead  they  arc, 
How  devoid  of  head  and  features. 

The  first  dame  d'atour  a  linen  shift  brings, 

And  makes  a  reverence  lowly  ; 
The  second  hands  it  to  the  queen, 

And  both  retire  then  slowly. 

The  third  and  fourth  ladies  curtsy  and  kneel 

Before  the  queen  discreetly, 
That  they  may  be  able  to  draw  on 

Her  Majesty's  stockings  neatly. 

A  maid  of  honour  cm-tsying  brings 
Pier  Majesty's  robe  for  the  morning ; 

Another  with  curtsies  her  petticoat  holds 
And  assists  at  the  queen's  adorning. 

The  mistress  of  the  robes  with  her  fan 

Stands  by,  the  time  beguiling  ; 
And  as  her  head  is  unhappily  gone, 

With  her  other  end  she  is  smiling. 

The  sun  his  inquisitive  glances  throwg 

Inside  the  draperied  casement ; 
But  when  the  apparitions  he  sees, 

He  starts  in  fearful  amazement. 
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THE  BTLESIAN  WEAVERS .♦ 
"VrO  tears  from  their  gloomy  eyes  are  flowing, 
-LM    They  sit  at  the  loom,  their  white  teeth  showing  : 
"  Thy  shrond,  0  Germany,  now  weave  we, 
"  A  threefold  curse  we're  weaving  for  thee, — • 

"  We're  weaving,  we're  weaving  ! 
"  A  enrse  on  the  God  to  whom  oiir  petition 
"  We  vainly  address'd  when  in  starving  condition ; 
"  In  vain  did  we  hope,  and  in  vain  did  we  wait, 
"  He  only  derided  and  mock'd  our  sad  fate, — • 

"  We're  weaving,  we're  weaving  ! 

"  A  curse  on  the  King  of  the  wealthy,  whom  often 
"  Our  misery  vainly  attempted  to  soften  ; 
"  Who  takes  away  e'en  the  last  penny  we've  got, 
"  And  lets  us  like  dogs  in  the  highway  be  shot, — 

"  We're  weaving,  we're  weaving! 
"  A  curse  on  our  fatherland  false  and  contriving, 
"  Where  shame  and  disgrace  alone  are  seen  thriving, 
'  Where  flowers  are  pluck'd  before  they  unfold, 
''  Where  batten  the  worms  on  corruption  and  mould,  - 

"  We're  weaving,  we're  weaving  ! 
"  The  shuttle  is  flying,  the  loom  creaks  away, 
"  We're  weaving  busily  night  and  day  ; 
"  Thy  shroud.  Old  Germany,  now  weave  we, 
"  A  threefold  curse  we're  weaving  for  thee,— 

'•  We're  weaving,  we're  weaving !" 

POMARE. 
1. 
LL  the  gods  of  love  are  shouting 
In  my  licart,  and  blowing  airy 
nourishes,  and  crying  :  "  Hail ! 

"  Hail,  thou  mighty  queen  Pomaro  I" 

Not  the  queen  of  Otaheito 

Whom  "twas  missionaries'  duty 
To  convert ;  no,  she  I  mean 

Is  a  wild  untutor'd  beauty. 
Twice  in  every  week  appears  she, 

All  her  subjects  quite  entrancing 
In  that  dear  Jardin  Mabillo, 

Waltzes  and  the  polka  dancing. 

♦  TliiiJ  poem  was  formerly  siipiireseeil  by  tho  ccnsore. 


A' 


896  HETNE^S   POEMS. 

Majesty  in  all  her  footsteps, 

Grace  and  beauty  ne'er  forsake  ho?, 

Quite  a  princess  every  inch, 
Whichsoever  way  you  take  her. 

Thus  she  dances — gods  of  love  are 

In  my  heart  all  blowing  airy 
Flourishes,  and  crying:  "  Hail! 

"  Hail,  thou  mighty  queen  Pomaro!" 

2. 

SHE  dances.     How  her  figure  sways ! 
What  grace  her  every  limb  displays  ! 
There's  as  much  flitting,  leaping,  swinging. 
As  if  she  from  her  skin  were  springing. 

She  dances.     When  she  twirls  with  skill 
Upon  one  foot,  and  then  stands  still 
At  last  with  both  her  arms  extended. 
My  very  reason  seems  suspended. 

She  dances.     'Tis  the  very  same 
That  once  Herodias'  daughter  came 
And  danced  to  Herod.     As  she  dances. 
Her  eye  casts  round  it  deadly  glances. 

She'll  dance  me  frantic.     Woman,  say, 
What  shall  be  thy  reward  to-day  ? 
Thou  smil'st  ?     Quick,  herald !  to  the  gateway 
Decapitate  the  Baptist  straightway  ! 

3. 

"Vr:ESTEEDAY  for  very  bread, 
X     In  the  mire  she  wallowed  ; 
But  to-day,  with  pride  o'erbeariug, 
In  her  carriage  takes  an  airing. 
On  its  silken  cushions  she 
Rests  her  head,  and  haughtily 
Looks  upon  the  thronging  masses 
Whom  on  foot  her  carriage  passes. 
When  I  see  thee  travelling  so, 
Then  my  heart  is  fill'd  with  woe ! 
Ah,  this  carriage, — so  prepare  thee,— 
To  the  hospital  will  bear  thee, 
Where  imfeeling  cruel  death 
Soon  will  take  awa^  thy  breath, 
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And  the  student,  with  coarse  gi'eaBj 
Prentice  hand,  so  free  and  easy, 
Will  cut  up  thy  body  fair 
Anatomically  there ; 
And  at  Montfaucon  thy  horses 
At  the  knacker's  end  their  courses. 


THOU  hast  been  by  fate  befriended 
Better  than  at  first  I  said  ; 
God  be  praised,  all  now  is  ended  ! 
God  be  praised,  and  thou  art  dead  1 

In  thy  poor  and  aged  mother's 
Garret  tliou  at  length  didst  die 

She,  with  love  beyond  all  otheis, 
Closed  thy  fair  eyes  tenderly. 

She  a  winding-sheet  bought  duly, 

And  a  coffin,  and  a  grave ; 
Somewhat  close  and  wretched  tridy 

Was  the  funeral  that  they  gave. 

No  priests  at  that  funeral  lonely 
Sang,  no  bell  toll'd  mournfully  ; 

Thy/mcMr  and  poodle  only 
As  thy  mourners  follow'd  thee. 

"  Ah  !"  the  former  sigh'd  :  "  I  often 
"  Used  to  comb  Pomare's  hair, 

"  And  her  long  black  tresses  soften, 
"  Sitting  in  her  easy  chair !" 

r>ut  the  dog, — away  he  scamper 'd 

At  the  churchyard  gate  nnon, 
And  was  lodged  and  fed  and  jjamper'd 
Afterwards  by  llose  Pompon. 

She,  the  Proven(;aler,  grudged  thee 
Thy  hard-earned  name  of  queen, 

As  a  hated  rival  judged  thee, 
Made  thee  victim  of  her  spleen. 

Ah,  poor  queen  of  jests  diurnal, 
With  thy  mud  crown  on  tliy  head, 

Tliou  art  saved  by  God's  eternal 
GuoducHS,  Ihou  at  lust  art  dead. 
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As  tliy  motlier,  so  thy  Fatlier 
Mercy  sliow'd  thee  from  above  , 

This  He  did,  methinks,  the  rather 
In  that  thou  so  much  didst  love. 

THE  APOLLO  GOD. 

rriHE  convent  stands  high  on  the  rocky  iteep. 
JL     The  Ehinc  beneath  it  glistens  ; 
The  youthful  nun  doth  eagerly  peep 
Through  the  lattice  window,  and  listens. 

A  bark  of  fable  is  sailing  past, 

By  the  evening  glow  tinged  brightly ; 

Wliile  chequer'd  pennons  stream  from  the  mast, 
With  laurels  and  flowers  crown'd  lightly. 

Amid-ship  stands  a  beauteous  youth, 

With  flowing  auburn  tresses  ; 
Of  very  ancient  cut,  in  truth. 

His  gold  and  piu'ple  di-ess  is. 

Before  his  feet  nine  women  lie, 

Of  marble-lovely  graces ; 
A  tunic  fair  and  loop'd  up  high 

Each  slender  form  embraces. 

The  goldeu-tress'd  one  sweetly  sings, 

And  likewise  plays  his  lyre ; 
The  song  the  poor  nun's  bosom  stings. 

And  sets  it  all  on  fire. 

She  makes  a  cross,  and  once  again 

The  nun  repeats  the  measure  ; 
The  cross  scares  not  her  blissful  pain. 

Nor  checks  her  bitter  pleasure. 

2. 

I  AM  the  god  of  music  bright, 
Eevered  in  every  nation  ; 
In  Greece,  on  Mount  Parnassus'  height, 
My  temple  had  its  station. 

In  Greece  I  oft  have  sat  and  play'd 

On  famed  Parnassus'  mountain. 
Beneath  the  cypress'  pleasant  sLado, 

Beside  Castalia's  fountain. 
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My  dauglitors  sat  around  their  Pa, 
And  raised  a  vocal  chorus  ; 

They  sweetly  sang  :  la-la,  la-la  ! 
While  laughter  floated  o'er  us. 
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The  bugle  rang :  tra-ra,  tra-ra ! 

From  out  the  forest  loudly  ; 
There  hunted  Artemisia, 

My  little  sister,  proudly. 

And  whensoe'er  I  took  some  sips, — 
I  can't  describe  it  neatly, — 

From  out  Castalia's  fount,  my  lips 
Burst  into  music  sweetly. 

I  sang — my  lyre,  as  it  replied, 

O'er  its  own  chords  seemd  swcei^iug ; 

I  felt  as  if  I  Daphne  spied 
Behind  the  laurels  peeping. 

I  sang — ambrosial  incense  sjtream'd, 
And  lightly  o'er  me  hover 'd  ; 

And  the  whole  world  around  me  secm'd 
By  a  bright  halo  cover'd. 

A  thousand  years  from  Grecia's  land 
Have  I  been  sadly  banish'd  ; 

Yet  hath  my  heart  in  Grecia's  land 
Ecmain'd,  though  I  have  vanish'd. 

3. 

IN  the  costume  of  the  Bcguins, 
In  the  cloak  with  cap  ujjou  it 
Of -the  coarsest  blackest  serge. 
Is  the  youthful  nun  envelop' d. 

Hastily  along  the  Rhine  banks 
I'accs  she  adown  the  liigliway 
On  the  road  to  IloUaud,  askiug 
Eagerly  of  every  passer  : 

"  Hast  thou  chanced  to  see  Apollo  ? 
"  ITo  a  Koarh't  cloak  is  wearing. 
"  Swfctly  sings  ]\v.,  phiys  the  lyro, 
**  And  he  is  my  darling  idol." 
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None  will  answer  Iter  inquiry, 
Many  turn  tlieir  backs  in  silence, 
Many  stare  upon  her  smiling, 
Many  sigh  :  "  Alas,  poor  creature  I* 

But  along  tlie  highway  trotting 
Comes  a  slovenly  old  man ; 
Making  figures  in  the  air,  he 
Keeps  on  singing  through  his  nose. 

He  a  clumsy  wallet  carries, 
And  a  little  hat  tliree-corner'd. 
And  with  sharp  and  smiling  eyes  ho 
Listens  to  the  nun's  inquiry  : 

"  Hast  thou  chanced  to  see  Apollo? 
"  He  a  scarlet  cloak  is  wearing, 
"  Sweetly  sings  he,  plays  the  lyre, 
"  And  he  is  my  darling  idol." 

He  however  gave  this  answer, 
Whilst  his  little  head  he  waggled 
Here  and  there,  and  comically 
At  his  sharp  beard  kept  on  twitching  : 

"  Have  I  chanced  to  see  Apollo  ? 
"  Yes,  I  certainly  have  seen  him 
"  When  at  Amsterdam  full  often, 
"  In  the  German  synagogue. 

"  He  was  there  the  leading  singer, 
"  Known  by  name  of  Eabbi  Faibisch, 
"  Which  in  High-Dutch  means  Apollo, - 
"  But  he's  not  my  idol  truly. 

"  Scarlet  cloak  ?     His  scarlet  cloak  too 
"  I  remember  ;  genuine  scarlet, 
"  And  the  price  per  ell  eight  florins, — 
"  Not  all  paid  for  to  this  moment. 

"  His  old  father,  Moses  Jitscher, 
"  Know  I  well ;  he's  circumciser 
"  To  the  Portuguese,  I  fsmcy, 
"  And  to  various  sovereigns  also. 

"  And  his  mother  is  a  cousin 

•  Of  my  sister's  husband,  trading 

*  On  the  Gracht  in  pickled  gherkins, 
And  in  "vrom-out  pairs  of  brcechee. 
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"  In  tlioir  son  they  tate  no  pleasure ; 
"  On  the  lyre  he  plays  not  badly, 
"  But,  I  grieve  to  say,  far  better 
"  Plays  he  at  taroc  and  ombre. 

"  He  is  likewise  a  free-thinker, 
"  Lost  his  place  through  eating  swiDOS  flesh, 
"  And  then  travell'd  round  the  country 
"  With  some  painted  low  comedians. 

"  In  the  shops  and  on  the  markets 
"  Has  he  acted  as  Jack-pudding, 
"  Holofemes,  or  King  David, 
"  But  the  latter  most  excell'd  in. 

"  For  the  king's  own  sorrows  sang  he 
"  In  the  king's  own  mother  language, 
"  Giving  all  the  proper  quavers 
"  In  the  proper  olden  fashion. 

"  Eecently  some  wenches  took  ho 
"  From  the  Amsterdam  casino, 
"  And  he's  travelling  with  these  Muses 
"  Round  the  country  as  Apollo. 

"  One  amongst  them  is  a  stout  one, 

"  Squeaking  very  much  and  gruutincr : 

"  On  account  of  her  green  lauroi 

"  Head-dress,  they  *  the  green  sow*  call  hw. ' 

HYMN  TO  KING  LOUIS.* 

BEHOLD  gi-eat  Louis,  Bavaria's  kinfr, 
Few  mouarchs  are  half  so  splendid ; 
In  him  a  king  the  Bavarians  revere, 
From  an  ancient  lino  descended. 

He's  fond  of  art ;  fiiir  women  to  get 

For  their  portraits  to  sit,  is  his  passiou  : 

In  this  painted  seraglio  takes  he  his  walks, 
In  eunuch-artistic  fashion. 

A  marble  place  of  skulls  hath  ho 

Near  Ilatisbon  constructed, 
And  all  the  arrangements  for  every  liead 

In  his  own  royul  person  conducted. 

J'liia  iKXiiu  was  originally  Bupprcsacd  by  the  conaorR. 
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Wallialla-compamons  I  A  masterpiece, 
Where  the  merit  of  every  man  is 

Set  forth,  with  his  character  and  his  acts, 
From  Teut  *  to  Schinderhannes.| 

But  Luther,  the  blockhead,  amongst  them  all. 
Has  no  place  in  this  proud  mausoleum  ; 

The  whale  'mongst  the  fishes  is  often  left  out 
In  a  natural  hist'ry  museum. 

King  Louis  is  also  a  poet  renown'd ; 

Whenever  sings  or  plays  he, 
Apollo  falls  down  at  his  feet  and  exclaims  : 

"  0  stop,  or  you'll  drive  me  quite  crazy !'' 

King  Louis  is  also  a  hero  renown'd, 
Like  his  child,  his  little  son,  Otho, 

Who  was  chosen  to  sit  on  the  throne  of  Greece 
(He  disgraced  it  long  ago,  tho'). 

When  Louis  dies,  he'll  canonised  be 

At  Kome  by  the  holy  Father  ; 
A  cat  with  ruffles  a  face  like  his 

With  its  Glory  will  look  like  rather. 

As  soon  as  the  monkeys  and  kangaroos 

Are  converted  to  Christianity, 
They'll  make  St.  Louis  their  guardian  saint. 

In  proof  of  their  perfect  sanity. 

TWO  KNIGHTS. 

CEAPULTNSKI  and  Waschlapski, 
Polos  in  Poland  born  and  bred, 
Fought  for  their  dear  country's  freedom 
'Gainst  the  Eussian  tyrant  dread. 

Boldly  did  they  fight,  and  lastly 

Found  at  Paris  a  retreat ; 
Living,  just  as  much  as  dying 

For  one's  fatherland,  is  sweet. 

Like  Achilles  and  Patroclus, 

David  and  his  Jonathan, 
Loved  the  pair  of  Poles  each  other, 

Kiss'd,  and  said  :  "  Kochan  !  Koclian  !"  J 

*  Meaning  the  founder  of  the  Teutonic  race. 
+  A  noted  brigand,  executed  in  1803. 
J  A  Polish  term  of  endearment. 
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Neither  e'er  betray 'd  tlie  other. 

Both  were  faithM  friends  and  truOj 

NotAvithstanding  that  they  Poles  were, 
Born  and  bred  in  Poland  too. 

They  the  same  apartment  dwelt  in, 

In  the  selfsame  bed  slept  they. 
And  in  noble  emulation 

Scratch'd  themselves  by  night  and  day., 

In  the  selfsame  beershop  dined  they, 

And  as  neither  was  content 
That  the  other  paid  his  reclfoning, 

Neither  ever  paid  a  cent. 

'Twas  the  selfsame  washerwoman 

Did  the  washing  for  the  pair ; 
Humming,  for  their  linen  came  she 

Every  month  to  wash  and  air. 

Yes,  they  really  had  their  linen, 

Each  one  had  two  shii-ts,  well-worn, 

Notwithstanding  that  they  Poles  were, 
Poles  in  Poland  bred  and  born. 

They  to-day  sit  near  the  chimney, 
Where  the  flames  a  bright  glow  cast; 

Out  of  doors  are  night,  a  snowstorm. 
And  the  coaches  driving  past. 

They  a  mighty  bowl  of  punch  havo 

Drain'd  already  and  devom-'d ; 
(Understand  me,  'twas  unsugar'd. 

And  un water 'd  and  unsour'd.) 

Sorrow  o'er  their  souls  is  creeping. 

Tears  their  fm-row'd  faces  streak  : 
With  a  voice  of  deep  emotion 

Thus  doth  Crapulinski  speak  ; 

"  Would  that  I  had  hero  in  Paris 

"  My  dear  bearskin,  my  old  cotton 
"  Dressing-gown,  my  catskin-nightcnp^ 

"  In  my  fatherland  forgotten  T' 

Thus  to  liim  replied  Waschlapski : 

"  O  thou  art  a  driv'ller  true  ; 
"  Of  thy  lionie  thou'rt  ever  thinking, 

"  Cuttikin-uightoup,  bearskin  tuo. 


404  Heine's  poems. 

"  Poland  lias  not  yet  quite  perisL'd, 

"  Still  our  wives  to  sons  give  birth* 
"  Aaid  our  girls  will  do  so  likewise, 

"  And  produce  us  men  of  worth, 
"  Heroes,  like  great  Sobieski, 

"  Like  Schelmufski  and  Uminski, 
"  Eski-okewitscb,  Scliubiakski, 

"  And  the  mighty  Eselinski." 

OUE  MARINE* 

(A  Nautical  tale.) 

ADEEAM  of  a  fleet  we  lately  dreamt, 
And  enjoy'd  a  sail  delicious 
Far  over  the  wide  and  boundless  sea. 

The  wind  was  quite  propitious. 
We  gave  our  frigates  the  proudest  names 

That  we  in  our  calendar  reckon'd ; 
One  Hoffmann  of  Fallersleben  we  call'd, 

And  Prutz  f  we  christen'd  the  second. 
There  floated  the  cutter  Freiligrath, 

Whereon  was  seen  the  figure 
Of  the  Moorish  king,  which  gazed  below 

Like  a  moon  (but  as  black  as  a  nigger). 
There  floated  Gustavus  Schwab  as  well, 

A  Pfizer,  a  Kolle,  a  Mayer  ; 
On  each  of  them  stood  a  Swabian  face. 

Each  holding  a  wooden  lyre. 
There  floated  Birch-Pfeiffer,  a  brig  which  bore 

On  its  mast  the  escutcheon  oMen 
CJ  i'«ie  ifvmotts  Gonnan  Admiralty, 

On  tatters  black-red-golden. 
We  boldly  clamber'd  on  bowsprit  and  yard. 

And  bore  oui'selves  like  sailors  ; 
Our  jackets  were  short,  our  hats  betarr'd, 

And  our  trousers  as  big  as  a  tailor's. 
Full  many,  who  formerly  sipp'd  but  tea 

As  husbands  kind  and  forbearing, 
Now  drank  their  rum,  their  pigtail  chew'd, 

And,  seaman-like,  took  to  swearing. 

*  This  poem  was  orij^inally  suppressed  by  the  censors. 
t  A  poet  and  writer,  born  ia  1816,  and  persecuted  ty  the 
police  for  his  liheral  writings. 
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So  briglit  was  our  vision,  we  well  nigh  won 

A  naval  victory  splendid ; 
But  when  return 'd  the  morning  sun, 

Both  fleet  and  vision  had  ended. 

We  still  were  lying  at  liome  in  Led, 

Our  limbs  all  over  it  sprawling ; 
Wo  rubbed  the  sleep  from  out  of  our  eyes, 

The  follomng  wise  speech  bawling  : 

"  The  world  is  round  ;  why  seek  to  be  tost 

"  On  the  idle  billows,  faint-hearted  '? 
"  Wlien  we  sail  rovmd  the  world,  at  last  we  retinu 

"  To  the  point  from  which  we  started." 

THE  GOLDEX  CALF. 

FIDDLE,  flute,  and  horn  uniting, 
To  the  itlol-dunce  inviting — 
lioun^l  the  golden  calf  with  springing 
All  of  Jacob's  daughters  come — 
Brum — brum — brum-  - 
Kettle  drums  and  laughter  ringing  I 

Girding  up  theii"  tunics  lightly. 
Clasping  hands  together  tightly. 
Noble  maidens,  ofi"rings  bringing, 

Twist,  like  whirlwinds  at  the  least, 

Hound  the  beast — 
Kettle  drmns  and  laughter  ringing  I 

Aaron's  self  joins  in  the  mazy 
Circling  dance  with  motions  crazy ; 
Ilis  concerns  not  looking  after, 

Skips  ho,  in  his  high-priest's  coat, 

Like  a  goat  — 
Kettle  di'ums  and  ringing  laughter ! 

KING  DAVID. 

DESPOTS  smiling  yield  their  breath, 
I'Lnowing  after  thcdr  own  death 
That  their  slaves  but  change  their  master, 
And,  if  anything,  work  faster. 

Ah,  poor  race!  like  horse  and  bull 
They  the  waggims  still  must  pull, 
And  their  backs  will  soon  be  broken 
li'  they  heed  not  what  is  spoken. 


406  Heine's  poems. 

Davifl  said  to  Solomon 
On  his  deathbed :  "  List,  my  son  1 
"  My  most  dreaded  foe  of  course  is 
^'  Joab,  general  of  my  forces. 

"  This  brave  general  many  a  year 
"  I  have  view'd  with  hate  and  fear; 
"  But,  however  I  detest  him, 
"  I  ne'er  ventured  to  arrest  him. 

"  Thou,  my  son,  of  sterner  stuff, 
"  Fearing  God,  art  strong  enough ; 
"  'Tis  for  thee  an  easy  matter 
"  That  said  Joab's  brains  to  scatter." 

KING  EICHAKD.  [springe 

THEOUGH  the  silent  glades  of  the  forest  there 
An  eager  horseman  proudly ; 
He  blows  his  horn,  he  laughs,  and  he  sings 
Exultingly  and  loudly. 

His  armour  is  made  of  the  brass  most  strong, 

But  stronger  still  is  his  bosom  ; 
'Tis  Coeur  de  Lion  that's  riding  along. 

That  Christian  chivahy's  blossom. 

"  Thou'rt  welcome  to  England  !"  each  verdant  bough 

Exclaims  with  joyous  assurance; 
"  We're  heartily  glad,  0  monarch,  that  thou 

"  Hast  escap'd  from  thine  Austrian  durance." 

The  king  snuffs  up  the  free  air  the  while, 

Like  a  newborn  creature  lives  he ; 
He  thinks  of  his  Austrian  dungeon  vile, — 

And  his  spurs  to  his  proud  horse  gives  ho. 

THE  ASRA. 

DAILY  went  the  wondi-ous  lovely 
Sultan's  daughter  at  the  cooling 
Hour  of  evening  to  the  fountain. 
Where  the  waters  white  were  plashing. 

Daily  at  the  hour  of  evening 
Stood  the  young  slave  at  the  fountain 
Where  the  waters  white  were  plashing, 
Daily  grew  he  pale  and  j)aler. 
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And  one  evening  camo  the  princess, 
And  these  sudden  words  address'd  liim  : 
"  Thou  must  tell  me  what  thy  name  is, 
"  And  thy  country  and  thy  kindred  I" 

And  the  slave  replied. :  "  My  name  is 
"  Mahomet,  I  came  from  Yemmen, 
'*  And  my  race  is  of  those  Asras, 
"  Who,  whene'er  they  love,  must  perish. 

THE  NUNS. 

"ITT'HO  at  night  the  convent  Avails 

T  T    Passes,  sees  the  windows  brightly 
Lighted  up,  for  there  the  spectres 
Make  their  gloomy  circuit  nightly. 

'Tis  dead  Ursulines  that  join 

In  the  sad  and  dark  procession  ; 
From  the  linen  hoods  are  peeping 

Faces  young  of  sweet  expression. 

Tapers  bear  they  in  their  hands, 

Grlimm'ring  bloodrcd  and  mysterious 

Strangely  echo  in  the  crossway 

Whispers  low,  wails  sad  and  serious. 

To  the  church  the  train  moves  on  ; 

Sitting  on  the  wooden  benches 
Of  tlie  quire,  their  mouri)fiil  chorus 

Straight  begin  the'  unhappy  wenches. 

Like  a  litany  it  sounds, 

But  the  words  are  \vild  and  shocking 
They  are  poor  and  outcast  S2)irits 

At  the  heavenly  portal  knocking. 

"  P.rid(;s  of  Christ  we  used  to  be, 

"  But  by  love  of  uarth  were  chained, 

"  And  we  rendcr'd  unto  Caesar 

"  Things  that  unto  God  ijcrtained. 

"  Charming  is  a  uniform 

"  And  mustachios  smooth  and  shining 
"  For  the  epaulettes  of  Ciesar 

"  Were  our  hearts  in  secret  pining. 
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"  Antlers  to  tLo  brow  wo  gave 
"  By  oui"  shameless  ill  behaviour, 

"  Wliich  the  crown  of  thorns  once  carried, — 
*'  We  betray 'd  our  heavenly  Saviour. 

*  Jesus, — mercy's  very  self, — 
"  Softly  wept  o'er  oiu*  transgression, 

"  And  he  said :  '  Your  souls  be  cursed 
"  '  For  disgracing  your  profession  !' 

"  Grave-sprung  spectres  of  the  night, 
"  We  must  wander  in  these  dreary 

"  Walls,  our  folly  to  atone  for, — 
"  Miserere  !  Miserere  ! 

"  All,  within  the  grave  'tis  well! 

"  Though  indeed  'tis  far  more  cheery 
"  In  the  glowing  realms  of  heaven, — 

"  Miserere  !  Miserere ! 

"  Jesus  sweet,  forgive  at  length 

"  Our  transgression  sad  and  weary ; 

"  Let  us  feel  the  warmth  of  heaven, — • 
"  Miserere !  Miserere  !" 

Thus  the  troop  of  nuns  sing  on, 
And  a  long-dead  clerk  is  .playing 

On  the  organ.  Hands  of  spirits 
O'er  the  keys  are  wildly  straying. 

PALSGKAVINE  JUTTA. 

ri^HE  Palsgravine  Jutta,  in  bark  so  light, 

X    Is  crossing  the  Ehine  in  the  moonlight  briglit  • 

Tlie  Countess  speaks,  while  rows  the  maid  : 

''  Hast  thou  yon  seven  corpses  sm-vey'd 

"  That,  seeking  to  find  us, 

"  Are  floating  behind  us  ? — 
"  So  sadly  are  floating  the  corpses  I 

"  Seven  knights  were  they,  who  their  love  confcss'd, 
*'  And  tenderly  sank  on  my  heaving  breast, 
"  And  swore  to  be  faithful;  so,  certain  to  make 
"  That  they  their  oaths  should  never  break, 
"  I  seized  and  bound  them, 
"  And  straightway  dro^vn'd  them, — 
'*  So  sadly  are  floating  the  corpses !" 
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Tlio  Countess  laughs,  while  the  maiden  rows, 
Through  the  air  her  laughter  scornfully  goes ; 
"From  the  water  the  corjises  rise  high  as  tlie  thigh, 
And  point  with  their  fingers  towai'ds  the  sky, 

In  token  of  swearing. 

With  glassy  eyes  staring — 
So  sadly  are  floating  the  corpses  I 

THE  MOOKISH  KLNG. 
^1^0  the  Alpuxarres'  exile 
JL     Went  the  youthful  Moorish  monarch ; 
Silent  and  with  heart  full  mom'uful 
H(!ading  the  procession  rode  ho. 

And  hehind,  on  lofty  palfreys 

Or  in  golden  litters  riding, 

Sat  the  women  of  his  household  ; 

Swarthy  maids  on  mules  were  sitting. 

And  a  hundi-cd  trusty  followers 
Rode  on  noble  Arab  horses ; 
Haughty  steeds,  and  yet  tlie  riders 
Carelessly  bestrode  the  saddles. 

Not  a  drum  and  not  a  cymbal, 
Not  a  single  song  resounded  ; 
Silver  bells  upon  the  midcs,  though, 
Echoed  sadly  in  the  silence. 

On  the  height,  from  whence  the  glances 

Sweep  across  the  Duero  valley, 

And  Granada's  battlements 

For  the  last  time  rise  before  one, 

There  the  mournful  king  dismomitcd. 
And  ho  gazed  upon  the  city 
Glittering  in  the  light  of  evening, 
As  though  deck'd  with  gold  and  purple. 

Uut,  great  Allah  !  what  a  sight  'twas  1 
In  the  place  of  that  dear  cresciait 
Gleam'd  the  Spaniard's  cross  and  btaudiirJ 
On  the  tow'rs  of  the  Alhambra. 

Ah  1  deep  sighs  at  this  discov'iy 
Uroke  fivuu  out  tho  monarch's  bosom; 
Siuhhinly  tho  tears  'gau  falling 
Liku  a  torrent  down  liiu  chuuku. 
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Sadly  from  lier  lofty  palfrey 
Downward  gazed  the  monarcli's  mother, 
Looking  on  her  son's  affliction ; 
Proudly,  bitterly,  she  chided : 

"  Boabdil  el  Chico,"  said  she, 

"  Like  a  woman  thou  bewailest 

"  Yonder  town,  which  thou  neglectcdst 

"  To  defend  with  manly  courage." 

When  the  monarch's  dearest  mistress 
Heard  these  words,  so  harsh  and  cruel, 
Hastily  she  left  her  litter, 
Her  lord's  neck  embracing  fondly. 

"  Boabdil  el  Chico,"  said  she, 
"  Comfort  take,  my  heart-belov'd  one! 
"  From  the  deep  abyss  of  sorrow 
"  Blossoms  forth  a  beauteous  laurel. 

"  Not  alone  the  glorious  victor, 
"  Not  alone  the  proud  triumphant 
"  Fav'rite  of  the  blind  jade  Fortune, 
"  But  misfortune's  bloody  son,  too, 

"  And  the'  heroic-fighting  warrior, 
"  Who  to  destiny  o'erpow'riug 
*'  Has  succumb' d,  will  live  for  ever 
"  In  the  memory  of  mortals."  — 

"  Mountain  of  the  Moor's  last  sigh  " 
To  this  very  moment  call  they 
Yonder  height  from  whence  the  monarcLi 
For  the  last  time  saw  Granada. 

Time  has  now  fulfill'd  full  sweetly 
His  beloved  one's  proj^hecy, 
And  the  Moorish  monarch's  name  is 
Eeverenced  and  held  in  honour. 

Never  will  his  glory  vanish. 
Never,  till  the  last  chord's  broken 
Of  the  last  guitar  rcmaiuiug 
In  the  land  of  Andalusia. 
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GEOFFKY  EUDEL  AND  MELISANDA  OV 
TEIPOLI. 

IN  tlie  Cliateau  Blay  still  see  wo 
Tapestry  the  walls  adorning, 
Worked  by  Tripoli's  fair  couutess' 
Ovm.  fair  hands,  no  labour'  scorning. 

Her  whole  soul  was  woven  in  it, 

And  with  loving  tears  and  tender 
Hallow'd  is  the  silken  picture. 

Which  the  following  scene  doth  render : 

How  the  Countess  saw  Eudel 

Dying  on  the  strand  of  ocean, 
And  the'  ideal  in  his  fcatiu'cs 

Traced  of  all  her  heart's  emotion. 

For  the  first  and  last  time  also 

Living  saw  Eudel  and  breathing 
Her  who  in  his  every  vision 

Intertwining  was  and  wreathing. 

Over  him  the  Countess  bends  her, 

Lovingly  his  form  she  raises. 
And  his  deadly-pale  mouth  kisses, 

That  so  sweetly  sang  her  praises. 

Ah !  the  kiss  of  welcome  likewise 

Was  the  kiss  of  sei^aration. 
And  they  drain'd  the  cup  of  wildest 

Joy,  and  deepest  desolation. 

In  the  Chateau  Blay  at  night-time 
Comes  a  rushing,  crackling,  shaking 

On  the  tapestry  the  figures 
Suddenly  to  life  arc  waking. 

Troubadour  and  lady  stretch  their 
Drowsy  ghostlike  members  yonder. 

And  from  out  the  wall  advancing, 
Up  and  down  the  hall  they  wander. 

Whispers  fond  and  gentle  toying. 
Sad-sweet  secrets,  heart  enthralling, 

Po.siliumous  galliint  soft  spccchcH, 
Minuesingcrrt'  tiuica  recalling : 
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"  Geoffi-y  !  At  thy  voice's  imisic 

"  ^Va^mtll  is  in  my  dead  heart  glowing, 

"  And  I  feel  once  more  a  glimmer 

"  In  the  long-quench'd  embers  growing  1** 

"  Melisanda !  I  awaken 

"  Unto  happiness  and  gladness, 
"  When  I  see  thine  eyes ;  dead  only 

"  Is  my  earthly  pain  and  sadness," 

"  Geoffry !  Once  we  loved  each  other 
"  In  our  dreams  ;  now,  cut  asunder 

"  By  the  hand  of  death,  still  love  we, — 
"  Amor  'tis  that  wrought  this  wonder  I" 

"  Melisanda  !  What  are  dreams  ? 

"  What  is  death  ?  Mere  words  to  scare  one  I 
"  Truth  in  love  alone  e'er  find  we, 

"  And  I  love  thee,  ever  fair  one  !" 

"  Geoffry  !  0  how  sweet  our  meetings 
"  In  this  moonlit  chamber  nightly, 

"  Now  that  in  the  day's  bright  sunbeams 
"  I  no  more  shall  wander  lightly." 

"  Melisanda  !  Foolish  dear  one ! 

"  Thou  art  light  and  sun,  thou  knowest  ! 
"  Love  and  joys  of  May  are  budding, 

"  Spring  is  blooming,  where  thou  goest  1" — 

Thus  those  tender  spectres  wander 
Up  and  down,  and  sweet  caresses 

Interchange,  whilst  peeps  the  moonlight 
Through  the  window's  arch'd  recesses. 

But  at  length  the  rays  of  morning 

Scare  away  the  fond  illusion ; 
To  the  tapestry  retreat  they 

Gn  the  wall,  in  shy  confusion. 

THE  POET  FEEDUSI. 
1. 

MEN  of  gold,  and  men  of  silver  I 
When  a  fool  about  a  thoman 
Talks,  of  silver  he  is  speaking. 
And  ho  means  a  silver  thoman. 
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In  a  prince's  mouth,  however, 
Or  a  sliah's,  a  thoman's  always 
Golden,  for  a  shah  will  only 
Give  and  take  in  golden  thomans. 

Worthy  people  have  this  notion. 
And  Ferdusi  thought  so  also, 
The  composer  of  the  famous 
And  immortal  work  Schah  Nameh. 

This  divine  heroic  poem 
At  the  Shah's  command  composed  ho, 
"Who  for  every  verse  a  thoman 
Promised  to  bestow  upon  him. 

Seventeen  times  bloom'd  the  roses, 
Seventeen  times  did  they  wither, 
And  the  nightingales  sang  sweetly 
And  were  silent  seventeen  times, — 

And  meanwhile  the  bard  was  sitting 
At  the  loom  of  thought,  composing 
Day  and  night,  and  nimbly  weaving 
His  sweet  numbers'  giant-carpet, — 

Giant-carpet,  where  the  poet 
Interwove  vdi\\  skill  his  country's 
Clu'onicles  from  times  of  fable, 
Farsistan's  primeval  monarchs, 

Fav'rite  heroes  of  his  nation, 
Knightly  deeds,  adventures  wondrous, 
Magic  beings,  hateful  demons, 
Intertwined  with  flowers  of  fable. 

All  were  blooming,  all  were  living. 
Bright  with  colom-s,  glowing,  burning, 
With  the  heavenly  rays  illuniin'd 
From  the  sacred  light  of  Iran, 

From  the  godlike  light  primeval, 
Wliose  last  pure  and  fiery  temple. 
Spite  of  Koran  and  of  Mufti, 
In  the  poet's  heart  flam'd  brightly. 

When  at  last  the  work  was  finish'd, 
Tlinn  the  manuRoript  the  poet 
Sent  to  liis  illustrious  patron, 
E'en  two  hundred  thousand  vorsoH. 
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It  was  ill  tliG  public  bath  room, 
In  tbe  bathing  place  at  Gasna, 
That  the  Shah's  black  messengers 
Foimd  at  last  the  bard  Ferdusi. 

Each  a  bag  of  money  carried, 
Which  before  the  poet's  feet  he 
Kneeling  placed,  to  be  the  guerdon 
To  reward  his  minstrel  labours. 

Hastily  the  poet  open'd 
Both  the  bags,  his  eyes  to  gladden 
With  the  gold  so  long  kept  from  himj-^- 
When  he  saw  with  consternation 

That  the  bags  contain'd  within  them 
Silver  only,  silver  thomans, 
Some  two  hundred  thousand  of  them  ; — 
Bitterly  then  laugh'd  the  poet. 

Laughing  bitterly,  the  money 
He  divided  in  three  equal 
Portions,  and  a  third  part  gave  he 
To  the  two  black  messengers, 

Each  a  third,  to  be  his  guerdon 
For  the  message,  and  the  third  part 
Gave  he  to  the  man  who  waited 
On  his  bath,  as  drinking-money. 

Then  his  pilgrim  staif  he  straightway 
Grasp'd,  and  left  at  once  the  city, 
And  before  the  gate  the  dust  he 
From  his  very  shoes  rejected. 

2. 

"  XT  AD  he  been,  like  other  men, 
jnL    "  Heedless  of  his  words  once  spoken, 
"  And  his  promise  merely  broken, 

*'  I  had  not  been  angry  then. 

♦'  Suffer  ths  ?     I  never  will ! 
"  His  deceit  my  heart  amazes, 
"  Both  his  double-meaning  phraf5cs, 

"  And  his  silence,  falser  still. 
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"  Ho  was  noble,  fair  to  see, 

"  Proud  his  gestm'es  were,  and  stately  ; 

"  Other  men  excell'd  he  greatly, 
"  Every  inch  a  king  was  he. 

"  Firelike  did  his  glance  once  meet  me, 
"  As  tlie  sun  in  yonder  heaven 
"  He,  truth's  haughty  image  even — 

"  And  he  yet  hath  deign'd  to  cheat  me." 

3. 

SHAH  Mahomet  full  well  has  dined. 
And  his  soul  to  be  merry  is  fully  inclined. 

In  the  garden  at  twilight,  on  piirple  seat 

He  sits  by  the  fountain.     Its  splashing  sounds  sweet 

With  looks  respectful  his  servants  stand  : 
His  fav'rite  Ansari's  amongst  the  band. 

From  marble  vases  a  fiery  gush 

Of  luxm-iant  flowers  appears  to  rush. 

Like  Odalisques  with  graceful  arms 

Stand  fanning  themselves  the  slender  i)alms. 

The  cypresses  stand  with  branches  unfurld, 
As  if  dreaming  of  heaven,  forgetting  the  world. 

But  sudden  to  strains  of  the  lute  ere  long 
Is  heard  a  gentle  mysterious  song. 

TIic  Shah  sprang  up,  as  if  sorely  pcri)lcx'd  : 
"  Who  wrote  of  this  song  the  cliarmiug  text?" 

A  nsari,  from  whom  ho  sought  to  know  it, 
lieplied  :  "  'Tis  the  work  of  Ferdusi  the  poet." 

•'  Ferdusi  ! — exclaim'd  the  prince  in  dismay, — 
"  Where  is  ho  ?     How  fares  tlie  poet,  O  say !" 

"  Ansari  gave  answer  :  "  In  poverty  great 
"  He  has  lived  full  long  in  a  mournful  slate 

"  At  Thus,  the  native  town  of  the  bard, 
"  Where  ho  in  his  garden  works  full  hard.' 

Shah  Mahomet  i)aused,  and  presently  said  : 
"  Ansari,  a  thought  has  come  in  my  head. 

"  To  my  stables  make  husto,  and  with  hands  ujithrifty 
•'  Take  a  himdied  mules,  and  camels  iilty. 
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"  And  lade  tlicm  all  with  every  trcafnro 

"  That  fills  the  heart  of  a  mortal  with  pleasure, 

"  With  splendid  articles,  rich  and  rare, 
"  "With  costly  dresses  and  furniture  fair 

"  Of  sandal  wood  and  ivory  white, 
"  With  gold  and  silver  tissues  dight ; 

"  With  precious-handled  goblets  and  pots, 
"  And  leopard-skins,  all  cover'd  with  spots, 

"  With  carpets  and  shawls  and  the  richest  brocade 
"  That  in  my  kingdom  has  ever  been  made. 

"  And  don't  forget  to  pack  with  the  rest 

"  Some  glittering  arms,  and  of  housings  the  b»jst, 

"As  well  as  drinks  of  every  kind 

"  And  eatables  such  as  in  pots  we  find, 

"  And  almond  cakes  and  sweetmeats  Egyptian, 
"  And  gingerbread  of  every  description. 

"  And  also  add  a  dozen  steeds 

'•  As  swift  as  arrows,  of  Arab  breeds, 

"  And  likewise  a  dozen  slaves,  black  as  coals, 
"  With  bodies  of  steel,  and  sturdy  souls. 

"  Ansari,  when  all  these  things  thou  hast  got, 

"  Thou  must  start  on  thy  journey,  and  linger  not, 

"  Thou  must  take  them  all  with  my  kind  regard 
"  To  Thus,  to  Ferdusi,  the  mighty  bard." — 

Ansari  fulfill'd  his  lord's  behest. 

And  loaded  the  camels  and  mules  with  the  best 

And  costliest  presents,  the  value  of  which 

Was  enough  to  make  a  whole  province  quite  rich. 

In  propria  persona  he  left  at  last 

The  palace,  when  some  three  days  had  past. 

And  with  a  general's  banner  red 
In  front  of  the  caravan  he  sped. 

At  the  end  of  a  week  to  Thus  came  they  ; 
The  town  at  the  foot  of  the  mountain  lay. 

The  caravan  the  western  gate 

\\  ith  shouts  and  noises  entered  straight. 
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The  trumpets  soundecl.  the  loud  drums  beat, 
And  songs  of  triumph  rang  through  the  street. 

•'  La  nia  II  Allah  !"  with  joyous  shout 
The  camel  drivers  were  calling  out. 

But  through  the  East  gate  at  the  farther  end 
Of  Thus,  at  that  moment  chanced  to  wend 

The  funeral  train  so  full  of  gloom, 
That  the  dead  Ferdusi  bore  to  his  tomb. 

VOYAGE  BY  NIGHT. 

THE  half-moon  peer'd  from  the  darksome  clouds 
With  coyness,  while  rock'd  the  sea  ; 
And  when  in  the  bark  our  places  wc  took, 
Our  number  then  was  three. 

There  plash 'd  in  the  water  the  strokes  of  the  oar 

With  sad  monotony ; 
White  foaming  billows  came  with  a  roar, 

And  sprinkled  all  of  us  three. 

She  stood  in  the  bark,  as  pale,  as  slim. 

As  void  of  motion  too. 
As  though  she  a  marble  statue  were, 

Diana's  image  true. 

The  moon  disappear'd.     The  nightwiiul  piped 

With  chilly  blast  on  high  ; 
When  over  our  heads  there  suddenly  rose 

A  wild  and  piercing  cry. 

'Twas  the  white  and  ghostlike  seamcw's  voice, 

And  at  that  torril)lo  cry. 
Which  fearfully  rang  like  a  warning  call. 

All  three  felt  like  to  die. 

Am  I  in  a  fever?     A  vision  is  this 

Of  nightly  phantasy  ? 
Am  I  aped  by  a  dream  ?     I'm  di'caming  a  dream 

Of  wild  buffoonery. 

Buffoonery  wild  !     Methinks  in  my  dream 

That  I  a  Saviour  am  ; 
And  faithfully  bear  the  weight  of  the  Cross, 

As  gentle  as  a  lamb. 

2  c 
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Poor  beauty  beside  mc  is  sore  distress Vl. 

But  soon  I'll  set  her  free 
From  sin  and  sbame  and  sorrow  and  pain. 

And  earthly  misery. 

Poor  beauty,  0  be  not  thou  terrified, 
Though  bitter  the  medicine  be  ; 

Although  my  heart  may  break,  I  myself 
Will  mete  out  death  to  thee. 

O  folly  wild  and  terrible  dream ! 

0  madness  fearful  to  see  ! 
Tlio  night  is  yawning,  the  ocean  yells  — 

O  God,  have  mercy  on  me ! 

Have  mercy  on  me,  0  merciful  God ! 

O  merciful  God !     Schaddey  !* 
A  Something  falls  in  the  sea — Alas ! 

Schaddey  !  Schaddey  !  Adonay  !| 

The  sun  arose,  we  came  to  the  land. 
Sweet  smiled  the  spring  to  the  view ; 

And  when  at  length  we  left  the  bark, 
Our  number  then  was  two. 

THE  PRELUDE. 

THIS,  then,  is  America ! 
This  indeed  the  new  world  is ! 
Not  the  present,  which  already 
Europeanized,  is  with'ring. — 

This  indeed  the  new  world  is, 
As  by  Christopher  Columbus 
From  the  ocean  extricated ; 
In  its  billowy  freshness  gleams  it, 

With  its  watery  pearls  still  dripping. 
Which  are  scatter 'd,  colour-sprinkling, 
When  the  sunlight  fair  it  kisses. 
O  how  healthy  this  new  world  is  1 

'Tis  no  churchyard  of  romance, 
'Tis  no  ancient  Scherbenberg, 
All  made  up  of  mouldy  symbols, 
And  of  petrified  perukes. 

*  An  ancient  Hebrew  word  for  Alrm'ght\i, 
t  A  Hebrew  word  for  Lord. 
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From  tlic  licaltliy  cartli  arc  shooting 
Healthy  trees,  and  none  amongst  them 
Blase  is,  or  has  consamption 
Eating  up  its  spinal  marrow. 

On  the  branches  are  disporting 
Mighty  birds.     Of  chequer'd  colours 
Is  their  plumage.     With  their  solemn 
Lengthy  beaks,  and  eyes  encii'clcd 

With  black  marks,  like  spectacles, 
They  in  silence  gaze  upon  thee. 
Till  they  shriek  with  sudden  clamour 
And  like  washerwomen  chatter. 

Yet  I  know  not  what  they're  saying, 
Notwithstanding  that  I'm  learned 
In  birds'  tongues  as  Solomon, 
Who  a  thousand  wives  rejoiced  in. 

And  with  birds'  tongues  was  acquainted,  — 
Not  the  modern  ones  alone, 
But  all  dialects  whatever. 
Whether  dead,  or  old,  or  worn-out. 

New  the  land  is,  new  the  flowers ! 
New  the  flowers  and  new  the  fragrance ! 
Fragrance  wild,  and  never  heard  of. 
Piercing  sweetly  through  my  nostrils. 

Teasing,  prickling,  full  of  passicm — 
And  my  subtle  sense  of  smelling 
Itacks  itself  with  meditating  : 
"  Where  have  I  e'er  smelt  this  odour  '? 

"  Was't  in  Regent  Street,  perchance, 
"  In  the  sunny  arms  so  yellow 
"  Of  that  Javanese  thin  woman 
"  Who  was  always  eating  flowers? 

"  Was  it  else  at  Rotterdam, 

"  Near  the  Colunm  of  Erasmus, 

"  In  the  wafer-shop  notorious 

"  With  its  moat  mysterious  curtain  ?" 

Whilst  I  in  this  puzzled  fashion 
Tlio  now  world  was  contemplating. 
Seeming  to  instil  into  it 
Still  more  bashfulncsSj^a  monkey, 
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Wlio,  affriglited,  songlit  the  bushes, 
Cross'd  himself  at  my  appearance, 
Crying  with  alarm :  "  A  Spirit ! 
"  Yes,  a  Spirit  from  the  old  world  !"— 

"  Monkey,  be  not  thus  confounded  I 
"  I'm  no  spirit,  I'm  no  spectre  ; 
"  Life  within  my  veins  is  boiling, 
"  I'm  life's  most  true-hearted  son. 

"  Yet  by  living  many  years 
"  With  the  dead,  have  I  adopted 
"  Dead  men's  manners  very  likely, 
"  And  peculiar  ways  of  thinking. 

"  All  the  fairest  years  of  life 
"  Spent  I  in  Kyffhauser's  cavern, 
"  In  the  Venusberg,  and  other 
"  Catacombs  of  the  Romantic, 

"  Have  no  fear  of  me,  good  monkey  ! 
"  Thee  1  like,  for  on  thy  hairless 
"  Tann'd  and  shaven  hinder-quarters 
"  Thou  dost  bear  my  fav'rite  colours."— 

Darling  colours !     Black-red -golden ! 
Yes,  these  monkey-buttock-colour^j, 
Sorrowfully  they  remind  me 
Of  the  flag  of  Barbarossa. 

VITZLIPUTZLI. 
1. 

ON  his  head  he  wore  the  laurel, 
And  upon  his  boots  there  glittcr'd 
Golden  spurs, — but  notwithstanding 
He  was  neither  knight  nor  hero. 

He  was  but  a  robber  captain, 
Who  within  the  book  of  glory 
Wrote  with  his  own  wicked  hand 
His  own  wicked  name  of — Cortez. 

Underneath  Columbus'  name  he 
Wrote  his  own, — yes,  close  beneath  it. 
And  the  schoolboy  at  his  lessons 
Learns  by  heart  both  names  together. 
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After  Cliristoplier  Columbus 

He  now  names  Fernando  Cortez, 

As  the  second  greatest  man 

In  the  new  world's  proud  Pantheon. 

Heroes'  fate's  last  stroke  of  malice ' 
That  our  name  should  thus  be  coupled 
With  the  name  of  a  vile  scoundrel 
In  the  memory  of  mortals  I 

Were't  not  better  e'en  to  perish 
All  unknown,  than  draggle  with  it 
Through  eternity's  long  ages 
uch  a  name  in  comradeship  ? 

Master  Christopher  Columbus 
Was  a  hero, — and  his  temper. 
That  was  piu-e  as  e'en  the  sunlight. 
Was  as  gen'rous  in  addition. 

Many  people  much  have  given, 
But  Columbus  to  the  world 
Hath  a  world  entire  impaired, 
And  'tis  call'd  America. 

He  had  not  the  power  to  free  us 
From  our  dreary  earthly  prison, 
But  he  managed  to  enlarge  it 
And  om*  heavy  chain  to  lengthen. 

Mortals  thankfully  revere  him, 
Being,  not  of  Europe  only, 
But  of  Africa  and  Asia, 
Equally  quite  sick  and  weary. 

One  alone,  one  hero  only 
Gave  us  more  and  gave  us  bettei- 
Than  Columbus — that  one  mean  I 
Who  a  God  bestow'd  upon  us. 

His  old  father's  name  was  Amram, 
And  his  mother's  Jochcbed, 
And  himself,  his  name  was  Mdscs, 
And  he  is  my  greatest  hero. 

But,  my  Pegiisus,  thou'rt  loitering 
Far  too  long  with  this  Cobinihiis; 
Know  thou  that  our  iliglit  to-day  i« 
With  tlio  lesser  man, — with  Cortciz. 
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So  extend  thy  colonr'd  pinions, 
Winged  steed !  and  cany  me 
To  the  new  world's  beauteous  country 
That  they  Mexico  entitle. 

Carry  me  to  yonder  castle, 
Which  the  monarch  Montezuma 
Kindly  oifer'd  to  liis  Spanish 
Guests,  to  be  their  habitation. 

Not  mere  food  and  shelter  only 

In  extravagant  profusion 

Ciave  tlie  prince  tlicse  foreign  strollcra,— 

Presents  rich  and  precious  also, 

Valuable,  wrought  with  cunning. 
All  of  massive  gold,  and  jewels, 
Bear  gay  witness  to  the  monarch's 
Generosity  and  favour. 

This  uncivilised,  unlearned, 
Superstitious,  blinded  heathen 
Still  believed  in  faith  and  honour. 
And  the  sacredness  of  guest -right. 

He  accepted  a  proposal 
To  be  present  at  a  banquet 
That  the  Spaniards  in  their  castle 
Wish'd  to  give,  to  do  him  honour. 

And  with  all  his  court  attendants 
Came  the  inoffensive  monarch 
Kindly  to  the  Spanish  quarters, 
Where  by  trumpets  he  was  greeted. 

What  they  call'd  the  entertainment 
Know  I  not.     'Twas  very  likely 
"  Spanish  Truth!"  of  which  the  author's 
Name  was  Don  Fernando  Cortez. 

Cortez  gave  the  signal — straightway 
They  attack'd  the  peaceful  monarcli, 
And  they  bound  him  and  retain'd  hiia 
In  the  castle  as  a  hostage. 

But  poor  Montezuma  died  there, 
And  the  dam  was  broken  down 
Which  the  bold  adventurers 
From  the  people's  wrath  protected. 
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Terribly  begau  the  tempest ; 
Like  a  wild  uud  furious  ocean 
liaved  aud  bluster 'd  ever  nearer 
The  excited  human  billows. 

Valiantly  in  truth  the  Spaniards 
Drove  the  tempest  back.     But  daily 
Was  the  castle  fresh  blockaded, 
And  the  conflict  was  exhausting. 

When  the  King  was  dead,  the  convoya 
Of  provisions  ceased  entirely  ; 
In  projiortion  as  the  rations 
Shorter  grew,  each  face  grew  longer. 

With  long  faces  on  each  other 
Gazed  the  sons  of  Spain  with  sadness, 
And  they  sigh'd,  when  they  bethought  then; 
Of  their  cosy  Christian  dwellings 

In  their  cherisli'd  fatherland, 
Where  the  jiious  bells  were  ringing, 
And  upon  tlie  hearth  there  bubbled 
Peaceful  olla  podridas, 

Thickly  studded  with  garbanzos, 
Under  which,  with  waggish  fragrance 
Chuckling  famously,  were  hidden 
Those  dear  gaidic  sausages. 

Then  the  leader  held  n  council, 
Aiid  uj)()n  retreat  decided  ; 
On  the  following  morn  at  daybreak 
Was  the  force  to  leave  the  city. 

Easy  'twas  for  clever  Cortez 
Cunningly  to  gain  an  entrance, 
But  retreat  to  terra  firma 
Offer'd  fatal  obstacles. 

Mexico,  the  island  city. 

In  a  mighty  hike  is  founded. 

In  the  middle,  wave-surrounded  : 

E'en  a  haughty  water  fortress, 

With  the  continent  connected 
But  by  sliii)8  and  rafts  and  liriilft .-:, 
Whi(Oi  repose  on  piles  gigantic, 
Little  islands  funning  lurts. 


424  Heine's  poems. 

'Twas  before  the  sun  had  risen 
That  their  march  began  the  Spaniards 
Not  a  single  drum  was  beaten, 
Not  a  trumpeter  was  blowing. 

'Twas  their  object  not  to  waken 
From  their  quiet  sleep  their  hosts — 
(For  a  hundred  thousand  Indians 
Were  encamp'd  in  Mexico). 

Yet  without  his  host  the  Spaniard 
Reckon'd,  when  his  plans  he  settled; 
For  the  Mexicans  had  risen 
Earlier  still  to-day  than  he  had. 

On  the  rafts  and  on  the  bridges, 
On  the  forts  they  all  were  waiting. 
That  they  to  their  guests  might  offer  ^ 
Then  and  there  the  parting  cup. 

On  the  rafts  and  forts  and  bridges 
Ha !  a  frantic  banquet  foUow'd  ; 
In  red  torrents  stream'd  the  blood, 
And  the  bold  carousers  struggled, — • 

Struggled,  body  press'd  to  body, 
And  we  see  on  many  naked 
Indian  breasts  the  arabesque 
Of  the  Spanish  arms  imprinted. 

'Twas  a  throttling  and  a  choking 
And  a  butchery  that  slowly, 
Sadly  slowly,  roll'd  still  onward 
Over  rafts  and  forts  and  bridges. 

Whilst  the  Indians  sang  and  bellow 'd 
Silently  the  Spaniards  struggled. 
Step  by  step  with  toil  and  labour 
For  their  flight  a  footing  gaining. 

Fighting  thus  in  narrow  passes 
Small  to-day  the'  advantage  lying 
In  old  Europe's  strategy, 
Or  her  cannons,  armour,  horses. 

Many  Spaniards  in  addition 
With  the  gold  were  heavy  laden, 
Lately  captm-ed  or  extorted — 
Ah  I  that  yellow  load  of  sin 
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Lamed  and  hemm'd  tlicm  in  the  conflict, 
And  the  devilish  metal  proved 
Not  to  the  poor  spirit  only 
Ruinous,  but  to  the  body. 

And  meanwhile  the  lake  around  thcra 
With  canoes  and  barks  was  cover'd  ; 
Archers  in  them  sat,  all  shooting 
At  the  rafts  and  forts  and  bridges. 

True  they  hit  in  the  confusion 
Many  of  their  Indian  brethren, 
But  they  also  hit  full  many 
Excellent  and  brave  hidalgos. 

On  the  third  bridge  fell  at  last 
Poor  young  Gaston,  who  was  bearing 
On  that  day  the  flag  whereon 
Was  the  Holy  Virgin's  image. 

E'en  this  image'  self  was  struck 
By  the  missiles  of  the  Indians  ; 
Six  such  missiles  were  left  sticking 
In  its  very  heart, — bright  arrows, 

Like  those  swords  of  golden  colour 
Which  transfix  the  sorrowing  bosom 
Of  the  Mu\ev  Dolorosa 
In  Good  Friday's  sad  procession. 

Gaston,  when  he  died,  made  over 
His  j)roud  banner  to  Gousalvo, 
Who  soon  afterwards  was  stricken 
E'en  to  death,  and  died.     Then  Cortez 

Seized  himself  the  precious  banner, 
He,  the  leader,  and  he  bore  it 
On  his  steed  till  tow'rd  the  evening, 
When  the  fight  at  length  was  over. 

On  that  day  a  himdrcd  Spaniards 
Fell,  and  sixty  in  addition  ; 
Eiglity  more  alive  were  taken 
By  the  Indians'  cruel  hands. 

Many  of  them  sorely  wounded, 
Who  cro  long  their  breath  surrcndur'd 
And  a  dozen  horses,  too,  were 
I'ai-tly  kill'd  and  partly  captured. 
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Coi'tez  and  Ins  army  ouly 
Just  at  evening  gain'd  tlie  shelter 
Of  the  shore,  a  seacoast  planted 
Niggardly  \\-ith  weeping  willows. 

2. 
XY^HEN  the  battle  day  is  over, 

T  T     Comes  the  frantic  night  of  triunii^li 
So  in  Mexico  a  hundred 
Thousand  lamps  of  joy  are  flaring  ; 

Hundred  thousand  lamps  of  joy,  with 
Woodpine  torches,  pitch-ring  fires. 
Throw  a  light  as  clear  as  daylight 
Over  palaces  and  temjjles, 

And  guildhouses, — likewise  over 
Vitzliputzli's  splendid  temple, 
Idol-fortress  built  of  red  brick, 
Strangely  like  the  old  Egyptian, 

Babylonian,  and  Assyrian 
Monster  buildings  so  colossal, 
As  we  see  them  in  the  pictures 
Of  the  English  Henry  Martin.* 

Yes,  it  is  the  same  broad  staircase, 
So  exceeding  broad,  that  on  it 
Many  thpusand  Mexicans 
Up  and  down  are  walking  freely, 

"Whilst  upon  the  steps  are  lying 
Mighty  troops  of  savage  warriors, 
Banqueting  in  joyous  fashion, 
Flush'd  with  triumph  and  with  palm-winct 

This  great  staircase  leadeth  upwards 
Like  a  zigzag  to  the  platform, 
By  a  balustrade  surrounded 
At  the  summit  of  the  temple. 

There,  upon  his  altar- throne, 
Sits  the  mighty  Vitzliputzli, 
Mexico's  bloodthirsty  wargod. — 
He  is  but  an  evil  monster, 

*  Doubtless  John  Martiu  is  here  meant 
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But  SO  droll  is  liis  exterior, 
Full  of  carvings,  aud  so  childish. 
That  despite  our  iuward  horror 
It  mixst  needs  excite  our  laughter. 

His  appearance  altogether 
Brought  to  miud  a  combination 
Of  the  "  Dance  of  Death  "  at  Basle, 
And  the  Mannekin  at  Brussels. 

On  the  god's  left  side  his  priests  are 
Station'd,  on  his  riglit  the  people  ; 
Oi'uaments  of  colour'd  feathers 
Are  to-day  the  former  wearing. 

On  the  altar-stairs  of  marble 
Squats  a  man  a  hundred  years  old ; 
On  his  chin  and  skull  no  hair  is, 
And  he  wears  a  scarlet  waistcoat. 

He's  the  priest  of  sacrifires, 
And  his  bloody  knife  he's  whetting ; 
As  he  whets,  he  grins,  and  ofttimes 
Leers  upon  the  god  above  him. 

Vitzliputzli  seems  the  glances 
Of  his  servant  to  appreciate, 
And  he  twitches  every  eyelash. 
And  his  lips  at  times  he  twitches. 

On  the  altar  steps  squat  also 
The  musicians  of  the  temple. 
Kettle-drummers,  €fowhorn  blowers^ 
Loud  the  clatter,  loud  the  tooting  1 

Loud  the  clatter,  loud  the  tooting  ! 
And  the  Mexican  Te  Dcum 
llises  up  in  noisy  chorus, 
As  if  many  cats  were  mewing — 

As  if  many  cats  were  mewing, 
But  of  that  cidargod  d(!scn'j)ti<)n 
Wliich  are  "  tiger-cats"  entitled, 
And,  instead  of  mice,  eat  pcoide  1 

When  the  nightwind  carries  with  it 
These  loud  nniscs  to  tlie  S(!ashorc, 
The  poor  Spauiaids  there  cncami)ing 
Feel  sensations  fur  from  pleasant. 
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Sadly  'neath  the  weeping  willows 
Are  the  Spaniards  still  remaining, 
Gazing  tow'rd  the  distant  city 
Which  within  the  dark  sea  water 

Mirrors  back,  in  sheer  derision, 
All  the  flames  of  former  pleasm-c— 
There  they  stand,  as  in  the  pit 
Of  a  vast  gigantic  playhouse, 

Vitzliputzli  s  temi^le's  radiant 
Platform  serving  as  the  stage 
Where  they  act  a  tragic  myst'ry 
To  commemorate  their  triumph. 

"  Human  sacrifice  "  the  play  is, 
Old,  full  old,  its  plot,  its  fable  ; 
But  the  piece  is  not  so  fearful 
In  the  Christian  treatment  of  it. 

For  into  the  blood  is  red  wine. 
And  into  the  actual  body 
Is  a  thin  and  harmless  wafer 
Transubstantiated  truly, 

'Mongst  these  savages  at  present 
Was  the  joke  in  downright  earnest 
Taken  up  ;  they  fed  on  flesh, 
And  the  blood  was  human  blood. 

This  time  'twas  indeed  the  pure  blood 
Of  old  Christians,  which  had  never 
Never  mingled  with  the  baser 
Blood  of  Jews  or  of  Moriscos. 

O  be  joyful,  Vitzliputzli ! 
For  to-day  'tis  Spanish  blood, 
And  thou  mayst  refresh  thy  nostrils 
With  its  warm  scent  greedily. 

Eighty  Spaniards  will  be  slaughter'd 
On  this  day  to  do  thee  honour — 
Proud  repast  to  grace  the  table 
Of  thy  priests,  who  flesh  delight  iu. 

For  the  priest  is  but  a  mortal, 
And  poor  man,  unhappy  glutton, 
Cannot,  like  the  gods,  live  only 
On  sweet  smells  and  savouiy  odours. 
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Hark  !  tlic  rleath-dnira  now  is  bcatiug, 
And  the  evil  cowhorn  scrccclics  ! 
They  proclaim  the'  approacliing  advent 
Of  the  victims'  sad  procession. 

Eighty  Spaniards,  vilely  naked, 
With  their  hands  securely  fastcn'd 
To  their  backs,  are  harshly  driven 
Up  the  temple's  lofty  staircase. 

And  to  Vitzliputzli's  imago 
They  must  bow  the  knee  right  humbly, 
And  must  dance  the  wildest  dances, 
Forcibly  constrain'd  by  tortures, 

All  so  terrible  and  fearful, 
That  their  madden'd  screams  of  unguiyli 
Ovcrpow'r  the  whole  collective 
Cannibals'  wild  charivari. 

Poor  spectators  by  the  ocean  ! 
Cortez  and  his  warlike  comrades 
But  too  plainly  could  distinguish 
All  their  friends'  loud  cries  of  torment. 

On  the  stage,  too  clearly  lighted, 
They  could  see,  alas !  too  plainly, 
Every  figure,  every  gesture, — 
See  the  knife  and  see  the  blood. 

Then  fr(jm  off  their  heads  their  helmets 
Silently  they  took,  and  kneeling, 
Chaunted  they  the  death-psalm  sadly, 
And  they  sang  the  De  Profnndis. 

'Mongst  the  number  of  the  victims 
"Was  young  llaimond  de  Mendoza, 
Offspring  of  tlie  lovely  abbess, 
Cortez'  first  and  youthful  love. 

When  he  on  tlic  stripling's  bosom 
Saw  tlie  wcll-romember'd  locket 
Which  enclosed  his  inotlier's  jiortrait 
Bitter,  bitter  tears  wept  Cortez — 

]}ut  from  off  his  eyes  ho  wijif  d  them 
Witli  his  buffalo's  bard  gauntlet  — 
Donply  sigli'd,  and  sang  in  cliorus 
Witli  the  others  :  Miserere  ! 


430  HEINE  S   POEMS. 


NOW  the  stars  are  glimm'ring  paler, 
And  the  morniug  mists  are  rising 
From  the  ocean-flood,  like  spirits 
Dragging  their  white  shrouds  behind  theni. 
Feasts  and  lights  are  all  extinguish 'd 
In  the  temple  of  the  idol, 
Where,  upon  the  blood-soak'd  pavement, 
Priest  and  laity  lie  snoring. 

None  are  waking,  save  Eed  Jacket. 

By  the  last  lamp's  flickering  glimmer, 

Sickly  grinning,  grimly  jesting. 

Thus  the  priest  his  god  addresses  : 

"  Vitzliputzli,  Putzlivitzli ! 

"  Darling  god,  my  Vitzliputzli  ! 

"  Thou  to-day  hast  had  amusement, 

"  And  has  smelt  a  fragrant  odour  ! 

"  Spanish  blood  to-day  we  offer'd, 

' '  O  how  savourily  stcam'd  it ! 

"  And  thy  fine  and  dainty  nostrils 

"  Suck'd  the  scent  in,  full  of  rapture  I 

"  We'll  to-morrow  slay  the  horses, 

"  Neighing  noble  monsters  are  they, 

"  Offspring  of  the  tempest  spirits' 

"  Amorous  toying  with  the  seacow. 

"  If  thou'lt  gracious  be,  I'll  slaughter 

"  In  thine  honour  my  two  grandsons, 

"  Pretty  childi-en, — sweet  their  blood  is,-— 

"  My  old  age's  only  pleasure. 

"  Biit  indeed  thou  must  be  gracious, 

"  And  must  grant  us  further  triumphs, 

"  Let  us  conquer,  darling  godhead, 

"  Putzlivitzli,  Vitzliputzli ! 

"  All  our  enemies  destroy  thou, 
"  All  these  strangers  who  from  distant 
"  And  still  undiscover'd  countries 
"  Hither  came  across  the  ocean — . 

"  Wherefore  did  they  leave  their  dwellings  ? 
"  Was  it  crime  or  hunger  drove  them  ? 
"  '  Stop  at  home  and  live  in  quiet ' 
"  Is  x  sensible  old  proverb. 
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"  What  is  tlieir  desire  ?  Our  money 
"  Stick  they  in  their  greedy  pockets, 
"  And  they  wish  us  to  be  happy — 
"  So  they  tell  us, — in  the  heavens  ! 

"  We  at  first  believed  them  fully 

**  Beings  of  a  higher  order, 

"  Children  of  the  Sun,  immortal, 

"  Arm'd  with  Kghtning  and  with  thunder. 

"  But  they're  only  men,  as  mortal 
"  As  ourselves  ;  my  knife  to-night  has 
"  Proved  beyond  all  doubt  and  question 
"  Their  extreme  mortality. 

"  They  are  mortal,  and  no  fairer 
"  Than  ourselves,  and  many  of  them 
"  Are  as  ugly  as  the  monkeys, 
"  And  their  faces,  like  the  latter, 

"  Are  all  hairy,  and  'tis  whisper'd 
"  Many  of  them  carry  hidden 
"  In  their  breeches  monkeys'  tails,  for 
"  Those  not  monkeys  need  no  breeches. 

"  Morally  they're  also  iigly 

"  And  of  piety  know  notliing, 

"  And  'tis  said  that  they're  accustom'd 

"  Their  own  deities  to  swallow  ! 

"  O  destroy  this  vile  abandon'd 

"  Wicked  brood,  these  god-devourers — 

"  Vitzliputzli,  Putzlivitzli, 

"  Let  lis  conquer,  Vitzliputzli !" — 

Thus  the  priest  address'd  the  god, 
And  the  guds  reply  resounded 
Sighing,  rattling,  like  the  nightwind 
Toying  with  tlic  ocean  sedges  : 

"  Bod-coat,  rod-coat,  Idood^  slayer! 

"  Thou  hast  slaughter'd  many  thousjinda, — • 

"  Plunge  thy  sacrificial  knife  now 

"  In  thine  own  old  worn-out  body  1 

"  From  thy  body,  thus  slit  open, 
"  Will  thy  Kj)irit  niaKo  its  (sxit, 
"  Over  r(K)trt  and  <)V(;r  pebbles 
"  Tripping  to  the  grcea  frogs  j)onil. 
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"  Tlicrc  thoii'lt  find  my  aunt,  the  rat-qucet, 
"  Squatting,  and  she'll  thus  address  thee  : 
"  '  So  good  morning,  naked  spirit ! 
"  '  Pray  how  fares  it  with  my  nephew  ? 

"  '  Is  he  Yitzliputzlied  nicely 
"  '  In  the  gold -light,  sweet  as  honey  ? 
"  '  Does  good  fortune  from  his  forehead 
"  '  Brush  away  all  flies  and  sorrows  ? 

"  '  Or  does  Katzlagara  scratch  him, 
"  '  Hated  goddess  of  all  evil, 
"  '  With  her  black  paws  made  of  iron, 
"  'Which  are  steej)'d  in  adder's  poison?' 

"  Naked  spirit,  give  this  answer  : 
"  '  Vitzliputzli  sends  thee  greeting, 
"  'And  a  pestilence  he  wishes 
"  '  In  thy  belly,  thou  accurst  one  ! 

"  '  Thou  didst  urge  him  to  the  conflict, 
"  '  And  thy  counsel  was  destruction  ; 
"  '  Soon  will  be  fulfill'd  the  evil 
'•  '  Old  and  mournful  prophecy 

"  '  Of  the  kingdom's  subjugation 
"  '  By  the  men  so  fiercely  bearded, 
"  '  Who  on  wooden  birds  all  flying 
"  '  From  the  Eastern  land  come  hither. 

"  '  There's  an  ancient  proverb  also — 
"  '  Woman's  will  is  God's  will  likewise— 
"  '  And  the  God's  will  is  redoubled 
"  '  When  the  woman  is  his  mother. 

"  '  She  it  is  that  wakes  my  anger, 

"  '  She,  the  haughty  queen  of  heaven, 

"  '  She,  a  pure  and  spotless  virgin, 

"  '  Working  charms  and  versed  in  magic. 

"  '  She  protects  the  Spanish  people, 
"  '  And  we  all  at  length  must  perish, 
"  '  I,  the  poorest  of  the  godheads, 
'•  '  And  my  poor,  dear  Mexico.' — 

"  When  thou  hast  fulfill'd  thy  message, 
"  Red-coat,  let  thy  naked  spirit 
"  In  a  sandhole  creep  ;  sleep  soundly 
•'  Out  of  sight  of  all  my  misery. 
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''  This  proud  temple  will  be  sLatter  d, 

*  I  myself  shall  in  its  ruius 

'  Disaj^pear, — mere  dust  aud  rubbish,^ 
'  No  one  e'er  again  will  see  me. 

'  Yet  I  stall  not  die ;  we  godheads 
'  Grow  as  old  as  do  the  parrots, 
'  And  we  cast  om-  skins,  aud  like  them 
'  Only  change  at  times  om-  feathers. 

'  To  my  foemen's  native  country 
'  Which  they  give  the  name  of  Europe 
'  I  shall  fly  away,  beginning 
'  There  a  really  new  career, 

'  I'll  tm-n  devil,  and  the  god 

'  Then  shall  be  a  God-be-\vitli-us  ; 

'  As  my  foemen's  evil  spirit 

'  1  can  work  as  best  may  suit  me. 

'  There  my  enemies  I'll  trouble, 

'  And  alai-m  them  all  witli  phantoms ; 

'  As  a  foretaste  of  hells  torments, 

'  Brimstone  tliey  shall  smell  in  plenty. 

'  Both  their  wise  men  and  theii*  doltards 
'  I'll  allm-e  with  my  seductions ; 
'  And  tli(;ir  virtue  will  I  tickle 
'  Till  it  hiughs  like  any  strumpet. 

*  Yes,  I'll  turn  into  a  devil, 

'  And  salute  as  my  dear  comrades 
'  Satanas  aud  Belial  with  him, 
'  Astai'oth  and  Beelzebub. 

'  Thee  I'll  also  gieet,  O  Lilis, 

'  Sin's  own  mother,  Km()(»th-h;kiun'd  scrpont 

'  Teach  mo  all  thy  dreadful  secrets, 

'  And  the  charming  art  of  lying  I 

'  My  beloved  M(;xico, 
'  1  no  longf-r  can  prcHcrve  thee, 
'  But  I'll  fearfully  avenge  thco, 
'  My  beloved  Mexico  !  " 
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BOOK  IL— LAMENTATIONS. 

Good  fortune  quite  a  fickle  miss  is, 
And  in  one  place  will  never  stay  ; 

The  liair  from  off  thy  face  with  kisses 
She  strokes,  and  then  she  flies  away. 

Misfortune  to  her  heart,  however, 
To  clasp  thee  tiglitly,  ne'er  omits  ; 

She  says  she's  in  a  hurry  never, 
Sits  down  beside  thy  bed  and  knits. 


"WOOD  SOLITUDE. 

IN  former  days,  in  my  life's  yonngmorning, 
I  wore  a  garland  my  brow  adorning ; 
How  wondrously  glisten'd  tlien  every  flower ! 
The  garland  was  fill'd  with  a  magical  power. 

While  all  in  the  beautiful  garland  took  ^ilcasure, 
Its  wearer  they  hated  beyond  all  measure  ; 
I  fled  from  the  envy  of  mortals  rude, 
I  fled  to  the  wood's  green  solitude. 

To  the  wood !  to  the  wood  !     A  life  of  enjoyment 
With  spirits  and  beasts  was  my  sole  employment. 
The  fairies  and  stags,  with  their  antlers  tall, 
Without  any  fear  approach'd  me  all. 

They  all  approach'd  me  without  any  terror, 
In  this  they  knew  they  committed  no  error  ; 
That  I  was  no  huntsman,  the  doc  well  knew, 
That  I  was  no  babbler,  the  fairies  saw  too. 

None  but  fools  ever  boast  of  the  fays'  approbation, 
But  how  the  remaining  gentry  of  station 
That  lived  in  the  forest  treated  me  well, 
I've  not  the  slightest  objection  to  tell. 

How  round  me  hover'd  the  elfin  rabble, 
That  aii-y  race,  with  their  charming  gabble  I 
'Tis  dangerous  truly  their  gaze  to  meet. 
The  bliss  it  imparts  is  so  deadly,  though  sweet 
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Witli  May  dance  and  May  games  amused  tliey  me  higlily 
And  tales  of  the  coui-t  narrated  tliey  slily, 
For  instance,  the  scandalous  chronicles  e'en 
Of  lovely  Titania,  the  faery  queen. 

If  I  sat  by  the  brook,  with  leaping  and  springing 
Rose  out  of  tlie  flood,  their  tresses  wringing, 
With  long  silver  veils  and  fluttering  hair, 
The  water-bacchantes,  the  nixes  fair  ! 

They  play'd  on  the  lute  and  the  fiddle  so  sweetly, 
And  danced  the  nixes'  famed  dances  discreetly ; 
The  tunes  that  they  sang,  the  antics  they  play'd, 
Of  rollicking  boisterous  madness  seem'd  made. 

And  yet  at  times  was  much  less  alarming 
The  noise  that  they  made;  these  elfins  charming 
Before  my  feet  lay  quietly, 
Their  heads  reclining  on  my  knee. 

Some  foreign  romances  they  trill'd, — for  example 
I'll  name  the  "  tiiree  oranges  "  song  as  a  sample  ; 
A  hymn  of  praise  they  sang  also  with  grace 
On  me  and  my  noble  human  face. 

They  oft  interrupted  their  songs  with  loud  laughter, 
Many  critical  matters  inquiring  after. 
For  instance :  "  On  what  particular  plan 
"  Did  God  determine  on  fashioning  man  ? 

"  Is  each  individual's  soul  altogether 

"  Immortal  ?    These  souls,  are  they  made  all  of  leather^ 

"  Or  stifi"  linen  only  ?     How  comes  it  to  pass 

"  That  almost  every  man  is  an  ass  ?" 

The  answers  I  gave,  I'll  conceal  for  the  present, 
And  yet  my  immortal  soul  (which  is  pleasant) 
Was  not  in  the  slightest  degree  over  hurt 
By  the  prattling  talk  of  a  water-sprite  pert. 

Wliile  sportive  and  roguish  are  elfms  and  nixes, 
Kdt  so  the  truehcarted  eartli-sj)irit,s  anil  pixies, 
Which  love  to  help  man.     I  prefer  mo^it  of  all 
The  race  that  they  dwarfs  or  maunikins  call. 

They  all  wear  a  long  and  swelling  red  doublet, 
Thsir  face  is  noble,  thou;^di  can;  seiins  to  trouble  it ; 
r  let  them  not  see  that  I  had  descried 
\\  hy  they  their  feet  so  carefully  hide. 
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They  all  liavc  ducks'  feet,  but  object  mucli  to  sbow  it; 
And  fancy  that  nobody  else  can  know  it ; 
Their  sorrow's  so  deep  and  hard  to  bear. 
That  to  teaze  them  about  it  I  never  could  dare. 

Alas !  we  all,  like  those  dwarfs  full  of  feeling, 
We  all  have  something  that  needs  concealing  ; 
No  Christians,  we  fancy,  have  ever  descried 
Where  we  our  ducks'  feet  so  carefully  hide. 

Salamanders  for  me  had  never  attractions, 

I  learnt  very  little  respecting  their  actions 

From  other  wood  spirits.     They  pass'd  me  by  night 

Like  fleeting  shadows,  mysteriously  light. 

They  are  thin  as  a  spindle,  and  long  as  a  baby, 

With  breeches  and  waistcoats  tight-fitting  as  may  ba 

Of  scarlet  colours,  embroider'd  with  gold ; 

Their  faces  are  sickly  and  yellow  and  old. 

A  golden  crown,  with  rubies  all  over, 

The  head  of  each  of  their  number  doth  cover  ; 

The  whole  of  these  vain  conceited  elves 

Quite  absolute  monarchs  consider  themselves. 

That  they  are  not  burnt  in  the  fire  is  truly 

A  great  piece  of  art,  I  acknowledge  it  duly  ; 

And  yet  the  uninflammable  wight 

Is  far  from  being  a  true  fire-sprite. 

The  sharpest  woodspirits  are  mandrakes  however ; 

Short  legs  have  these  bearded  mannikins  clever ; 

They  have  old  men's  faces,  the  length  of  a  span. 

But  whence  they  proceed,  is  a  secret  to  man. 

When  head  over  heels  in  the  moonlight  they  tumble. 

They  remind  one  of  roots  in  their  nature  quite  humble ; 

But  as  my  welfare  they  always  have  sought, 

Their  origin  really  to  me  matters  nought. 

In  small  acts  of  witchcraft  they  gave  me  instructions, 

How  to  exorcise  flames,  ply  the  birds  with  seductions, 

And  also  to  pluck  on  Midsummer  night 

The  root  that  makes  one  invisible  quite.         [astraddle 

They  taught  me   the   stars   and   strange    signs— how 

To  ride  on  the  winds  without  any  saddle, 

And  Euuic  sentences,  able  to  call 

The  dead  from  out  of  their  silent  graves  all. 
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They  also  tanglit  me  the  whistle  mysterious 
That  serves  to  deceive  the  woodpecker  serious, 
And  makes  him  give  us  the  spurge,  to  show 
Where  secret  treasures  are  hidden  below. 

The  words  that  'tis  needful  for  people  to  mutter 
When  digging  for  treasure,  they  taught  me  to  utter ; 
But  all  in  vain,  for  I  ne'er  got  by  heart 
The  treasure-digger's  wonderful  art. 

For  money  in  fact  I  then  cared  not  a  tittle, 
My  wants  were  soon  satisfied,  being  but  little ; 
I  possess' d  many  castles  in  Spain's  fair  land, 
The  income  from  which  came  duly  to  hand. 

O  charming  time,  when  the  heaven's  higli  arches 
With  fiddles  were  hung,  when  elfin  marches 
And  nixes'  dances  and  cobulds'  glad  play 
My  story-dnmk  heart  enchanted  all  day  ! 

0  charming  time,  when  into  auspicious 
Triumphal  arches  the  foliage  delicious 
Appcar'd  to  be  twining !     I  wander'd  around, 

My  brow,  like  a  victor's,  with  laurel-wreath  crowu'd. 

That  charming  time  has  utterly  vanish 'd, 
And  all  those  pleasures  for  ever  arc  banish'd  ; 
And,  ah !  they  have  stolen  the  garland  so  fail- 
That  I  was  then  wont  on  my  head  to  wear. 

The  garland  is  gone  tliat  my  locks  shaded  over, 
But  liDW  it  happen'd,  I  ne'er  could  discover; 
Yet  since  that  beauteous  garland  they  stole, 
My  spirit  has  seem'd  deprived  of  its  soul. 

The  ghosts  of  the  world,  with  looks  dimly  staring. 
Gaze  on  nic,  and  heaven  seems  barren  and  glaring, 
A  chmcliyard  blue,  its  deities  gone ; 

1  roam  in  the  ft)rest,  dejiress'd  and  alone. 

From  the  forest  have  vanish'd  the  elves  with  their  gniccs 
Horns  liear  I,  and  yelping  of  dogs  in  their  places  ; 
Wliihi  hid  in  the  tliicket,  tlie  trembling  roe 
Is  licking  her  wounds  witli  tearful  woe.  Ibidiii-' 

And    wlicre   aro  the   mandrakes?     Mothinks  i'ley  aru 
In  ehfts  of  tli(>  roeks,  as  a  safi?  place  of  hiding: 
My  tlear  little  friends,  I'm  rc^twrniiig  again. 
But  reft  of  my  garland  and  joy  1  remain. 
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0  where  is  the  fairy,  witlx  hair  long  and  golden, 
First  beauty  to  whom  I  was  ever  beholden  ? 
The  oak-tree  wherein  her  lifetime  she  pass'd 
Stands  mournfully  stripp'd,  and  bared  by  the  blast. 

The  waves  of  the  streamlet  run  sad  as  the  Styx's ; 

Beside  its  lone  banks  sits  one  of  the  nixes. 

As  pale  and  as  mute  as  a  figure  of  stone, 

While  marks  of  deep  grief  o'er  each  feature  arc  thrown 

1  softly  approach'd  her  with  heartfelt  compassion, — 
She  arose  and  gazed  on  me  in  singular  fashion. 
And  then  she  fled  with  a  terrified  mien. 

As  if  she  some  fearful  spectre  had  seen. 

SPANISH  LYRICS. 

'rpWAS  on  Hubert's  day — the  year  was 
JL     Thirteen  hundred,  three  and  eighty — 
That  the  king  a  banquet  gave  us 
In  the  castle  at  Segovia. 

These  state  banquets  just  the  same  are 
Everywhere,  and  at  the  tables 
Of  all  princes  sov'reign  tedium 
Yawns  with  uncontested  vigour. 

Everywhere  the  same  silk  rabble, 
Gaily  di-ess'd,  and  proudly  nodding. 
Like  a  bed  of  gorgeous  tulips  ; 
Different  only  are  the  sauces. 

"Whispers  all  the  time  and  buzzing 
Lull  the  senses  like  the  poppy, 
Till  the  sound  of  trumpets  wakes  us 
From  our  state  of  chewing  deafness. 

Near  me,  by  good  luck,  was  sitting 
Don  Diego  Albuquerque, 
From  whose  lips  the  conversation 
Flow'd  in  one  unbroken  torrent. 

He  with  wondrous  skill  related 
Bloody  stories  of  the  palace, 
Of  the  times  of  old  Don  Pedro, 
Whom  they  call'd  the  cruel  monarch 
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Wlieii  I  ask'd  liim  why  Don  Pedro 
Caused  his  brother  Don  Fredrego 
To  be  secretly  beheaded, 
With  a  sigh  my  neighbour  answer'd  ; 

Ah,  Sefior!  the  talcs  believe  not 
Jingled  on  their  vile  gTiitars  by 
Balhulsingers  and  muledrivers 
In  posadas,  bcershops,  taverns. 

And  believe  not  what  they  chatter 
Of  the  love  of  Don  Fredrego 
And  Don  Pedro's  wife  so  beauteous. 
Donna  Blanca  of  Bourbon. 

'Twas  not  to  the  husband's  jealous 
Feelings,  but  to  his  low  envy 
That  as  victim  fell  Fredrego, 
Chief  of  Calatrava's  order. 

For  the  crime  Don  Pedro  never 
Would  forgive  him,  was  his  glory, — 
Glory  such  as  Donna  Fama 
Loves  with  trumpet-tongue  to  herald  -- 

Never  couLl  Don  Pedro  pardon 
His  magnanimous  high  spirit, 
Or  the  beauty  of  his  person, 
Wliich  was  but  his  spirit's  imago. 

Still  within  my  memory  blossoms 
That  slim  graceful  hero-flower  ; 
Ne'er  shall  I  forget  thofto  lovely 
Dream-like,  soft  and  youthful  features. 

They  were  just  of  that  description 
That  the  fairies  take  delight  in, 
And  a  fable-seeming  secret 
Spoke  from  all  those  features  plaiiJy. 

Bine  his  eyes  were,  their  enamel 
Being  dazzling  as  a  jewel, 
But  a  jewel's  staring  hardness 
Secm'd  reflected  in  them  lilcowiso. 

Black  his  hair  was  in  its  colour, 
Bluish  black,  and  strangely  glistening, 
And  in  fair  luxuriant  trcsscH 
Fulling  down  upon  his  Bhoulders. 
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In  tlie  charming  town  of  Coimbra 
Which  he  from  the  Moors  had  taken 
For  the  last  time  I  beheld  him, 
In  this  world, — unhappy  prince ! 

He  was  coming  from  Alcanzor, 
Through  the  narrow  streets  fast  riding 
Many  a  fair  young  Moorish  maiden 
Eyed  him  from  her  latticed  window. 

O'er  his  head  his  helm-plume  floated 
Gallantly,  and  yet  his  mantle's 
Rigid  Calatrava  cross 
Scared  away  all  loving  fancies. 

By  his  side,  and  gaily  wagging 
With  his  tail,  his  favourite  Allan 
Sprang, — a  beast  of  proud  descent, 
And  whose  home  was  the  Sierra. 

He,  despite  his  size  gigantic. 
Was  as  nimble  as  a  reindeer  ; 
Noble  was  his  head  to  look  at, 
Though  the  fox's  it  resembled. 

Snow-white  and  like  silk  in  softiiesB. 
Down  his  back  his  long  hair  floated, 
And  with  rubies  bright  incrustcd 
Was  his  broad  and  golden  collar. 

It  was  said  this  collar  hid  the 
Talisman  fidelity ; 
Never  did  the  faithful  creature 
Leave  the  side  of  his  dear  master. 

O  that  fierce  fidelity ! 
It  excites  my  startled  feelings. 
When  I  think  how  'twas  made  public 
Here,  before  our  frighten'd  presence. 

O  that  day  so  full  of  horror ! 
Here,  within  this  hall,  it  happen 'd, 
And  as  I  to-day  am  sitting, 
At  the  monarch's  table  sat  I. 

At  the  high  end  of  the  table, 
Where  to-day  young  Don  Henrict> 
Gaily  tipples  with  the  flower 
Of  Castilian  chivalry, 
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On  tliat  day  there  sat  Don  Pedro 
Darkly  silent,  and  beside  him, 
Proudly  radiant  as  a  goddess, 
Sat  Maria  de  Padilla. 

At  the  table's  lower  end,  where 
Here  to-day  we  see  the  lady 
With  the  linen  frill  capacious, 
Like  a  white  plate  in  appeaninco. 

Whilst  her  yellow  face  is  gilded 
With  a  smile  of  sour  complexion, 
Like  tlie  citron  that  is  lying 
On  the  plate  already  mention'd, — 

At  the  table's  lower  end  hero 
Was  a  place  remaining  empty  ; 
Some  great  guest  of  lofty  station 
Seem'cl  the  golden  seat  to  wait  for. 

Don  Fredrego  was  the  guest,  for 
Whom  the  golden  seat  was  destined ; 
Yet  he  came  not, — ah !  now  know  wo 
But  too  well  why  thus  he  tarried. 

Ah !  that  selfsame  hour  the  wicked 
Deed  of  blood  was  consummated, 
And  the  innocent  yoimg  hero 
Suddenly  attack'd  and  basely 

By  Don  Pedro's  myrmidons. 
Tightly  Vjonnd,  and  quickly  hurried 
To  a  dreary  castle  dungeou 
Lighted  only  by  some  torches. 

Executioners  stood  ready, 
And  their  bloody  chief  was  witli  them. 
Who,  upon  his  axe  while  leaning, 
Thus  with  sadden'd  look  address'd  him  : 

*'  Now,  Grand  Master  of  San  Jago, 

*'  Now  must  thou  for  dcatli  prepare  thoo  ; 

"  Just  one  quarter  of  an  liour 

"  Still  is  left  for  tliec  to  pray  in," 

Don  Fredrego  then  knelt  liumbly. 
And  ho  pniy  d  wifh  pious  ciilnnKisK, 
And  then  said  :  "  I  now  liave  finish 'd," 
And  received  tho  stroke  of  death. 
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In  the  very  selfsame  moment 
That  the  head  roll'd  on  the  pavement, 
Faithfnl  Allan,  who  had  follow' d 
All  unseen,  sprang  quickly  to  it. 

With  his  teeth  the  head  straight  seized  ho 
By  the  long  luxuriant  tresses, 
And  with  this  much  valued  booty 
Shot  away  with  speed  of  magic. 

Agonizing  shouts  resounded 
Everywhere  as  on  he  hasten'd, 
Through  the  passages  and  chambers, 
Sometimes  upstairs,  sometimes  downstaira 

Since  the  banquet  of  Belshazzar 

Never  company  at  table 

Was  so  utterly  confounded 

As  was  ours  that  fill'd  this  hall  then, 

When  the  monstrous  creature  leapt  in, 
With  the  head  of  Don  Fredrego, 
Whicli  he  with  his  teeth  was  dragging 
By  the  drij^ping  bloody  tresses. 

On  the  seat  which,  being  destined 
For  his  master,  still  was  emjity, 
Sprang  the  dog  and  like  a  plaintiff 
Held  the  head  before  our  faces. 

Ah  !  it  was  the  wcU-remember'd 
Hero's  features,  but  still  paler 
And  more  solemn  now  when  dead, 
And  ail-fearfully  encircled 

By  the  locks  in  black  luxuriance, 
Which  stood  up  as  did  the  savage 
Serpent-headdress  of  Medusa, 
Turning  into  stone  through  terror. 

Yes,  turn'd  into  stone  felt  all  then, 
Wildly  stared  we  on  each  other. 
And  each  tongue  was  mute  and  palsied 
Both  by  etiquette  and  horror. 

But  Maria  de  Padilla 
Broke  the  universal  silence ; 
Wringing  hands,  and  sobbing  loudly, 
She  forebodingly  lamented : 
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"  Now  it  will  bo  said  'twas  I  tliat 
"  Brought  about  this  cruel  murder  ; 
"  Rancour  will  assail  my  children, 
"  My  poor  innocent  young  children  !  — " 

Don  Diego  interrupted 

At  this  place  his  tale,  observing 

That  the  company  had  risen, 

And  the  court  the  hall  was  leaving. 

Kind  and  courteous  in  liis  manners, 
Then  the  knight  became  my  escort, 
And  wo  rambled  on  together 
Through  the  ancient  Gothic  castle. 

In  the  crossway  which  conducted 
To  the  kennels  of  the  monarch, 
Which  proclaimed  themselves  already 
By  far  growling  sounds  and  yelpings, 

There  I  noticed,  built  up  strongly 
In  the  wall,  and  on  the  outside 
Firmly  fasten 'd  by  strong  iron, 
Like  a  cage,  a  narrow  cell. 

And  inside  it  sat  two  human 
Figures,  two  young  boys  appearing  ; 
By  the  legs  secui'cly  fetter'd, 
On  the  dirty  straw  they  squatted. 

Scarcely  twelve  years  (dd  the  one  sccm'd, 

Scarcely  older  seem'd  tlie  other; 

Fair  and  noble  wero  their  faces, 

But  through  sickness  thin  and  sallow. 

They  were  clothed  in  rags,  lialf  naked, 
And  their  wither 'd  bodies  oftcr'd 
Plainest  signs  of  gross  ill-treatment; 
Both  witli  fever  sliook  and  trembled. 

From  the  depth  of  tlieir  deep  mis'ry 
Tlicy  upon  mo  turn'd  their  glances ; 
White  and  spirit-liko  their  oyea  wero, 
And  I  felt  all  terror-stricken. 

"  Who,  th(  n,  arc  tlicRO  wretched  obj.>ct9  .-" 
I  cxclaim'd,  witli  hasty  action 
Don  Diego's  hand  tight  grasping. 
Which  was  trembling  as  I  touch'd  it. 
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Don  Diego  scem'd  embarrassed, 
Look'd  if  any  one  was  listening. 
Deeply  sigh'd,  and  said,  assuming 
A  mere  worldling's  jaunty  accents  ; 

These  are  cliildren  of  a  monarch, 
Early  orphan'd,  and  their  father 
Was  Don  Pedro,  and  their  mother 
Was  Maria  de  Padilla. 

After  the  great  fight  at  Narvas, 
Where  Henrico  Transtamara 
Freed  his  brother,  this  Don  Pedro, 
From  his  crown's  oppressive  burden, 

And  from  that  still  greater  burden 
Which  by  men  is  Life  entitled, 
Don  Henrico's  victor-kindness 
Also  reach'd  his  brother's  children. 

Under  his  own  care  he  took  them, 
As  becomes  a  kindly  uncle, 
And  in  his  own  castle  gave  them 
Free  of  charge,  both  board  and  lodging. 

Narrow  is  indeed  the  chamber 
That  he  there  allotted  to  them  ; 
Yet  in  summer  it  is  coolish, 
And  not  over  cold  in  winter. 

For  their  food,  they  live  on  ryebread. 
As  delicious  in  its  flavour 
As  if  Ceres'  self  had  baked  it 
For  lier  dear  child  Proserpina. 

Oftentimes  he  also  sends  them 
Quite  a  bowl-full  of  garbanzos, 
And  the  youngsters  in  this  manner 
Learn  that  'tis  in  Spain  a  Sunday. 

Yet  not  always  is  it  Sunday, 
And  garbanzos  come  not  always. 
And  the  upper  huntsman  treats  them 
To  a  banquet  with  his  whip. 

For  this  worthy  upper  huntsman, 
Who  is  with  the  care  entrusted 
Of  the  pack  of  hounds,  together 
With  the  cage  that  holds  the  nopliew(% 
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Is  the  most  unliai3py  husbaud 

Of  that  acid  Citronella 

With  the  frill  so  white  and  platc-liko. 

Whom  we  saw  to-day  at  table  ; 

And  she  scolds  so  loud,  that  often 
On  the  whip  her  husband  seizes, 
Hither  hastens,  and  chastises 
First  the  dogs,  and  then  the  children. 

But  the  king  is  very  angry 
With  his  conduct,  and  commanded 
That  his  ne2)hcws  should  in  future 
Never  like  the  doers  be  treated. 


■'o^ 


He  will  not  entrust  to  any 

Mercenary  fist  the  duty 

Of  correcting  them,  but  do  it 

With  his  own  right  hand  henceforward.— 

Suddenly  stopp'd  Don  Diego, 

For  the  castle  Seneschal 

Now  apj)roacli'd  us,  and  politely 

Ask'd  :  Had  we  enjoy 'd  oui-  dinner  ? — 

THE  EX-LIVING  ONE. 

SAY,  Brutus,  where  can  thy  Cassius  be, 
The  watchman,  the  crier  nightly. 
Who  once  on  the  banks  of  the  Seine  w'th  thee 
Used  to  ramble  in  converse  sprightly  'i 

Ye  often  were  wont  to  gaze  up  on  high. 
Where  the  darksome  (;louds  were  scudding  ; 

A  far  darker  cloud  were  the  thoughts,  by-the-by, 
That  in  yoiu*  bosoms  were  budding. 

Say,  Brutus,  where  can  thy  Cassius  be  ? 

No  longer  he  thinks  of  destroying; 
By  the  Ncckar  he  dwells,  where  his  talents  is  he 

As  a  reader  to  tyrants  employing. 

But  Brutus  r('j)Hed  :  "  A  fool,  friend,  art  tliou, 

"  Shortsiglitcd  as  every  poet ; 
•'  To  a  tyrant  my  Cassius  now  reads,  I  allow, 

"  But  his  object's  to  kill  Liui,     1  know  it. 
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"  So  Matzeratli's*  poems  lie  reads  Lim  eacli  day 

''  A  dagger  is  each  Hue  in  it ; 
"  And  so  the  poor  tyrant,  I'm  sorry  to  say, 

*'  May  die  of  ennui  any  minute." 


F 


THE  EX-WATCHMAN. 

,'ROM  the  Neckar  he  departed, 

With  the  town  of  Stuttgardt  vex'd , 
And  as  play-director  started 
In  fair  Munich's  city  next. 

All  that  country's  very  pretty, 

And  they  in  perfection  here, 
In  this  fancy-stirring  city, 

Brew  the  very  best  of  beer. 

But  'tis  said  the  poor  Director 

Eambles,  like  a  Dante,  glum, 
Melancholy  as  a  spectre, 

Like  Lord  Byron,  gloomy,  dumb. 

Comedies  no  longer  heeds  he. 

Nor  the  very  worst  of  rhyme  ; 
Wretched  tragedies  oft  reads  he. 

Not  once  smiling  all  the  time. 

Oft  herself  some  fair  one  flatters 
She  will  cheer  his  sorrowing  heart ; 

But  his  coat  of  mail  soon  shatters 
Every  love-directed  dart. 

All  in  vain  his  friends  endeavour 

To  enliven  him  and  sing : 
"  In  thy  life  rejoice  thee  ever, 

"  While  thy  lamp's  still  glimmering  1" 

Is  there  nought  can  raise  thy  spirits 
In  this  fair  and  charming  town, 

Which,  among  its  many  merits. 
Boasts  such  men  of  great  renown  ? 

It  is  true,  that  it  has  lately 

Lost  full  many  a  man  of  worth 
Whom  we  miss  and  valued  greatly, 

Chorus  leaders  and  so  forth. 

*  A  recent  poet  of  no  great  reputation.     He  was  the  join 
editor  of  the  "llliiue  Annual"  with  Freiligrath  and  Siuiruck, 
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Woultl  that  Massmann  left  us  never  I 
He  would  surely  Lave  some  day 

By  liis  antics  strange  but  clever 
Driven  all  tby  cares  away. 

Sclielliug's*  loss  is  very  serious, 

And  can  never  be  replaced, 
A  ijbilosoi:»ber  mysterious, 

And  a  mimic  bigbly  graced. 

That  the  founder  of  Wallialla 

Went  away,  and  left  behind 
All  his  manuscripts, — by  Allah ! 

That  was  really  too  unkind  ! 

With  Corneliusf  also  perish'd 

All  his  pupils  whatsoe'er  ; 
They  shaved  off  their  tresses  cherish 'd, 

And  their  strength  was  in  their  hair 

For  their  prudent  Master  jjlanted 
In  their  hair  some  magic  springs, 

And  it  scem'd,  as  if  enchanted, 
To  be  full  of  living  things. 

Apropos !     The  arch-notorious 
Priest,  as  Dollingerius  known, — 

That's,  I  think,  his  name  inglorious, — 
Has  he  from  the  Isar  flown  ? 

In  Good  Friday's  sad  procession 

I  beheld  him  in  his  place  ; 
'Mongst  the  men  of  his  jjrofessiou 

He  had  far  the  gloomiest  face. 

On  IMondcho  Monachcjrum 

Nu\v-a-days  the  cap  doth  lit 
Of  virorum  obscurorum, 

Glorified  by  Hutteu's  wit.f 

*  Tlin  famous  j)liiIo.V)plK'r,  who  at  one  time  rcsldcil  in  Munich 
t   'J'lu!  ciiiiueiit  luiiiitci",   wlio  tlccoiutcd   llic   (Jlyiilollulc    iiiid 

I'inafotlick  at   MuiiicL.     lie   waa  uflcitturda   Dirictor  u(   tlio 
Berlin  Aciidt my. 

*  One  nC  IIuttfii'H  wtll-known  wtrk.i  waa  cutilli  d  "  Jljii.-^loluo 
OL'SCuroruoi  Virorum." 
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At  his  name  thy  dull  eye  flaslies ; 

Ex-nightwatchinan,  watchful  be  ! 
There  the  cowls  are,  here  the  lash  is,-* 

Strike  away  as  formerly  ! 

Scourge  them,  worthy  friend,  devoutly. 

As  at  sight  of  every  cowl 
Ulrich  did  ;  he  smote  them  stoutly, 

And  they  fearfully  did  howl. 

Old  Erasmus  coidd  not  master 
His  loud  laughter  at  the  joke  ; 

And  this  fortunate  disaster 
His  tormenting  ulcer  broke. 

Old  and  young  laugh, — all  the  city 
In  the  general  shout  concur, 

And  they  sing  the  well-known  ditty  : 
"  Gaudeamui"  igitur !" 

When  those  dirty  monks  we're  catching, 
We  are  overwhelm'd  with  fleas ; 

Ilutten  thus  was  always  scratching, 
And  was  never  at  his  ease. 

"  Alea  jacta  est!"  however 

Was  the  brave  knight's  battle  shout, 

Smiting  down,  with  deathstroke  clever, 
Both  the  priests  and  rabble  rout. 

Ex-nightwatchman,  now  be  wiser  ! 

Feel'st  thou  not  thy  bosom  glow  ? 
Wake  to  action  on  the  Isar, 

And  thy  sickly  sj)leen  o'erthrow. 

Call  thy  long  legs  transcendental 

Into  full  and  active  play  ; 
Vulgar  be  the  monks  or  gentle, 

If  they're  monks,  then  strike  away  I 

He  however  sigh'd,  and  wringing 
Both  his  hands  he  thus  replied : 

My  long  legs,  so  apt  at  springing, 
Ai'e  with  Europe  stupified. 

And  my  corns  are  twitching  sadly, 
Tight  the  German  shoes  I've  on ; 

Wlierc  the  shoe  is  pinching  })adly 
Know  I  now, — so  pray  begone  1 
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MYTHOLOGY. 

YES  !  Europa  must  knock  under,—- 
Who  could  stand  against  a  bull  V 
Danae  we'll  forgive  ;  no  wonder 
Golden  rain  made  her  a  fool ! 

Sem'le  was  a  victim  real. 

For  she  innocenth^  thought 
That  a  heavenly  cloud  ideal 

Could  not  injure  her  in  aught. 

But  poor  Leda's  talc  notorious 

Eeally  stirs  up  all  our  spleen  ; 
Vanquisli'd  by  a  swan  inglorious, 

What  a  goose  must  she  have  been ! 

IX  MATILDA'S  ALBUM. 

OX  those  mill'd  rags  — a  change  mysterious' — 
I  with  a  goose-(|uill  must  rehearse 
Partly  in  jest,  and  partly  serious, 

Some  foolish  nonsense  tui'u'd  to  verso. 

I,  who  am  wont  my  thoughts  to  utter 

Upon  thy  rosy  lips  so  fair 
With  kisses  that  like  bright  flames  splutter 

Up  from  my  bosom's  inmost  lair ! 

0  fashion's  rage  !     If  I'm  a  poet. 

E'en  by  my  wife  I'm  plagued  at  times 

Until  (and  other  minstrels  know  it) 
I  in  her  album  scrawl  some  rhymes. 

TO  THE  YOUNG. 

HEED  not  the  confusion,  resist  the  illusion 
Of  golden  iipj)lcs  tliat  lie  in  tliy  way  ! 
The  Rwords  are  clashing,  the  arrows  arc  fla.eljiiig, 
But  they  cannot  long  the  hero  delay. 

A  daring  licgiimiiig  is  lialf^vay  to  winning. 
An  Ahxandi  r  once  coMiiticr'd  the  (uirtli  ! 

llestiain  eacdi  soft  feeling  I   tli«'  (lucnis  arc  all  knc  \'.u<' 
In  tlie  tent,  to  reward  tliy  victorious  wortli. 

Surnioiinfing  each  burdf^n,  we  win  as  our  gui'idon 
Tln'  bed  (if  Darius  nf  old,  and  liis  crown  ; 

O  deadly  seducti .>ii  I     < '  blissful  d(!stnution  I 
To  die  thus  in  tiiuni[ib  in  I'mbvlnn  town! 
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THE  UNBELIEVER. 

ri^HOU  wilt  repose  within  mine  arras! 
JL     Witli  rapturous  emotion 
My  bosom  heaves  and  throbs  and  thrills 
At  this  delicious  notion. 

Thou  wilt  repose  within  mine  arms, 
Whilst  with  thy  fair  gold  tresses 

I  sport,  and  thy  dear  darling  head 
M}'  shoulder  gently  presses  ! 

Thou  wilt  repose  within  mine  arms ! 

To  truth  will  turn  my  vision, 
And  here  on  earth  shall  I  enjoy 

The  highest  bliss  elysian. 

St.  Thomas  !     Scarce  can  I  believe 
The  fact,  my  doubts  will  linger 

Until  upon  my  rapture's  wounds 
I  lay  my  eager  finger. 

WHITHER  NOW? 

^YTTHITHEK  now  ?  my  stupid  foot 
T  V  Fain  to  Germany  would  guide  me  ; 

But  my  reason  shakes  its  head 

Wisely,  seeming  thus  to  chide  mo : 

"  Ended  is  the  war  indeed, 

"  But  they  still  keep  up  courts-martial, 
"  And  to  writing  things  estcem'd 

"  Shootable,  thou'rt  far  too  partial." 

That's  quite  true,  and  being  shot 
Has  for  me  no  great  attractions ; 

I'm  no  hero,  and  unskill'd 

In  pathetic  words  and  actions. 

Fain  to  England  would  I  go, 

Yiew'd  I  not  with  such  displeasure 

Englishmen  and  coals — their  smell 
Makes  me  sick  beyond  all  measure. 

To  America  methinks 

I  would  sail  the  broad  seas  over ; 
To  that  place  of  freedom,  where 

All  alike  may  live  in  clover, 
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Did  I  uot  detest  a  land 

Where  tobacco's  'mougst  their  victuals, 
Where  they  never  use  spittoons. 

And  so  strangely  play  at  skittles. 

Russia,  that  vast  empire  fair, 

Might  be  tolerably  pleasant, 
But  T  should  not  like  the  knout 

That's  tlieir  usual  winter  present. 

Sadly  gaze  I  up  on  high, 

Where  the  countless  stars  arc  gleaming, 
But  I  nowhere  can  discern 

Where  my  own  bright  star  is  beaming. 

Perhaps  in  heaven's  gohl  labyrinth 

It  has  got  benighted  lately, 
As  I  on  this  bustling  earth 

Have  myself  been  wandering  greatly. 

AX  OLD  SONG. 

rr^IIOU  now  art  dead,  and  thou  kuowest  it  not, 
JL    The  light  of  thine  eyes  is  qucnch'd  and  forgot ; 
Thy  rosy  nunith  is  pallid  for  ever, 
And  thou  art  dead,  and  wilt  live  again  never. 

'Twas  in  a  dreary  midsummer  night, 
I  bore  thee  myself  to  the  grave  outright ; 
The  niglitingalcs  sang  their  soft  Luncntations, 
And  after  us  follow'd  tlie  briglit  constelhxtions. 

As  through  tlie  forest  the  train  moved  along. 
They  made  it  resound  witli  the;  litany's  song  ; 
The  firs,  in  their  mantles  of  mourning  veil'd  closely, 
The  prayers  for  the  dead  repeated  morosely. 

And  as  o'er  the  willowy  lake  we  flew 
The  elfins  were  dancing  full  in  oiu-  view; 
They  suddeidy  stopp'd  in  wondering  fashion, 
And  secm'd  to  regard  us  with  looks  of  coniDivssioii. 

And  when  wo  had  reach 'd  the  fpavc,  full  soon 
From  out  of  the  heavens  descended  the  moon. 
And  preach'd  a  sermon,  'midst  t(!ars  r>nd  eoi)dolin(» 
While  in  the  distance  the  bells  were  tolliiut- 
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EEADY  MONFA' 

LOVE,  before  slic  granted  favours, 
Quo  day  told  the  god  Apollo 
She  ou  guarantees  insisted, 

For  tlie  times  were  false  and  hollow. 

Laughingly  the  god  made  answer  : 
''  Yes,  the  times  are  alter'd  truly, 

"  And  thou  spcakcst  like  a  usurer 
"  Who  on  pawn  lends  money  duly. 

"  Well,  then,  I've  a  lyre,  one  only, — 
"  'Tis  of  gold,  a  good  and  rare  one  ; 

"  Prythee  say  how  many  kisses 

"  Thou  wilt  lend  upon  it,  fair  one  ?" 

THE  OLD  HOSE. 

SHE  for  whom  my  heart  once  beat 
Was  a  rosebud  fair  and  tender  ; 
Yet  it  ever  grew  more  sweet, 

Bursting  into  full-blown  splendour. 

'Twas  the  loveliest  that  could  be, 
And  to  pluck  it  I  bethought  me  ; 

But  it  stung  me  piquantly 

With  its  thorns,  and  prudence  taught  mo. 

Now,  when  wither'd,  torn,  and  mainiM, 
By  the  wind  and  tempests  shatter'd, 

"  Dearest  Henry"  I'm  proelaim'd. 

And  I'm  follow'd,  sought,  and  flattcr'd. 

Henry  here  and  Henry  there 

Callcth  she  with  ceaseless  din  now ; 

If  a  thorn  is  anywhere, 

'Tis  upon  the  fair  one's  chin  now. 

O  how  hard  the  bristles  grow 

On  the  chin's  warts  of  my  beauty ! 

Either  to  a  convent  go. 

Or  to  shave  will  be  thy  duty. 

AUTO-DA-FE. 

SEE  these  violets,  dusty  tresses. 
And  this  faded  ribbon  blue, 
Long  forgotten  cherish'd  trifles, 
And  these  half-torn  billets-doux, — 
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All,  with  angry  look  and  gesture 

In  the  blazing  fire  I  throw ; 
Sadly  crackle  up  these  relics 

Of  my  happiness  and  woe. 

Vows  of  love,  and  fond  deceiving 

Broken  oaths  all  upwards  fly 
In  the  chimney,  while  in  secret 

Cupid  laughs  maliciously. 

Dreamily  beside  the  fireplace 

Sit  I,  while  the  sparkles  bright 
Glow  in  silence  midst  the  ashes, — 

So  farewell !  good  night  I  good  night 

LAZARUS. 
1.  THE  WAY  OF  THE  WOULD. 

HE  who  has  already  much. 
Finds  his  wealth  increasing  faster  ; 
Who  but  little,  is  of  all 

Soon  bereft  by  some  disaster. 

But  if  thou  hast  nothing,  friend. 
Go  and  hang  thyself  this  minute  ; 

Only  they  who've  aught  on  earth 
Have  a  claim  for  living  in  it. 

2.  EETKOSPECT. 

I'VE  snuff d  at  every  smell  that  lias  birth 
In  this  delightful  kitchen  of  earth  ; 
Each  thing  that  the  world  contains  that's  delicious 
Have  I  cnjoy'd  like  a  hero  ambitious  ; 
I've  drunk  my  cofi'ce,  and  eaten  with  zest, 
And  many  a  charming  doll  carcss'd, 
Worn  silken  waistcoats  and  liandsome  coats, 
And  bad  my  pockets  well  lined  with  notes; 
The  high  horse,  like  Gcllert  the  poet,  I  rode, 
Had  house  and  castle  all  i"i-la-mode. 
On  fortune's  verdant  meadow  I  lay, 
While  on  mc^  the  sun  gleam'd  brightly  all  day  , 
A  wreath  of  laurel  my  brow  embraced, 
And  thi'oui^di  my  bniin  sweet  visions  raced. 
Sweet  visions  of  endless  ]\Iav  and  flowers  — 
How  happily  fleeted  then  the  hoiu-s, 
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So  dim  and  hazy,  so  full  of  repose, — 

My  mouth  was  fill'd  with  whatever  I  choBe 

And  angels  came,  and  out  of  their  pockets 

The  champagne  bottles  flew  like  rockets, — 

Bright  visions  were  these, — soap-bubbles,  alas  I 

They  burst, — and  I  lie  on  the  humid  grass ; 

My  limbs  are  now  rheumatic  and  lame, 

My  inmost  spirit  is  fill'd  with  shame. 

Alas !  each  pleasure  and  gratification 

I  bought  at  the  price  of  bitter  vexation  ; 

I'm  steep'd  in  bitterness  up  to  the  chin, 

Tlie  bugs  liave  terribly  bitten  my  skin ; 

Oi^press'd  by  care  and  gloomy  sorrow 

I  needs  must  lie,  and  I  needs  must  borrow 

From  wealthy  rascals,  and  slatterns  vile, 

I  even  believe  that  1  begg'd  for  a  while. 

And  now  I  would  finish  this  wearisome  race, 

And  find  in  the  grave  a  resting-place. 

Farewell !  In  yon  heavens,  good  Christian  brother, 

Once  more  wc  may  ho2>e  to  meet  with  each  othei-. 

3.  RESURRECTION. 

THE  trumpet's  wild  echo  fills  the  skies 
As  though  it  summon'd  to  battle ; 
From  out  of  their  graves  the  dead  arise, 
Their  limbs  they  wriggle  and  rattle. 

Eacli  thing  that  has  legs  prepares  for  the  race, 

The  spectres  white  are  all  driven 
To  Jehoshaphat,  the  gathering-place. 

Where  judgment  is  now  to  be  given. 

There  sits,  as  Head  of  the  Court,  the  Lord, 

By  all  his  apostles  surrounded  ; 
A.ssessors  are  they, — each  judgment,  each  word 

On  love  and  wisdom  is  founded. 

No  face  is  disguised  in  all  that  array 

For  every  mask  is  seen  falling 
In  the  radiant  light  of  the  judgment  day, 

At  tlic  sound  of  the  trumpet  enthralling, 
At  Jehoshaphat,  in  the  valley  at  last 

The  whole  of  the  troop  is  united, 
A.nd  since  the  defendants'  number's  so  vast, 

I've  the  summary  only  recited  : 
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The  goats  to  tho  left,  and  the  sheep  to  the  right, — • 

The  parting  is  quickly  effected ; 
For  tlie  pious  good  sheep  heaven's  mansions  of  light. 

And  hell  for  tho  goats  is  selected. 

4.  THE  DYING  ONE. 

FLYING  after  bliss  and  light, 
Thou  rcturn'st  in  piteous  plight; 
German  trutli  and  German  shirt 
Strangers  draggle  through  the  dirt. 

Pale  as  death  hast  thou  become, 
But  take  comfort,  thou'rt  at  home  ; 
Warm  as  by  the  household  hearth 
Lie  we  under  Germau  eartli. 

Many  others,  who  fell  lame, 
Home  again,  alas  !  ne'er  came, 
Tlnnigh  they  yearningly  implored,— 
O  liave  pity,  gracious  Lord ! 

5.  EASCALITy. 

I)  ICH  people  only  can  be  won 
t'    By  open,  barefaced  flattery  ; 
Money  is  flat,  my  wortliy  son, 

And  needs  must  flatly  flatter'd  be. 

The  box  of  incense  swing  with  zeal 
Before  all  worshipp'd  golden  i-alves  : 

In  dust  and  mire  with  meekness  kneel. 
And,  above  all,  ne'er  praise  by  halves. 

The  price  of  bread  this  year  is  high, 
Fine  words  we  lavisli  all  in  vain  ; 

!!M«cicnas'  dog  to  ])raise,  then,  try. 
And  earn  u  bellyful  ag  an. 


'J 


G.  KETKOSrECT. 

"^IIE  pearl  for  the  first,  and  the  case  fur  the  second, — 
-  (J  William  Wisetzki,  thy  days  were  soon  reckou'd, 
But  tho  Kitten,  tlic  Kitten  was  saved.* 


*  Tliis  pocDi  recoiintH  l\u:  uiitiiinly  fiito  of  ii  iiliiyiiiatc,   who 
\va.4  drowDL-il  wIuti  trying  to  ijuvu  ii  kitten.     See  Iliim-'s  ]Ui»e 
bilfUr,  chapter  Ti. 
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The  beam  tliat  lie  clung  to,  that  stretcli'd  o'er  the  cuiTeht 
Beueath  him  broke  clown,  and  he  sank  in  the  torrent, 
But  the  Kitten,  the  Kitten  was  saved. 

We  followed  the  cor^jse  of  this  darling  of  ours, 
They  buried  him  under  a  grave  of  May  flowers, 
But  the  Kitten,  the  Kitten  was  saved. 

O  prudent  wort  thou,  thus  early  in  striving 
To  'scape  from  life's  storms,  and  in  harbour  arriving,  — 
But  the  Kitten,  the  Kitten  was  saved. 

Happy  tliou,  that  thus  early  thy  danger  was  over ; 
Before  thou  wort  ill,  thou  thy  health  didst  recover, — 
But  the  Kitten,  the  Kitten  was  saved. 

jp'or  many  a  year  have  I  thought,  child  so  cherish'd, 
With  envy  and  grief  how  thou  early  hast  perish' d, — 
But  the  Kitten,  the  Kitten  was  saved. 

7.  IMPERFECTION. 

NOTHING  is  perfect  in  this  world  of  ours, 
The  thorn  grows  with  the  rose,  that  queen   oi 
flowers ; 
Methinks  the  angels,  who  for  our  protection 
Dwell  in  the  skies,  are  stain'd  with  imperfection. 

The  tulip  has  no  scent.     The  saying  is  : 
Honour  once  stole  a  sucking-pig,  old  quiz ; 
Had  not  Lucretia  stabb'd  herself,  she  may  be 
Would  have  in  time  brought  forth  a  thumping  baby. 

The  haughty  peacock  has  but  ugly  feet ; 

A  woman  may  be  witty  and  discreet, 

And  yet,  like  Voltaire's  Henriade,  may  weary, 

Or  be,  like  Klopstock's  famed  Messias,  dreary. 

The  best  of  cows  no  Spanish  knows.  I  ween, 
Massmann  no  Latin.     Much  too  smooth  are  e'eu 
The  marble  buttocks  of  Canova's  Venus ; 
Too  flat  is  Massmann's  nose  (but  this  between  us). 

In  pretty  songs  are  hidden  wretched  rhymes, 
As  bees'  stings  in  the  honey  lurk  at  times ; 
Of  vulnerable  heel  the  son  of  Thetis, 
And  Alexandre  Dumas  is  quite  a  Metis. 
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The  fairest  star  that  in  the  heavens  has  birth, 
When  it  has  caught  a  cold,  straight  falls  to  earth  ; 
Prime  cider  of  the  barrel  bears  the  traces, 
And  many  a  spot  the  sun's  bright  face  defaces. 

And  thou,  much  honoured  Madam,  even  thou 
Faultless  art  not,  nor  free  from  failings  now. 
"  What,  then,  is  wanting  ?"  askest  thou  and  starest,— 
A  bosom,  and  a  soul  within  it,  fairest  I 

8.  PIOUS  WARNING. 

'HEX  thou  dost  quit  this  mortal  abode. 
Immortal  spirit,  beware  tliec 
Lest  dangers  seek  to  ensnare  thee  ; 
Through  death  and  night  conducteth  the  road. 

The  soldiers  of  God  at  the  golden  door 

Of  the  city  of  light  are  collected  ; 

Here  actions  and  deeds  are  respected. 
Mere  name  and  station  avail  no  more. 

The  pilgrim  leaves  at  the  portal  behind 

His  shoes  so  heavy  and  dusty  ; 

0  enter  with  confidence  trusty, 
Soft  slippers,  sweet  music,  and  rest  thou'lt  find. 

9.  THE  COOLED-DOWX  ONE. 

WHEN  we  are  dead,  wc  long  must  lio 
Within  the  tomb  ;  distress'd  am  I, 
Yes,  sad  am  I  that  resurrection 
Delays  so  long  to  give  perfection. 

Once  more,  before  tlie  light  of  life 
Is  quench'd,  before  this  weary  strife 
Is  o'er,  fain  would  I,  ere  I  perish. 
Have  woman's  love,  to  bless  ami  clierisb. 

Some  fair  one  I  would  now  invite 
With  eyes  as  soft  as  moonbeams'  light  ; 
No  more  I  relish  tlie  advances 
Of  wild  brunettes  witli  l»iirning  glanccH. 

Young  nun,  exulting  in  their  youth, 
Prefer  tumultuous  love  in  trutli  . 
With  them  excitement's  all  the  fashion, 
And  soul  entlnalliug  mutual  passion. 
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No  longer  young,  bereft  of  power, 
As  I,  alas  !  am  at  this  hour, 
I  fain  once  more  would  love  in  q^uiot, 
And  hapjiy  bo, — without  a  riot. 

10.  SOLOMON. 

THE    drums,    trumps,    cornets    at    length    sink     to 
slumber ; 
By  Solomon's  couch,  as  he  lieth  sleeping, 
Full-girded  angels  the  watch  are  keeping, 
On  either  side  six  thousand  in  number. 

The  monarch  protect  they  from  cares  while  dreaming, 
And  as  he  frowns  in  his  slumbers  nightly. 
From  out  of  their  sheaths  straight  draw  they  lightly 

Twelve  thousand  swords,  all  fiercely  gleaming. 

But  presently  back  in  their  sheaths  are  falling 
The  angels'  swords.     The  brow  of  the  sleeper 
Grows  smooth,  his  slumber  is  softer  and  deeper, 

And  soon  liis  lips  are  gently  calling : 

"  0  Sulamith,  thou  whom  so  dearly  I  cherish  ! 

"  O'er  countries  and  kingdoms  I   rule,   great    and 
glorioiis, 

"  Of  Israel  and  Judah  the  monarch  victorious, 
"  But  if  thon'lt  not  love  me,  I  wither  and  perish." 

11.  LOST  WISHES. 

SIMILAE  in  disposition, 
Like  a  brother  link'd  to  brother, 
We  unconsciously  were  ever 

Growing  fonder  of  each  other. 
Each  one  knew  the  other's  meaning. 

Just  as  if  we  were  omniscient : 
Words,  in  f^xct,  we  found  superfluous, 
And  a  look  was  quite  sufficient. 

How  I  long'd  to  have  thee  near  me, 

Revelling  in  peace  and  i)lenty, 
As  my  staunch  and  valiant  ccnnrado 

In  a  dolce  far  niente  ! 

Always  to  remain  beside  thee 
Was  the  aim  of  each  endeavour ; 

Everything  that  gave  thee  j^leasure, 
To  accomplish  sought  I  ever. 
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I  enjoy'd  what  tliou  didst  relisli, 
Neither  would  I  touch  the  dishes 

Thou  didst  hate,  and  even  smoking 
I  commenced,  to  meet  thy  wishes. 

Many  a  funny  Polish  story 

That  thy  merriment  excited, 
In  a  strange  and  Jewish  accent 

To  repeat  I  then  delighted. 

Yes,  then  loug'd  I  to  approach  thoe, 

Leave  my  foreign  habitation, 
And  beside  thy  fortune's  fireplace 

Take  for  evermore  my  station. 

Golden  wishes!  mere  soap  bubbles!^ 
Like  my  life  they  all  have  vanish'd  ; 

On  the  ground  I  now  am  lying, 

Crush'd  for  ever,  hopeless,  banish'd. 

Fare  yc  well,  ye  golden  wishes 

Where  my  darling  hopes  once  centred  i 

Ah !  the  blow  was  far  too  deadly 
That  my  inmost  heart  has  cnter'd. 

12.  THE  ANNIVERSARY. 

"VrOT  one  mass  will  e'er  be  chanted, 
lA      Not  one  Hcibrew  prayer  be  nuittcr'iL 
When  the  day  1  died  rcturneth,-— 
Nothing  will  be  sung  or  utter'd. 

Yet  upon  that  day,  it  may  be, 

If  the  weather  has  not  chill'd  her, 

On  a  visit  to  Montiuurtre 

With  rauliue  will  go  Matilda. 

With  a  wreath  of  iuiniortcUes  she'll 
Deck  my  grave  in  foreign  fashion, 

Sighing  say  •' pauvrc  hommc  !"  and  smlly 
Drop  a  tear  of  fond  compassion. 

I  shall  then  too  high  bo  dwelling, 
And,  alas  !  no  chair  hiivn  ready 

For  my  darling's  uhu  to  ofl'cr. 

As  she  walks  with  feet  unsteady. 
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Sweet,  stout  little  one,  return  not 
Home  on  foot,  I  must  implore  thee  ; 

At  the  barrier  gate  is  standing 
A  fiacre  all  ready  for  thee. 

13.  BIEETING  AGAIN. 

ONE  summer  eve,  in  the  woodbine  bower 
We  sat  once  more  at  the  window  lonely ; 
The  moon  arose  with  life-giving  power, 

But  we  appear'd  two  sj)ectres  only. 
Twelve  years  had  pass'd  since  the  last  occasion 

When  we  on  this  si)ot  had  sat  together  ; 
Each  tender  glow,  each  loving  persuasion 

Had  meanwhile  been  quench'd  in  life's  rough  weather 
I  silently  sat.     The  woman,  however, 

Just  like  her  sex,  amongst  love's  ashes 
Must  needs  be  raking,  but  vain  her  endeavour 

To  kindle  again  its  long-quench'd  flashes. 
And  she  recounted  how  she  had  contended 

With  evil  thoughts,  the  story  disclosing 
How  hardly  she  once  her  virtue  defended, — 

I  stupidly  listened  to  all  her  prosing. 

When  homeward  I  rode,  the  trees  beside  me 
Like  spirits  beneath  the  moon's  rays  flitted  ; 

Bad  voices  call'd,  but  onward  I  hied  me, 

Yes,  I  and  the  dead,  who  my  side  ne'er  quitted. 

14.  MRS.  CAEE. 

WHEN  fortune  on  mo  shed  her  ray. 
The  gnats  around  me  danced  all  day, 
Plenty  of  friends  then  cherish'd  me, 
And  all,  in  fashion  brotherly. 
My  viands  with  me  tasted. 
And  my  last  penny  wasted. 

Fortune  has  fled,  and  void  is  my  purse, 
My  friends  have  left  for  better  for  worse, 
Extinguish'd  is  each  sunny  ray, 
Aroruid  me  the  gnats  no  longer  play ; 

My  friends  and  the  gnats  together 

Have  gone  with  the  sunny  weather. 
Beside  my  bed  in  the  winter  night 
Old  Care  as  my  nurse  sits  bolt  upright ; 
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She  wears  a  habit  that's  white  enough, 
A  bonnet  black,  and  takes  her  snuff. 

The  box  is  harslily  creaking. 

As  the  woman  a  pinch  is  seeking. 

I  often  dream  that  the  happy  time 
Of  bliss  has  return'd,  and  Slay's  young  jirimo, 
And  friendship,  and  all  the  gnats  as  well, — 
When  creaks  the  snuffbox, — and,  sad  to  tell, 
The  bubble  is  straightway  breaking, 
While  the  nurse  her  snuli"  is  taking. 


T' 


15.  TO  THE  ANGELS. 
'HIS  is  dread  Thanatos  indeed ! 
He  comes  upon  his  pale-white  steed 
I  hear  its  tread,  I  hear  its  trot, 
The  dusky  horseman  spares  me  not ; 
He  tears  me  from  Matilda's  fond  embraces, — 
This  thought  of  woe  all  other  thoughts  eft'aces. 

She  was  at  once  my  child,  my  wife. 

And  when  I  quit  this  mortal  life 

An  orphan'd  widow  will  she  be  ! 

I  leave  alone  on  earth's  wide  sea 
The  wife,  the  child,  who,  trusting  to  my  guiding 
Slept  on  my  bosom,  careless  and  confiding. 

Ye  angels  in  yon  heavens  so  fair 

Receive  my  sobs,  receive  my  prayer! 

When  I  aiii  buried,  from  above 

Protect  the  woman  that  I  love ! 
Be  shield  and  guanlian  to  your  own  reflection, 
Grant  my  jioor  child  Matilda  your  j)rotcction  ! 

By  all  the  tears  e'er  shed  by  you 
Over  men's  woes  in  pity  true, — 
By  that  dread  word  that  priests  iilono 
Know,  and  ne'er  breatlie  witliout  a  groa'i. 
By  all  your  beauty,  gentleness,  perfection, 
Yo  angels,  grant  Matilda  your  i)rotectiou  ! 

ir;.  IX  OCTOr-EU  ISIO. 
r  j^^HE  wcatlier  now  is  calm  and  iiiiM, 
JL      And  hush'd  once  more  th(>  tempest's  voice  is, 
And  Germany,  that  o'ergrown  child. 

Once  more  in  its  )ld  ChristmRs  trees  rcjoica.s. 
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Domestic  joys  \vc  now  pursue, 

All  tilings  beyond  arc  false  and  hollow, 

And  to  the  house's  gable  too, 
Where    once   he    built    his  nest,    comes   ccmcord'a 
swallow. 

Forest  and  stream  rest  peacefully, 

AVith  the  soft  moonlight  o'er  them  playing ; 

But,  hark,  a  crack  !     A  shot  may't  be  '? 

It  is  perchance  some  friend  whom  they  are  slaying. 

Perchance  with  weapons  in  his  hand. 

Some  madcap  they  have  overtaken; 
(All  do  not  flight  well  understand 

Like  Horace,  who  so  nimbly  saved  his  bacon). 

Crack,  Crack !     A  fete,  may  I  presume, 

Or  fireworks  in  our  Goethe's  honour? 
Or  Sontag  rising  from  the  tomb 

Greeted, by  rockets  showering  down  upon  her? 

And  Francis  Liszt  appears  again  I 

He  lives,  he  lies  not  dead  and  gory 
On  some  Hungarian  battle-plain, 

Eussian  and  Croat  have  not  quench'd  his  gloiy. 

Freedom's  last  bulwark  was  o'erthrown, 

And  Hungary  to  death  is  bleeding — 
Francis,  our  Kniglit,  escaped  alone, 

His  sword  a  quiet  life  at  home  is  leading. 

Francis  still  lives  ;  when  old  and  gray 

Of  the  Hungarian  war  devoutly 
He'll  tell  his  grandsons  :  "  Thus  I  lay, 

"  And  thus  my  trusty  blade  I  wielded  stoutly  !' 

Hearing  the  name  of  Hungary, 

My  German  waistcoat  grows  too  narrow ; 

Beneath  it  foams  a  raging  sea, 

The  trumpet's   clang   seems   thrilling   through  my 
marrow. 

Once  more  across  my  memory  throng 

The  hero-legend's  strains  enthralling, 
Tlie  wild  and  iron  martial  song, 

The  Nibelunge's  overthrow  appalling. 
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'Tis  still  the  saiuo  lieroic  lot, 

'Tis  still  the  same  old  noble  stories : 
The  names  are  changed,  the  natures  not, — 

'Tis  still  the  same  praiseworthy  hero-glcries. 

And  the  same  issue  'tis  once  more ; 

However  proudly  flaunts  the  banner, 
The  hero,  as  in  days  of  yore, 

Yields  to  bi'ute  strength,  but  in  a  glorious  manner 

This  time  the  oxen  and  the  bear 

In  firm  alliance  are  united  : 
Thou  fall'st ;  but,  Magyar,  ne'er  despair, 

Still  more  have  all  our  German  hopes  been  bli<,ditc'd 

While  very  decent  beasts  are  they 

Who  have  in  fight  become  thy  masters. 

We  have,  alas !  become  the  prey 

Of  wolves,  swine,  dogs, — so  great  are  our  disasters. 

They  howl,  grunt,  bark, — the  victor's  smell 

Ih  such,  I  fain  would  do  without  it ; — 
But,  Poet,  Imsh ! — it  were  as  well. 

Seeing  thou'rt  ill,  to  say  no  more  about  it. 

17.  EVIL  DREAIMS. 

IN  vision  once  more  young  and  happy,  paced  I 
Near  the  old  country  house  that  used  to  stand 
Hard  by  the  mountain ;  down  the  pathway  laced  I, 
Yes,  raced  with  dear  Ottilia,  hand  in  hand. 

How  graceful  was  her  figure  !  She  enchanted 
With  the  sweet  magic  of  her  sea-green  eyes ; 

On  her  small  feet  how  firjidy  was  she  planted, 
A  form  where  elegance  with  vigour  vies  ! 

Her  voice's  tone,  how  true  and  how  confiding  1 
Her  spirit's  inmost  dejjth  one  seems  to  see  : 

Wisdom  her  every  word  is  ever  guiding. 
Her  month's  as  like  a  rosebud  as  can  be. 

It  is  not  pangs  of  love  that  now  steal  o'er  me, 
I  wiUKlcr  not,  my  reason's  in  connnand  ; 

Yet  strangely  am  1  solt(;n"d,  as  l)elore  mo 

She  stands  ,  with  trembling  warmth  I  kiss  her  liund 
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When  I  a  lily  from  the  stem  had  broken. 

I  gave  it  her,  and  then  these  words  address'^  { 
"  Ottilia,  be  my  wife  by  this  dear  token, 

"  That  I  may  be  as  good  as  thee,  and  blest." 

The  answer  that  she  gave,  it  reach'd  me  never, 
For  presently  I  woke, — and  now  lie  here 

In  my  sick  chamber,  weak  and  ill  as  ever — 
As  I  have  hopeless  lain  for  many  a  year. 

18.  IT  GOES  OUT. 

THE  curtain  falls,  as  ends  the  play, 
And  all  the  audience  go  away  ; 
And  did  the  piece  give  satisfaction  ? 
Methinks  they  found  it  of  attraction. 
A  much-respected  public  then 

Its  poet  thankfully  commended  ; 
But  now  the  hoiise  is  hush'd  again, 
And  lights  and  merriment  are  ended. 

But  hark  to  that  dull  heavy  clang 

Hard  by  the  empty  stage's  middle ! 
It  was  perchance  the  bursting  twang 

Of  the  worn  string  of  some  old  tiddle. 
With  rustling  noise  across  the  pit 
Some  nasty  rats  like  shadows  flit. 

And  rancid  oil  all  places  smell  of, 
And  the  last  lamp,  with  groans  and  sighs 
Despairing,  then  goes  out  and  dies. — 

My  soul  was  this  poor  light  I  tell  of. 

19.  THE  WILL. 

"IVJOW  that  life  is  nearly  spent, 
J^  1     Here's  my  will  and  testament, 
Giving  every  foe  a  present. 

As  a  Christian  finds  it  pleasant  : 

Let  these  gentry  full  of  merit 

Have  my  sickness  as  their  guerdon, 
All  that  makes  my  life  a  burden,- — 

All  my  wretched  pangs  inherit. 

I  bequeath  you  all  the  colic 
Which  my  belly  tweaks  in  frolic,— 
Strangury  and  these  perfidious 
Prussian  piles  so  sharp  a,nd  hidooi:!3« 
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Unto  yon  my  cramps  be  given, 
Pains  in  joints,  and  salivation, 
Pains  in  back,  and  inflammation,^ 

Every  one  the  gift  of  heaven. 

Let  this  codicil  then  follow j — 

Lord!  that  wretched  herd  demolish, 
And  their  very  name  abolish. 

As  they  in  their  vileness  wallow 

20.  ENFANT  PEllDU. 

I^OELORN  posts  leading,  thirty  long  years  fougbt  1 
Stoutly  and  well  on  freedom's  battle  plain  ; 
Hopeless  of  triumph,  never  hoiicd  or  thought  I 
Safe  and  uninjured  home  to  sec  again. 

I  watch'd  both  day  and  niglit,  slept  not  a  tittle. 

As  when  I  camp'd  amongst  my  friends  of  yore  ; 
(And  if  I  felt  inclined  to  doze  a  little, 

soon  was  waken'd  by  my  neighbour's  snore.) 

In  those  long  nights  ennui  would  oft  assail  me. 
And  fear  as  well, — ('tis  fools  who  never  fear  ;) 

To  scare  tlicm,  I  delighted  to  regale  me 

With  whistling  songs  all  full  of  gibe  and  jeer. 

Yes,  Avatchfully  I  stood,  my  weajion  grasping, — 

If  a  suspicious  looking  fool  drew  nigh, 
I  took  a  careful  aim,  and  laid  him  gasjiing 

With  a  liot  bullet  in  his  jiaunch  or  thigh. 

But  by-and-by,  if  I  may  so  express  it, 

This  clumsy  foid,  whom  I  so  nuich  deride. 

Proves  the  l)e8t  sliot ;   and  now,  I  must  confess  it. 
My  bbiod  pours  fortli,  my  wounds  arc  ga]»iiig  wida 

A  post  is  vacant  I  All  my  wounds  are  gaping — 
One  falls,  the  others  follow  in  his  wake; 

Unvaufpiish'd  fall  I, — from  my  hands  escaping 
My  arms  break  not,  my  heart  alone  doth  break. 


2  H 


16(>  Heine's  voems. 


BOOK  III.— HEBREW  MELODIES 

0  i-ET  the  days  of  thy  life  pass  not 

Witiiout  tasting  life's  blisses ; 
And  if  thou'rt  sbelter'd  from  the  shot. 

Let  it  fly,  for  it  misses. 

If  fortune  should  ever  be  passing  thy  way, 

To  grasp  her,  forth  sally ; 
Don't  build  on  the  summit  thy  cottage,  I  pray, 

But  down  in  the  valley. 


PRINCESS  SABBATH. 

IN  Arabia's  books  of  stories 
Eead  we  of  enchanted  princes, 
Who  from  time  to  time  recover'd 
Their  onco  handsome  pristine  features ; 

Or  the  whilome  hairy  monster 
To  a  king's  son  is  converted, 
Dress'd  in  gay  and  glittering  garments, 
And  the  flute  divinely  playing. 

Yet  the  magic  time  expires, 
And  once  more  and  of  a  sudden 
We  behold  his  royal  highness 
Changed  into  a  shaggy  monster. 

Of  a  prince  of  such-like  fortune 
Sings  my  song.     His  name  is  Israel, 
And  a  witch's  art  has  changed  him 
To  the  figure  of  a  dog. 

As  a  dog,  with  doggish  notions. 
All  the  week  his  time  he  muddles 
Through  life's  filthiness  and  sweeping?, 
To  the  scavengers'  derision. 

But  ujion  each  Friday  evening, 
Just  at  twilight,  the  enchantment 
Ceases  suddenly, — the  dog 
Once  more  is  a  human  being. 
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A.S  a  man,  with  human  feelings. 

With  his  head  and  breast  raised  proudiv 

Dress'd  in  festival  attire, 

His  paternal  halls  he  enters. 

"  Hail,  all  hail,  ye  halls  beloved 

"  Of  my  gracious  regal  father! 

"  Tents  of  Jacob,  your  all-holy 

"  Entrance  posts  my  mouth  thus  kisses!" 

Through  the  house  mysteriously 

Goes  a  whispering  and  buzzing. 

And  the  unseen  master  of  it 

Shudd'ring  breathes  amid  the  silence, 

Silence,  save  the  seneschal 
( Vulgo  Synagogue-Attendant ) 

Here  and  there  with  vigour  sprin<Tinf», 
As  the  lamps  he  secies  to  kindle.  ° 
Golden  lights  so  comfort-givin". 
How  they  glitter,  liow  they  glimmer  ! 
Proudly  also  flare  the  tapers 
On  the  rails  of  the  Almenior. 
At  the  shrine  wherein  the  Thora 
Is  preserved,  and  whicli  is  cover'd 
Witli  the  c(j.stly  silken  cov'ring 
That  with  precious  jewels  sparkles, — 
There  beside  his  post,  already 
Stands  prepared  the  i)arish  minstrol, 
Dajidy  little  niiui,  wlio  sliotiklers 
His  black  cloak  coquettishly. 
His  white  hand  to  show  the  better, 
At  his  neck  lie  works,  his  fin<fer 
Pressing  strangely  to  his  temple. 
And  his  thumb  against  his  throat. 
To  liiniself  then  softly  trills  he, 
Till  at  length  his  voice  he  raises 
Joyfully,  and  loudly  sings  he: 
"  Lccho  Daudi  Likras  Kalle! 
'•'  Lecho  Daudi  Likras  Kalle — 
"  Loved  one,  come!  the  bride  alrea«iy 
*■  Waitcth  for  thee,  to  uncover 

To  thy  face  h(U-  blushing  featui-esl" 
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Tliis  most  charming  marriage  ditty 
Was  composed  by  the  illustrious 
Far  aud  wide  known  Minnesinger 
Don  Jehuda  ben  Halevy. 
In  tlic  song  was  celebrated 
The  espousals  of  Prince  Israel 
"With  the  lovely  Princess  Sabbath, 
Whom  they  call  the  silent  princess. 
Pearl  and  flower  of  perfect  beauty 
Is  the  Princess.     Fairer  never 
Was  the  famous  queen  of  Sheba, 
Solomon's  old  bosom-friend, 
Ethiopian  vain  blue-stocking, 
Who  with  her  esprit  would  dazzle, 
And  with  all  her  clever  riddles 
Was,  I  fear,  extremely  tedious. 
But  our  Princess  Sabbath,  wLo  wa£ 
Peace  itself  personified, 
Held  in  utter  detestation 
All  debates  and  wit- encounters. 
Equally  abhorr'd  she  noisy 
And  declamatory  passion, — 
All  that  pathos  which  with  flowing 
And  dishevell'd  hair  storms  wildly. 
Modestly  the  silent  princess 
In  her  hood  conceals  her  tresses  ; 
Soft  as  the  gazelle's  her  looks  are, 
Slender  as  an  Addas  blooms  she. 
She  allows  her  lover  all  things 
Save  this  one, — tobacco-smoking  : 
"  Loved  one  !  smoking  is  forbidden, 
"  For  to-day  the  Sabbath  is, 
"  But  at  noon,  in  compensation, 
"  Thou  a  steaming  dish  shalt  taste  of, 
"  Which  is  perfectly  delicious — 
"  Thou  shall  cat  to-day  some  Schalet !' 
*'  Schalet,  beauteous  spark  immortal, 
"  Daughter  of  Elysium  1"* 
""'MIS  would  Schiller's  song  have  sung  it, 
Had  he  ever  tasted  Schalet. 
parody  on  the  beginning  of  Sebillcr's  "  Hymn  to  Joy 
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Schalet  is  tlio  food  of  heaven, 
Which  the  Lord  Himself  taught  Moses 
How  to  cook,  when  on  that  visit 
To  the  summit  of  Mount  Sinai, 

Where  the  Lord  Almighty  also 

Every  good  religious  doctrine 

And  the  holy  ten  commandments 

Publish'd  in  a  storm  of  lightning 

Schalet  is  the  pure  ambrosia 

That  the  food  of  heaven  composes — 

Is  the  bread  of  Paradise  ; 

And  compared  with  food  so  glorious, 

Tho  ambrosia  of  the  spurious 

Heathen  gods  whom  Greece  once  Avor  Ml^l  i 

And  were  naught  but  muffled  devils, 

Was  but  wi-etchcd  devil's  dung. 

When  the  prince  this  food  hath  tasted, 
Gleams  his  eye  as  if  transfigured, 
And  his  waistcoat  he  unbuttons. 
And  he  speaks  with  smiles  of  rapture  : 
*'  Hear  I  not  the  Jordan  murmuring? 
"  Is  it  not  the  gushing  fountains 
"  In  the  palmy  vale  of  Bcth-El, 
"  Where  the  camels  have  their  station  ? 

"  Hear  I  not  the  sheep-bells  riugin"  ? 
"  Is  it  not  the  well-fed  wethers 
"  Whom  tlic  herdsman  drives  at  cvcuiii" 
"  Down  from  Gilead's  lofty  mountain  ?"^ 

Yet  the  beauteous  day  fades  quickly  ; 
As  with  long  and  sliiidowy  legs 
Hastens  on  the  fell  enchantment's 
Evil  hour,  the  prince  siglis  sadly. 

Feeling  as  though  with  his  bosom 
Icy  witclies'  fingers  grappled  ; 
He's  per  vailed  ]>y  the  fear  of 
Canine  mctamorpliosis. 

To  tho  prince  then  hands  the  princost 
Her  own  goMen  box  of  spikenard  ; 
Long  lie  smells,  once  more  desiiing 
To  fiu'l  comfort  in  swoct  odoujs. 
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Next  tlic  parting  drink  the  princeso 
Gives  the  jirinco — He  hastily 
Drinks,  and  in  the  goblet  only 
Some  few  drops  are  left  untasted. 

With  them  sprinkles  he  the  table, 
Then  he  takes  a  little  waxlight, 
And  he  dips  it  in  the  moisture 
Till  it  crackles  and  goes  out. 

JEHUDA  BEN  HALEVY 
A  Fragment. 
1. 
"  TF,  Jerusalem,  I  ever 

X.  "  Should  forget  thee,  let  my  tongue 
*  To  my  mouth's  roof  cleave,  let  also 
"  My  right  hand  forget  her  cunning — ' 

Words  and  melody  are  whirling 
In  my  head  to-day  unceasing, 
And  methinks  I  hear  sweet  voices 
Singing  psalms,  sweet  human  voices. 

Often  to  the  light  come  also 
Beards  of  shadowy-long  proportions  ; 
Say,  ye  phantoms,  which  amongst  you 
Is  Jehuda  ben  Halevy  ? 

But  they  quickly  hustle  by  me  ; 
Spirits  ever  shun  with  terror 
Exhortations  of  the  living— 
But  I  recognized  him  well. 

Well  I  knew  him  by  his  pallid, 
Haughty,  high,  and  thoughtful  foreliead 
By  his  eyes  so  sweetly  staring, 
Viewing  me  with  piercing  sorrow. 

But  I  recognized  him  mostly 

By  the  enigmatic  smile  which 

O'er  his  fair  rhymed  lips  was  playing. 

Such  as  none  but  poets  boast  of. 

Years  come  on  and  years  pass  swiftly 
Since  Jehuda  ben  Halevy 
Had  his  birth,  have  seven  hundred 
Years  and  fifty  fleeted  o'er  ua. 
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At  Toledo  in  Castile  he 
For  the  fii-st  time  saw  the  light, 
And  the  golden  Tagus  lull'd  him 
In  his  cradle  with  its  music. 

His  strict  father  the  unfolding 
Of  his  intellect  full  early- 
Cared  for,  and  began  his  lessons 
With  the  book  of  God,  the  Thora. 
With  his  son  he  read  this  volume 
In  the'  original,  whose  beauteous 
Picturesque  and  hieroglyjihic 
Old  Chaldean  quarto  pages 

Spring  from  out  the  childish  ages 
Of  our  world,  and  for  that  reason 
Smile  so  trustingly  and  sweetly 
On  each  childlike  disposition. 

And  this  genuine  ancient  text 
By  the  boy  was  likewise  chanted 
In  the  ancient  and  cstablisli'd 
Sing-song  fashion,  known  as  Tropp. 

And  melodiously  he  gurgled 
Those  fat  oily  gutturals ; 
Like  a  very  bird  he  warbled 
That  fine  quaver,  the  Schalscheleth. 

And  the  Targum  Oukelos, 
Which  is  written  in  the  idiom, 
The  low-Hebrew  sounding  idiom 
That  we  call  the  Aramajan, 

And  that  to  the  prophet's  huiguagc 
Has  about  the  same  relation 
As  tlie  Swabian  to  tlic  (Jcrinan, — 
In  this  bastard  Hebrew  likewise 

Was  tlie  youth  betimes  instructed 
And  the  kiiowh^dgc  thus  acquired 
Proved  extremely  useful  to  him 
In  the  study  of  tlie  Talmud. 

Yes,  full  early  did  liis  father 
Ijoad  him  onward  to  the  Talmuc 
And  h(!  tlieu  niitoldcd  to  him 
Tbo  Halacliu,  that  illustrioua 
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Fighting  school,  where  the  cxperteet 
Dialectic  athletes  both  of 
Babylon  and  Pumi3cclitha 
Carry  on  their  mental  combats. 

Here  the  boy  could  gain  instruction 
In  the  arts,  too,  of  polemics ; 
Later,  in  the  book  Cosari 
Was  his  mastership  cstablish'd. 

Yet  the  heavens  pour  do-\^Ti  upon  up 
Lights  of  two  distinct  descriptions  : 
Glaring  daylight  of  the  sun, 
And  the  moonlight's  softer  lustre. 

Thus  two  different  lights  the  Talmud 
Also  sheds,  and  is  divided 
In  Halacha  and  Hagada. — 
Now  the  first's  a  fighting  school, 

But  the  latter,  the  Hagada, 
I  should  rather  call  a  garden, 
Yes,  a  garden,  most  fantastic, 
Comparable  to  that  other. 

Which  in  days  of  yore  was  jjlanted 
In  the  town  of  Babylon, — 
Great  Semiramis's  garden. 
That  eighth  wonder  of  the  world. 

'Tis  said  queen  Semiramis, 
Who  had,  when  a  child,  been  brought  up 
By  the  birds,  and  had  contracted 
Many  a  bird's  peculiar  custom. 

On  the  mere  flat  ground  would  never 
Promenade,  as  human  creatures 
Mostly  do,  and  so  she  planted 
In  the  air  a  hanging  garden. 

High  upon  colossal  pillars 
Palms  and  cypresses  were  standing. 
Golden  oranges,  fair  flow'r-beds, 
Marble  statues,  gushing  fountains, — 

Firmly,  skilfully  united 
By  unnumber'd  hanging  bridges 
Wliich  appear 'd  like  climbing  plants, 
And  whereon  the  birds  were  rocking,-— 
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Solemn  birds,  large,  inany-coloiu-'d, 
All  deep  tliinkers,  never  singing, 
"While  around  tlicm  finches  flutter 'd, 
Keeping  np  a  merry  tnitter, — 

All  things  hero  Avere  blest,  and  teeming 
With  a  pure  balsamic  fragrance, 
Which  was  free  from  all  offensivo 
Earthly  smells  and  hateful  odours. 

The  Hagada  is  a  garden 
That  this  airy  whim  resembles, 
And  the  youthful  Talmud  scholar, 
When  his  heart  was  overpower'd 

And  was  deafon'd  by  the  squabbles 
Of  the'  Halacha,  by  disjmtes 
All  about  the  fatal  es<:i 
Laid  one  feast  day  by  a  pullet, — • 

Or  about  some  other  question 
Of  the  same  importance,  straightway 
Fled  the  boy  to  find  refreshment 
In  the  blossoming  Hagada 

Where  the  charming  olden  stories, 
Tales  of  angels,  famous  legends, 
Silent  histories  of  martyrs. 
Festal  songs,  and  words  of  \Wsdora, 

Hyperboles,  far-fctch'd  it  may  be, 
But  imprcss'd  with  dcci^  conviction. 
Full  of  glowing  faith,— all  glittcr'd 
Bloom'd  and  sprung  in  such  abundanco. 

And  the  stripling's  noble  bosom 
Was  jicrvadcd  by  the  savage 
But  adventurobrcathing  sweetness, 
By  the  wondrous  blissful  anguish 

And  the  fabulous  wild  terrors 
Of  that  blissful  scent  world, 
Of  that  mighty  revelation, 
Known  to  us  as  Poesy. 

And  the  art  of  Poosy, 
Kadiant  knowledge,  understanding, 
Wliicli  wo  call  th(!  art  pocstic, 
OpenM  on  Hit;  boy's  mind  also. 
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And  Jcliuda  Leu  Halevy 

Was  not  merely  skill'd  in  reading. 

But  in  poetry  a  master, 

And  himself  a  first-rate  poet. 

Yes,  he  was  a  first-rate  poet, 
Star  and  torch  of  his  own  age, 
Light  and  beacon  of  his  people, 
Yes,  a  very  wondrous  mighty 

Fiery  pillar  of  all  song, 
That  preceded  Israel's  mournful 
Caravan  as  it  was  marching 
Through  the  desert  of  sad  exile. 

Pure  and  true  alike,  and  sjiotless 
Was  his  song,  as  was  his  spirit ; 
When  this  spirit  was  created 
By  its  Maker,  self-contented, 

He  embraced  the  lovely  sj)irit, 
And  that  kiss's  beauteous  echo 
Thrills  through  all  the  poet's  numberR, 
Which  are  hallow'd  by  this  grace. 

As  in  life,  in  numbers  also 
Grace  is  greatest  good  of  all ; 
He  who  has  it,  ne'er  transgresses 
In  his  prose  or  in  his  verses. 

Genius  call  we  such  a  poet 

Of  the  mighty  grace  of  God  ; 

lie  is  undisputed  monarch 

Of  the  boundless  realms  of  fancy. 

He  to  God  alone   accounteth, 
Not  to  man,  and,  as  in  lifetime, 
So  in  art  the  mob  have  power 
To  destroy,  but  not  to  judge  us. 


"  By  the  streams  of  Babylon 
"  Sat  wo  down  and  wept,  we  hanged 
"  Our  sad  harps  upon  the  willows — " 
Know'st  thou  not  the  olden  song  ? 


EOMANCERO.  475 

Know'st  thou  not  the  olclcn  time, 
Which  begins  with  elegiac 
Crying,  humming  like  a  kettle 
That  upon  the  hearth  is  boiling  ? 

Long  has  it  been  boiling  in  nie, 
Thousand  years.     A  gloomy  anguish 
And  my  wounds  are  lick'd  by  time, 
As  Job's  boils  by  dogs  were  licked. 

Thank  thee,  dog,  for  thy  saliva, — 
Though  it  can  but  cool  and  soften — 
Death  alone  can  ever  heal  me, 
But,  alas,  I  am  immortal ! 

Years  come  round  and  years  then  vani.sli — 
Busily  the  sjjool  is  luuuming 
As  it  in  the  loom  is  moving, — 
What  it  weaves,  no  weaver  Icnoweth. 

Years  come  round  and  years  tlien  vanish, 
Hmnan  tears  are  dripping,  running 
On  the  earth,  and  then  the  earth 
Sucks  them  in  with  eager  silence. 

Seething  mad  !     The  cover  leaps  uj)  — 

''  Happy  he  whoso  daring  hand 

"  Takcth  up  thy  little  ones, 

"  Dashing  them  against  the  stones." 

God  bo  praised  !  the  seething  slowly 
In  the  pot  evajiorates, 
Then  is  mute.     My  spleen  is  scften'd, 
My  west-eastern  darksome  si)leen. 

And  my  Pegasus  is  neighing 
Onco  more  gaily,  and  tlie  niglitmaro 
Seems  to  shako  with  vigour  oti'  him, 
And  his  wise  eyes  thus  arc  asking : 

Are  we  riding  back  to  Si»ain, 
To  the  little  Talmudist  there, 
Who  was  such  a  iirst-ratcpoct, — 
To  Jehuda  beu  Ilalevy  ? 

Yes,  ho  was  a  first-iatc  poet. 
In  the  realm  of  dreauis  sole  lulcr 
With  the  spirit  monarch's  crown, 
By  the  grace  of  God  a  poet, 
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Who  in  all  liis  sacred  metres, 
In  his  madrigals,  terzinas, 
Canzonets,  and  strange  ghasclaa 
Pour'd  out  all  the'  abundant  firo 

Of  his  noble  god-kiss'd  spirit ! 
Of  a  truth  this  troubadour 
Was  upon  a  par  with  all  the 
Best  lute-players  of  Provence, 

Of  Poitou  and  of  Guicnne, 
Eoussillon  and  every  other 
Charming  orange-growing  region 
Of  gallant  old  Christendom. 

Charming  orange-growing  regions 
Of  gallant  old  Christendom ! 
How  they  glitter,  smell,  and  tingle 
In  the  twilight  of  remembrance  ! 

Beauteous  world  of  nightingales ! 
Where  we  only  in  the  place  of 
The  true  God,  the  false  God  worshipj;  1 
Of  the  Muses  and  of  love. 

Clergy,  bearing  wreaths  of  roses 
On  their  bald  pates,  sang  the  psalms 
In  the  charming  langue  d'oc ; 
Laity,  all  gallant  knights, 

On  their  high  steeds  proudly  trotting, 
Verse  and  rhyme  were  ever  making 
To  the  honour  of  the  ladies 
Whom  their  hearts  to  serve  delighted. 

Tliere's  no  love  without  a  lady. 
Therefore  to  a  Minnesinger 
Was  a  lady  just  as  needful 
As  to  bread-and-butter,  butter. 

And  the  hero,  whom  we  sing  of, 
Our  Jehuda  ben  Halevy, 
Also  had  his  heart's  fair  lady ; 
But  she  was  of  special  kind. 

She  no  Laura  was,  whose  eyes, 
Mortal  constellations,  kindled 
On  Good  Friday  the  notorious 
Fire  within  tho  famed  Cathedral  j 
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She  was  not  a  chatelaine 
Who,  attired  in  youthful  graces, 
Took  the  chair  at  tournaments, 
And  the  laurel  wreath  presented 

Casuist  in  the  laws  of  kisses 
She  was  not,  no  doctrinaire, 
Who  within  the  learned  college 
Of  a  court  of  love  gave  lectures. 

She  the  Rabhi  was  in  love  with 
Was  a  poor  and  mournful  loved  one, 
Woeful  image  of  destruction, 
And  her  name — Jerusalem! 

In  his  early  days  of  childhood 
She  his  one  sole  love  was  alwavs ; 
E'en  the  word  Jerusalem 
Made  his  youthful  spirit  quiver. 

Purple  flames  were  ever  standing 
On  the  boy's  cheek,  and  he  hearken'd 
When  a  pilgrim  to  Toledo 
Came  from  out  the  far  east  country, 

And  recounted  how  deserted 
And  uncleanly  was  tlie  city 
Where  upon  the  ground  the  traces 
Of  the  prophets'  feet  still  glisten'd  ; 

Where  the  air  is  still  perfumed 
By  the'  midying  breath  of  (iod — 
"  0  the  mournful  sight !"'  a  pilgrim 
Once  exclaim'd,  whose  beard  was  floating 

Wliitc  as  silver,  notwithstanding 
That  the  hair  which  f<jrm'd  its  iiirl 
Once  again  grew  black,  appearing 
As  if  getting  young  again. 

And  a  very  wondrous  pilgi'im 

jVIight  he  be,  his  eyes  were  peering 

v\s  tlirough  centuries  of  sorrow, 

And  he  sigli'd  :  "  Jerusalem  ! 

"  She,  the  ciDwded  luily  city, 

"  Is  converted  to  a  desert, 

"  Where  wood-devils,  werewolvofl,  jaekalfl 

'•  Tlicir  acciu'sed  home  have  uiadc. 
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"  Serpents,  birds  of  night,  arc  dwelling 

"  In  its  weather-beaten  ruins ; 

"  From  the  window's  airy  bow 

"  Peeps  the  fox  with  much  contentment. 

"  Here  and  there  a  ragged  fellow 
"  Comes  sometimes  from  out  the  desert, 
"  And  his  hunch-back'd  camel  feedeth 
"  In  the  long  grass  growing  round  it. 

"  On  the  noble  heights  of  Zion, 
"  Where  stood  up  the  golden  fortress 
"  Whose  great  majesty  bore  witness 
"  To  the  mighty  monarch's  glory, — 

"  There,  with  noisome  weeds  encumber  d, 
"  Nought  now  lies  but  gray  old  ruins, 
"  Gazing  with  such  looks  of  sorrow 
"  One  must  fancy  they  are  weeping. 

"  And  'tis  said  they  wept  in  earnest, 
"  Once  in  eadi  year,  on  the  ninth  day 
"  Of  the  month's  that  known  as  Ab — 
"  With  my  own  eyes,  full  of  weeping, 

"  I  the  clammy  drops  have  witness'd 
"  Down  the  large  stones  slowly  trickling, 
"  And  have  heard  the  broken  columns 
"  Of  the  temple  sadly  moaning." 

Such-like  pious  pilgrim-sayings 
Waken'd  in  the  yoiithful  bosom 
Of  Jehuda  ben  Halevy 
Yearnings  for  Jerusalem. 

Poet's  yearnings  !    As  foreboding, 
Visionary,  sad,  as  those 
In  the  Chateau  Blay  experienced 
Whilome  by  the  noble  Vidam, 

Mosser  Geoffrey  Eudello, 
When  the  knights,  returning  homeward 
From  the  Eastern  land,  asserted 
Loudly,  as  they  clash'd  their  goblets, 

That  the  paragon  of  graces. 
And  the  flower  and  pearl  of  women, 
Was  the  beauteous  Melisanda, 
Margravine  of  Tripoli. 
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Each  one  knows  that  fur  this  lady 
Eaved  the  troubadour  theuccforwui-d  ; 
Her  alone  he  sang,  and  shortly 
Chateau  Blay  no  more  could  hold  him  ; 

And  he  hasten'd  thence.     At  Cettc 
Took  he  ship,  but  on  the  ocean 
fie  fell  ill,  and  sick  and  dying 
He  arriv'd  at  Tripoli. 

Here  at  length,  on  Melisanda 
He,  too,  gazed  with  eyes  all-loving. 
Which  that  self-same  hour  were  cover'd 
By  the  darksome  shades  of  death. 

Singing  his  last  song  of  love, 
He  expired  before  the  feet 
Of  his  lady  Melisanda, 
Margravine  of  Tripoli.* 

Wonderful  was  the  resemblance 
In  the  fate  of  these  two  poets ! 
Save  that  in  old  age  the  former 
His  great  pilgrimage  commenced. 

And  Jehuda  ben  Halevy 
At  liis  mistress'  feet  expired, 
And  his  dying  head,  it  rested 
On  Jerusalem's  dear  knees 

3. 

"TT"^HEN  tlie  figlit  at  Arabella 

*  T      Had  been  won,  great  Alexander 
IMaccd  Darius'  land  and  pcoi)!)', 
Com"t  and  harem,  horses,  women. 

Kleplmnts,  and  daric  coins. 
Crown  and  sceptre,  golden  luml)er  — 
Placed  them  all  inside  his  spacious 
Macedonian  pantaloons. 

In  tlie  tent  of  great  Darius, 
Who  liimself  had  fLd,  lu'cause  ho 
Fear'd  he  also  miglit  be  placed  there, 
The  young  hero  found  a  casket. 

•  See  niao  thia  f  tory  iu  Book  T.  of  tl.c  "  Romanccro,"  p.  411. 
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'Twas  a  little  golden  box, 
Richly  ornamented  over 
With  incrusted  stones  and  camcoe, 
And  with  miniature  devices. 

Now  this  casket,  in  itself 

Of  inestimable  value, 

Served  to  hold  the  priceless  treasur^i? 

Of  the  monarch's  body- jewels. 

All  the  latter  Alexander 
On  his  brave  commanders  lavish'd, 
Smiling  at  the  thought  of  men 
Childlike  loving  colour 'd  pebbles. 

One  fair  valuable  gem  he 
To  his  motlicr  dear  presented  ; 
'Twas  the  signet  ring  of  Cyrus, 
Turn'd  into  a  brooch  henceforward. 

To  his  famous  old  jireccptor 
Aristotle  he  presented 
A  fine  onyx  for  his  splendid 
Cabinet  of  natural  history. 

In  the  casket  were  some  pearls  too, 
Forming  quite  a  wondrous  string, 
Which  were  once  to  Queen  Atossa 
Given  by  the  false  knave  Smerdis ; 

But  the  pearls  were  all  quite  real, 

And  the  merry  victor  gave  them 

To  a  pretty  dancer  whom  he 

Bronght  from  Corinth,  named  Miss  Thuin 

In  her  hair  the  latter  wore  them, 
In  bacchantic  fashion  streaming. 
On  that  night  when  slie  was  dancinj 
At  Persej)olis,  and  wildly 

In  the  regal  castle  hurl'd  her 
Impious  torch,  till,  loudly  crackling. 
Soon  the  flames  obtain'd  the  mastery, 
And  the  fortress  laid  in  ruins. 

On  the  death  of  beauteous  Thais 
Who  of  some  bad  Babylonian 
Illness  died  at  Babylon, 
All  her  pcoi'ls  wore  sold  by  auction 
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At  the  public  auction-rooms  there  ; 
Purchased  by  a  priest  from  Memphis, 
lie  to  Ecypt  took  them  with  him, 
Where  they  on  the  toilet  table 

Of  fiiir  Cleopatra  glisten 'd  ; 

She  the  finest  pearl  amongst  them 

Crush'd  and  mix'd  with  wine  and  swallow'tl, 

Her  friend  Antony  to  banter. 

With  the  final  Ommiad  monarch 
Came  the  string  of  pearls  to  Spain, 
And  they  twined  around  the  turban 
Worn  at  Cord'vp.  by  the  Calij^h. 

Abdcram  the  Third  he  wore  them 
As  his  breast-knot  at  the  tourney 
Where  he  pierced  through  thirty  golden 
liings,  and  fair  Zuieima's  bosom, 

Wlien  the  Moorish  race  was  vanquisli'd, 
Tlien  the  Christians  gaiii'd  possussidu 
Of  the  pearls,  which  rank'd  thenceforward 
As  crown-jewels  of  Castile. 

Their  most  Cath'lic  Majesties, 

Queens  of  Spain,  were  wont  to  wear  tlicni 

On  all  court  and  state  occasions, 

At  all  bullfights,  grand  processions, 

And  at  each  auto  da  fe, 

When  they  took  tlieir  pleasure,  sitting 

At  tlie  balcony,  in  snifling 

Up  the  smell  of  burnt  old  Jews. 

Later  still,  old  Mendizabcl, 
Satan's  grandson,  ])awn'd  these  JowoIb, 
Vainly  h(>piiig  tlius  to  moet  the 
Deficit  in  tlie  finances. 

At  tlie  Tuilcries  the  jewels 
F^inally  app(  iu'd  agaiu. 
Glittering  on  tlie  ntuk  of  iMadanio 
Salomon,  the  IJaroness. 

With  tlie  fair  pearls  thus  it  hai)pet!rd. — 
Less  adventurous  tlie  fnrtuno 
Of  the  casket,  Alexander 
Keeping  it  for  hiH  own  uho. 

2    ! 
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He  the  songs  enclosed  within  it 
Of  ambrosia-scented  Homer, 
His  great  fav'rite,  and  the  casket 
All  night  long  was  wont  to  stand 

At  his  bed's  head  ;  when  the  monarch 
Slept,  the  heroes'  airy  figiu-es 
Came  from  out  it,  o'er  his  visions 
Creeping  in  fantastic  fashion. 

Other  times  and  other  birds  too — 

I  myself  have  erst  delighted 

In  the  stories  of  the  actions 

Of  Pelides,  of  Odysseus. 

All  then  seem'd  so  sunny-golden 

And  so  purple  to  my  spirit, 

Vine-leaves  twined  around  my  forehead, 

And  the  trumpets  flourish 'd  loudly. 

Hush,  no  more !     All  broken  lieth 
Now  my  haughty  victor-chariot, 
And  the  panthers,  who  once  drew  it, 
Now  are  dead,  as  are  the  women 

Who,  to  sound  of  drum  and  cymbal. 
Danced  around,  and  I  myself 
"Writhe  upon  the  ground  in  anguish. 
Weak  and  crippled — hush,  no  move ! 

Hush,  no  more  !  we  now  are  speaking 
Of  the  casket  of  Darius, 
And  within  myself  thus  thought  I : 
Should  I  e'er  possess  the  casket. 

And  not  be  obliged  to  change  it 
Into  cash,  for  want  of  money, 
I  would  then  enclose  within  it 
All  the  poems  of  our  Eabbi, — 

All  Jehuda  ben  Halcvy's 
Festal  songs  and  lamentations, 
And  Ghaselas,  the  description 
Of  his  pilgrimage— the  whole  I 

Would  have  written  on  the  cleanest 
Farchmcnt  by  the  best  of  scribes, 
And  the  manuscript  deposit 
In  the  little  golden  casket. 
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This  sliould  stand  upon  the  table 
Near  my  bed,  and  then,  whenever 
Friends  appear'd  and  were  astonish'd 
At  the  beauty  of  the  trinket, — 

At  the  wondrous  bas-reliefs, 
Small  in  size,  and  yet  so  perfect 
Notwithstanding, — at  tlic  jewels 
Of  such  size  incrusted  on  it, — 

I  should  smilingly  address  them  : 
That  is  but  the  vulgar  covering 
That  contains  a  nobler  treasure — 
In  this  casket  there  are  lying 

Diamonds,  whose  light  doth  mirror 
And  reflect  the  light  of  heaven. 
Rubies  glowing  as  the  heart's  blood. 
Turquoises  of  spotless  beauty, 

And  fair  emeralds  of  promise. 
Likewise  pearls  of  greater  value 
Than  the  pearls  to  Queen  Atossa 
Given  by  the  false  knave  Smerdis, 

And  that  afterwards  were  worn  by 
All  the  notabilities 

Who  this  mundane  earth  have  dwelt  iu, 
Thais  first,  then  Cleopatra, 

Priests  of  Isis,  Moorish  princes, 
And  tlic  queens  of  old  Ilispania, 
And  at  last  tlie  worthy  Madame 
Salomon,  tlie  Jjaroness. — 

For  those  pearls  of  world-wide  gh  17 
After  all  arc  but  the  mucus 
Of  a  poor  unhappy  oyster 
Lying  sickly  in  the  ocean  ; 

But  the  pearls  within  this  casket 
Are  the  offspring  of  a  beauteous 
Human  spirit,  far  far  de(!])er 
Than  the  ocean's  deepest  depth s,-- 

For  they  are  the  pearly  tears 
Of  Jehiida  ben  llidevy. 
That  h(^  over  tlie  d(  stnictiuu 
Of  Jerusalem  let  fall. 
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Pearly  tears,  which,  join'd  together 
By  the  golden  threads  of  rhythir., 
As  a  song  from  poesy's 
rroldeu  smithy  have  proceeded. 

And  this  song  of  pearly  tears 
Is  the  famous  lamentation 
That  is  sung  in  all  the  scatler'd 
And  far-distant  tents  of  Jacob 

On  the  ninth  day  of  the  month  Ab, 

That  sad  anniversary 

Of  Jerusalem's  destruction 

By  the  Emperor  Vespasian. 

Yes,  it  is  the  song  of  Zion 
That  Jehuda  ben  Halevy 
Sang  when  dying  on  the  holy 
Ruins  of  Jerusalem. 

Barefoot  and  in  lowly  garments 
Sat  he  there  upon  the  fragment 
Of  a  pillar  that  had  fallen, 
'J'ill  upon  his  breast  there  fell 

Like  a  gray  old  wood  his  hair, 
Shading  over  in  strange  fashion 
His  afflicted  pallid  features, 
"With  his  eyes  so  like  a  spectre's. 

In  this  manner  sat  he,  singing, 
In  appearance  like  a  minstrel 
From  the  times  of  old,  like  ancient 
Jeremiah,  grave-arisen. 

Soon  the  birds  around  the  ruins 
By  his  numbers'  moiu'nful  cadence 
All  were  tamed,  and  e'en  the  vulturo 
Drew  near  list'ning,  almost  pitying,-  - 

But  an  impious  Saracen 
Came  one  day  in  that  direction, 
On  his  charger  in  his  stirrups 
Balancing,  his  bright  lance  wielding. 

And  the  breast  of  our  poor  singer 
With  this  deadly  spear  transfix'd  h3, 
And  then  gallop'd  off  instanter 
Wing'd  as  though  a  shadowy  tiguro. 
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Calmly  flow'tl  the  Eabhi's  life-blood, 
Calmly  to  its  torminatiou 
Sang  he  his  sweet  song. — his  dying 
Sigh  was  still — Jerusalem  1 

It  is  said  in  olden  legend 
That  the  Saracen  was  really 
Not  a  wicked  cruel  mortal, 
But  an  angel  in  disguise, 

Sent  from  the  bright  realms  of  heaveu 
To  remove  God's  favourite 
From  the  earth,  and  to  advance  him 
Painlessly  to  those  blest  regions. 

There,  'tis  said,  there  waited  for  him 
A  reception  highly  flatt'ring 
In  its  nature  to  the  poet, 
Quite  a  heavenly  surprise. 

Solemnly  with  strains  of  music 
Came  the'  angelic  choir  to  meet  him, 
And  instead  of  hymns,  he  heard  them 
Singing  his  own  lovely  verses, 

Synagoguish  Wedding-Carmen, 
Hymeneal  Siibbuth  numbers. 
With  their  well-known  and  exulting 
Melodies — what  notes  enthralling! 

While  some  angels  iday'd  the  hautboy, 
Otln'rs  play"d  upon  the  iiddle  ; 
Otlii'rs  bandhd  the  bass-viol. 
Others  beat  the  drum  o,nd  cynd/al. 

Sweetly  nil  tlie  music  sounded. 
Sweetly  through  the  far-extending 
Vaults  of  licavcn  tlicsc  strains  re-echoed 
Lecho  Daudi  Tjiknis  Kalle  ! 


~\  I  Y  pood  wife  in  not  oontontcd 
j^\      With  tli(;  (  hui)tir  jn«t  conclud  d, 
And  (gpecially  the  portion 
SjHuking  of  HariuB"  nisket. 
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Aliu^jst  bitterly  observes  slie. 
That  a  Lusbaud  with  preteusionu 
To  religion,  into  money 
Straightway  would  convert  the  casket, 

That  he  with  it  might  be  able 
For  his  poor  and  lawful  spouse 
That  nice  Cashmere  shawl  to  purchafKi 
That  she  stands  so  much  in  need  of. 

That  Jehuda  ben  Halevy 
Would,  she  fancies,  with  sufficient 
Honour  be  preserved,  if  guarded 
In  a  pretty  box  of  pasteboard, 

Deck'd  wdth  Chinese  elegant 
Arabesques,  like  those  enchanting 
Sweetmeat-boxes  of  Marquis 
In  the  Passage  Panorama. 

"  Very  strange  it  is," — she  added, — 
'•  That  1  never  heard  tbe  name  of 
"  This  remarkable  old  poet, 
"  This  Jehuda  ben  Halevy." 

Darling  little  wife,  I  answer'd, 
Your  delightful  ignorance 
But  too  well  the  gaps  discloses 
In  the  education  given 

In  the  boarding  schools  of  Paris, 
Where  the  girls,  the  future  mothers-. 
Of  a  proud  and  freeborn  nation. 
Learn  the  elements  of  knowledge. 

All  about  the  dry  old  mummies. 
And  embalm'd  Egyptian  Pharaohs 
Merovingian  shadowy  monarchs, 
With  perukes  devoid  of  powder. 

And  the  pig-tail'd  kings  of  Cliina, 
Lords  of  porcelain  and  pagodas, — 
This  they  know  by  heart  and  fully, 
Clever  girls, — but,  O,  good  heavens 

If  you  ask  for  any  great  names 
From  the  glorious  golden  ages 
Of  Arabian-ancient-Spanish 
Jewish  schools  of  poetry.— 
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If  you  ask  for  tlioso  three  wortliies, 
For  Jeliuda  ben  Halevy, 
For  great  Solomon  Gabirol, 
Or  for  Moses  Iben  Esra, 

If  you  ask  for  these  or  suchlike, 
Then  the  children  stare  upon  us 
With  a  look  of  stupid  wonder, 
And  in  fact  seem  quite  dumb-founded. 

Let  me  then  advise  you,  dearest, 
These  neglected  points  to  study, 
And  to  take  to  learning  Hebrew 
Leaving  theatres  and  concerts. 

When  a  few  years  to  these  studies 
Have  been  given,  you'll  be  able 
In  the'  original  to  read  them, 
Iben  Esra  and  Gabirol, 

And  Halevy  in  addition, 
That  triumvirate  poetic. 
Who  evoked  the  sweetest  music 
From  the  instrument  of  David. 

Alcharisi,  who,  I'll  wager. 

Is  to  you  unknown,  although  he 

A  Voltairian  was,  six  hundred 

Years  before  Voltaire's  time,  spoke  thus  ; 

"  In  his  thoughts  excels  Gabirol, 
"  And  tlie  thinker  most  he  pleases  ; 
"  Iben  Esra  shines  in  art,  and 
"  Is  the  fav'rite  of  the  artist. 

"  But  Johnda  ben  Halevy 
"  Is  in  both  a  jjcrfect  master, 
"  And  at  onco  a  famous  poet 
"  And  a  universal  fav'rite." 

Iben  Esra  was  a  fri(!nd. 

And  I  rather  think,  a  cousin 

Of  JohudA  ben  Halevy, 

Who  in  his  famed  book  of  travels 

Iiitterly  eomj)lains  how  viiiuly 
Ho  had  sought  through  all  (inmadii 
For  his  friend,  and  only  found  there 
His  friend's  brother,  the  physician, 


488  HEINE'S   POEMS. 

Eabbi  Meyer,  poet  likewise, 
And  the  fatlier  of  tlie  beauty 
Who  in  ]bcn  Esra's  bosom 
Kindled  such  a  liopcless  passion. 

That  he  might  forget  his  niece,  h<» 
Took  in  hand  his  pilgrim's  stall, 
Like  so  many  of  his  colleagues, 
Living  restlessly  and  homeless. 

Tow'rd  Jerusalem  he  wander'd. 
When  some  Tartars  fell  upon  him, 
Fasten'd  him  upon  a  steed's  back. 
And  to  their  wild  deserts  took  him. 

Duties  there  devolved  upon  him 
Quite  unworthy  of  a  Eabbi, 
Still  less  fitted  for  a  poet — 
He  was  made  to  milk  the  cows. 

Once,  as  he  beneath  the  belly 
Of  a  cow  was  sitting  squatting, 
Fing'ring  hastily  her  udder, 
While  the  milk  the  tub  was  filling, — 

A  position  quite  unworthy 
Of  a  Rabbi,  of  a  poet,— 
Melancholy  came  across  him, 
And  to  sing  a  song  began  he. 

And  he  sang  so  well  and  sweetly, 
That  the  Khan,  the  horde's  old  chieftain, 
Who  was  passing  by,  was  melted. 
And  he  gave  the  slave  his  freedom. 

And  he  likewise  gave  him  present?, 
Gave  a  fox-skin,  and  a  lengthy 
Saracenic  mandoline, 
And  some  money  for  his  journey. 

Poets'  fate !  an  evil  star  'tis. 
Which  the  otispring  of  Apollo 
Worried  unto  death,  and  even 
Did  not  spare  their  noble  father, 

When  he,  after  Daphne  lurking. 
In  the  fair  nymph's  snowy  body'a 
Stead,  embraced  the  laurel  only, — 
He,  the  great  divine  Schlemihl  1 
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Yes,  the  glorious  Delphic  god  is 
A  Schlemihl,  and  e'en  the  laurel 
That  so  proudly  crowns  his  forehead 
Is  a  sign  of'  his  Schleniihldom. 

"What  the  word  Schlemihl  betokens 
Well  we  know.     Long  since  Chaniisso 
Bights  of  German  citizenship 
Gain'd  it  (of  the  word  I'm  speaking). 

But  its  origin  has  ever, 
Like  the  holy  Nile's  far  sources, 
Been  unknown.     Upon  this  subject 
Many  a  night  have  I  been  poring. 

Many  a  year  ago  I  travell'd 

To  Berlin,  to  see  Chamisso 

On  this  point,  and  from  the  dean  sought 

Information  of  Schlemihl. 

But  he  could  not  satisfy  me, 
And  referr'd  me  on  to  Hitzig, 
Who  had  made  the  first  suggestion 
Of  the  family  name  of  Peter 

Shadowless.     I  straightway  hired 
The  first  cab,  and  quickly  hastun'd 
To  the  magistrate  Herr  Hitzig, 
Who  was  formerly  call'd  Itzig. 

When  he  still  was  known  as  Itzig, 
In  a  vision  saw  he  written 
His  own  name  high  in  the  heavens. 
And  in  front  tho  letter  H. 

"  What's  the  meaning  of  tliis  H  ?" 
Ask'd  he  of  himself.     "  llcrr  Itzig 
"  Or  the  Holy  Itzig  ?     lluly 
"  Is  a  pretty  title;.     Not,  though, 

"  Suited  fur  Berlin."     At  h-iigtli  h". 
Tired  of  thinking,  took  the  niiiue  of 
Hitzig,  and  his  best  friends  only 
Knew  that  Hitzig  stood  for  Holy. 

'•  Hilly  Hitzig!"  said  I  thcn^fnio 
When  I  saw  him,  "havr  tlu'  gondimsH 
"  To  (>xplain  tlu;  derivation 
'•  Of  the  word  Schleiiiihl,  I  ]>niy  you," 
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Many  circumbendibuses 
Took  the  boly  one  — -he  could  not 
Recollect, — and  made  excuses 
In  succession  like  a  Christian, 

Till  at  length  I  burst  the  buttons 
In  the  breeches  of  my  patience, 
And  began  to  swear  so  fiercely, 
In  such  very  impious  fashion, 

That  the  worthy  pietist, 
Pale  as  death,  wdth  trembling  knees, 
Forthwith  gratified  my  wishes. 
And  the  following  story  told  me : 

"  In  the  Bible  it  is  written 
"  How,  while  wandering  in  the  desert, 
"  Israel  oft  committed  whoredom 
"  With  the  daughters  fair  of  Canaan. 

"  Then  it  came  to  pass  that  Phinehas 
"  Chanced  to  see  the  noble  Zimri 
"  Thus  engaged  in  an  intrigue 
"  With  a  Canaanitish  woman. 

"  Straightway  in  his  fury  seized  ho 
"  On  his  spear,  and  put  to  death 
"  Zimri  on  the  very  spot. — Thus 
"  In  the  Bible  'tis  recounted. 

"  But,  according  to  an  oral 
"  Old  tradition  'mongst  the  people, 
"  'Twas  not  Zimri  that  was  really 
"  Stricken  by  the  spear  of  Phinehas; 

"  But  the  latter,  blind  with  fury, 
"  In  the  sinner's  place,  by  ill-luck 
''  Chanced  to  kill  a  guiltless  person, 
"  Named  Schlemihl  ben  Zuri  Schadday.' 

He,  then,  this  Schlemihl  the  First, 
Was  the  ancestor  of  all  the 
Hace  Schlemihlian.     We're  descended 
From  Schlemihl  ben  Zuri  Schadday. 

Certainly  no  wondrous  actions 
Are  preserved  of  his  ;  we  only 
Know  his  name,  and  in  addition 
Know  that  he  was  a  Scldcmihl. 
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But  a  pedigree  is  valued 

Not  according  to  its  fruits,  but 

Its  antiquity  alone — 

Ours  three  thousand  years  can  reckon. 

Years  come  round,  and  years  tlien  vanish — 
Full  three  thousand  years  have  fleeted 
Since  the  death  of  our  forefather 
This  Schlemihl  ben  Zuri  Schadday. 

Phinehas,  too,  has  long  been  dead. 
But  his  spear  is  in  existence, 
And  incessantly  we  hear  it 
Whizzing  througli  the  air  above  us. 

And  the  noblest  hearts  it  pierces — 

Both  Jehuda  ben  Halevy, 

Also  Moses  Ibeu  Esra, 

And  it  likewise  struck  Gabirol, 

Yes,  Gabirol,  that  truohcartcd 
God-devoted  Minnesinger, 
That  sweet  nightingale,  Avho  sang  to 
God  instead  of  to  a  rose, — 

That  sweet  nightingale  who  caroll'd 
Tenderly  his  loving  numbers 
In  the  darkness  of  the  Gothic 
Mcdiajval  night  of  earth  ! 

Undismay'd  and  caring  nothing 

Yor  grimaces  or  for  spirits. 

Or  tlie  chaos  of  delirium 

And  of  death  those  ages  liaunting. 

Our  sweet  nightingale  thought  only 
Of  the  Godlike  Onn  ho  loved  so, 
Unto  Wlioiu  he  sobb"d  his  love, 
Whom  his  hymns  were  glorifying. 

Thirty  springs  Gabirol  witncss'd 

On  this  eartli,  but  loud-tongucd  Viwnsk 

Trumpeted  abrim<l  thu  glory 

Of  his  name  through  every  country. 

Now  at  Cordova,  his  home,  he 
Hiid  a  Moor  us  iicxtdonr  ndglibour. 
Who  wrote  verst'S,  liku  tlic  dtlur, 
And  the  jwct's  glory  envied. 
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When  be  heard  the  poet  singing, 

Then  the  Moor's  bile  straight  fiowM  ovor, 

And  the  sweetness  of  the  songs  was 

Bitter  wormv.'ood  to  this  base  one. 

He  enticed  his  hated  rival 

To  his  house  one  night,  and  slew  him 

There,  and  then  the  body  buried 

In  the  garden  in  its  real*. 

But  behold  !  from  out  the  spot 
Where  the  body  had  been  hidden, 
Presently  there  grew  a  fig-tree 
Of  the  most  encha'ating  beauty. 

All  its  fruit  was  long  in  figure, 
And  of  strange  and  spicy  sweetness ; 
He  who  tasted  it,  sank  into 
Quite  a  dreamy  state  of  rapture. 

"Mongst  the  people  on  the  subject 
Much  was  said  aloud  or  whisper'd, 
Till  at  length  the  rumour  came  to 
The  illustrious  Oaliph's  ears. 
He  with  his  own  tongue  first  tasted 
This  strange  fig-phenomenon, 
And  then  form'd  a  strict  commission 
Of  inquiry  on  the  matter. 

Summarily  they  proceeded  ; 
On  the  owner  of  the  tree's  soles 
Sixty  strokes  of  the  bamboo  they 
Gave,  and  then  his  crime  confcss'd  ha 
Thereupon  they  tore  the  tree  up 
By  its  roots  from  out  the  ground, 
And  the  body  of  the  murder'd 
Man  Gabirol  was  discover'd. 
He  was  buried  with  due  honour, 
And  lamented  by  his  brethren  ; 
And  the  selfsame  day  they  also 
Hang'd  the  Moor  at  Cordova. 

DISPUTATION. 

IN  the  Aula  at  Toledo 
Loudly  are  tlie  trumpets  blowing 
To  the  spiritual  tourney, 

Gaily  dress'd,  the  crowd  are  g  )iiig. 
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This  IB  no  mere  worldly  combat, 
Not  one  arm  of  steel  here  glances  ; 

Sharply  pointed  and  schohistic 
Words  are  hero  the  only  lauccs. 

Gallant  Paladins  here  fight  not, 

Ladies'  honest  fame  defending; 
Capuchins  and  Jewish  Eabbis 

Are  the  knights  who'rc  here  contending 

In  the  place  of  helmets  are  they 
Scull  caps  and  capouchcs  wearing  ; 

Scapular  and  Arbecanfess 

Are  the  armour  they  arc  bearing. 

Which  God  is  the  one  true  God? 

He,  the  Hebrew  stern  and  glorious 
Unity,  whom  liablii  Juda 

Of  Navarre  would  see  victorious  '? 

Or  the  triune  God,  whom  Christians 

Hold  in  love  and  veneration, 
As  whose  champion  Friar  Jose, 

The  Franciscan,  takes  his  station  ? 

By  the  might  of  weighty  reasons, 
And  tbe  logic  taught  at  college. 
And  qu(;tations  from  the  authors 

Whose  repute  one  must  acknowledge, 

Either  champion  ad  ahsurdum 

His  opponent  would  bring  duly, 
And  tlie  pure  divinity 

Of  his  own  God  iwint  out  truly. 

'Tis  laid  down  that  lie  wlioso  foenian 

INIanagcs  liis  (  ause  to  smotlier. 
Should  1k!  bound  to  take  upon  liim 

The  religi(jn  of  tlic  otlicr, 

And  the  Jew  be  duly  christen'd, — 
Tliirt  was  tlie  express  provision, — 

On  tlie  (jther  liaud  tlic  Christian 
licar  the  rite  of  circumcision. 

Each  one  of  tlie  doughty  cliainpiouH 

Has  cloven  comrades  by  him, 
All  to  share  liis  fate  determined. 

And  for  weal  or  woe  keep  nigli  him. 
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While  tlie  monks  who  back  the  friar 
With  assurance  full  and  steady 

Hold  the  holy-water  vessels 

For  the  rite  of  christening  ready, 

Swinging  sprinkling-hrooms  and  censern, 
Whence  the  incense  smoke  is  rising,^' 

All  their  adversaries  briskly 

Whet  their  knives  for  circumcising. 

By  the  lists  within  the  hall  stand, 
Keady  for  the  fray,  both  forces, 

And  the  crowd  await  the  signal, 
Eager  for  the  knights'  discourses. 

'Neath  a  golden  canopy, 

While  their  courtiers  duly  flatter, 

Both  the  king  and  queen  are  sitting ; 
Quite  a  child  appears  the  latter. 

With  a  small  French  nose,  her  features 
Are  in  roguishness  not  wanting. 

And  the  ever  laughing  rubies 

Of  her  mouth  are  quite  enchanting. 

Fragile  fair  inconstant  flower, — 

May  the  grace  of  God  be  with  her  !— 

From  the  merry  town  of  Paris 
She  has  been  transplanted  hither. 

To  the  country  where  the  Spanish 
Old  grandees'  stiif  manners  gall  her  ; 

Whilomo  known  as  Blanche  de  Bourbon, 
Donna  Blanca  now  they  call  her. 

And  the  monarcli's  name  is  Pedro, 
With  the  nickname  of  The  Cruel ; 

But  to-day,  in  gentle  mood,  he 
Looks  as  if  he  ne'er  could  do  ill. 

With  the  nobles  of  his  court  he 

Enters  into  conversation. 
And  both  Jew  and  Moor  addresses 

With  a  courteous  salutation. 

For  these  sons  of  circiuncision 

Are  the  monarch's  favourite  creatures ; 

They  command  his  troops,  and  also 
In  finances  are  his  teachers. 
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Suddenly  the  drums  'gin  beating, 
And  the  trumpets'  bray  announces 

That  the  conflict  is  beginning. 

Where  each  kuight  the  other  trounces. 

The  Franciscan  monk  commences, 

Bursting  into  furious  passion, 
And  his  voice,  now  harsh,  now  growling. 

Blusters  in  a  curious  fashion. 

Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Sjiirit 

In  one  sentence  he  comprises, 
And  the  seed  accurst  of  Jacob 

In  the  liabbi  exorcises. 

For  in  suchlike  controversies 

Little  devils  oft  are  hidden 
In  the  Jews,  and  give  them  shar])ncs8. 

Wit,  and  argiaments  when  bidden. 

Having  tlius  expell'd  the  devil 

By  his  mighty  exorcism, 
Comes  the  monk,  dogmatically, 

Quoting  from  the  catechism. 

He  recounts  how  in  the  Godhead 

Persons  three  are  comprehended. 
Who,  wlicnever  they  so  will  it, 

Into  one  are  straightway  blended. 

'Tis  a  mystery  unfolded 

But  to  those  who,  in  due  season, 
Have  esca2)ed  from  out  the  prison 

And  the  chains  of  human  reason. 

He  recounts  how  God  was  boni  at 

Bethlehem,  of  a  tenderhearted 
Virgin,  whose  divine  unsullied 

Innoccncy  ne'er  departed. 

How  they  laid  the  Lord  Aluiiglity 

In  a  lowly  stal)l(!  manger. 
Where  the  calf  and  lieifer  meekly 

Stooil  around  the  ncwl)orn  stranger. 

He  recounts,  too,  how  the  Lord 

From  King  Herod's  minionH  flying, 

Went  to  Egypt,  how  still  later 

Death's  sharp  pangs  he  sulVer'd,  dyin^{ 
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In  the  time  of  Pontius  Pilato, 

Who  subscribed  his  condemnation. 

Urged  on  by  the  Jews  and  cruel 
Pharisees'  confederation. 

He  recounts,  too,  liow  the  Lord, 

Bursting  from  the  tomb's  dark  prison 

On  the  third  day,  into  heaven 
Had  in  glorious  triumph  risen  ; 

How,  when  'tis  tlie  proper  time,  he 
Would  return  to  earth  in  splendour, 

At  Jehoshaphat,  to  judge  there 
Every  quick  and  dead  offender. 

"  Trenil)le.  -Icnvs  !"  exclaim'd  the  friar, 
''  At  the  (Jod  wliom  ye  tormented 

"  Cruelly  with  thorns  and  scourges, 
"  To  whose  death  ye  all  consented. 

"  Jews,  ye  wcn-o  his  murdcsrors  !  nation 
"  Of  vindictive  fierce  behaviour  ! 

"  Him  who  comes  to  free  you,  still  ye 
"  Slay, — ye  murder  him,  the  Saviour. 

"  Jews,  the  carrion  wliere  the  demons 
"  Coining  from  the  lower  regions 

"  Dwell,  your  bodies  are  the  barracks 
"  Of  the  devil's  wicked  legions. 

"  Thomas  of  Aquinas  says  so, 
''  He  is  famed  in  Christian  story, 

"  Call'd  the  mighty  ox  of  learning, 
"  Orthodoxy's  light  and  glory. 

"  Villain  rnvv.  of  Jews  !  you're  nought  but 
"  Wolves,  ]i3'enas,  jackals  hateful, 

''  Church-yard  prowiers,  who  deem  only 
"  Flesh  of  corpses  to  be  gratefid. 

•*  Jews,  0  .Jews  !  you're  hogs  and  monkcyg, 

"  Monsters  cruel  and  perfidious, 
"  Whom  they  c.dl  rhinoceroses, 
"  Crocodiles  and  vanqjires  hideous. 

''  Ye  are  ravens,  owls,  and  scrcechowls, 
"  Pats  and  miserable  hq)wings, 

"  Callows'- birds  and  cockatrices, 
"  Very  scum  of  all  that  flap  wings  ! 
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*'  Ye  are  vIiDers,  ye  are  blindwornis, 
*'  Rattlesnakes,  disgusting  adders, 
"  Poisonous  toads— Christ  soon  will  surely 
"  Tread  you  out  like  emi^ty  bladders  I 

"  Or,  accursed  people,  would  ye 

*'  Save  your  souls  so  wretched  rather  ? 

*'  Flee  the  synagogues  of  evil. 

'•  Seek  the  bosom  of  your  Father. 

"  Flee  to  love's  bright  radiant  cliurchcs, 

"  Where  the  well  of  mercy  bubbles 
"  For  your  sakes  in  liallow'd  basins, — 

"  Hide  your  heads  there  from  your  troubles. 
"  Wash  away  the  ancient  Adam, 

"  And  the  vices  that  deface  it  : 
"  From  your  hearts  the  stains  of  rancour 

"  Wash,  and  grace  shall  then  reidace  it. 

"  Hear  ye  not  the  Saviour  speaking  ? 

"  O  how  well  your  new  nanus  suit  you  ! 
"  Cleanse  yourselves  upon  Clirist's  bosom 

' '  From  the  vermin  that  pollute  you. 

"  Yes,  our  God  is  very  love,  is 

"  Like  a  lamb  that's  dearly  chcrish'd, 

'•  And  oiu"  vices  to  at<jne  for, 

"  On  the  cross  with  meekness  perish'd. 

"  Yes,  our  God  is  very  love,  his 

"  Name  is  Jesus  Clirist  the  blessed  ; 

"  Of  liis  j)atience  and  Kubniission 
"  We  aspire  to  be  possessed. 

*'  Therefore  are  wo  meek  and  gentle, 

''  Courteous,  never  in  a  ])iission, 
"  F(md  of  peace  and  cliaritubh!, 

"  In  the  Lamb  tlie  Saviour's  fashion. 

"  Wo  in  heaven  shall  bo  hereafter 

"  Into  angels  blest  converted, 
"  Wandering  then;  in  liliss  with  lily 

"  Ijlossoms  in  our  Iiands  inserted. 

*'  Til  tlie  place  of  cowls,  the  ])urest 

"  liobi  K  slmll  wo  wlien  there  b(!  wearing, 

*'  Made  of  silk,  lirocadis,  and  muslin, 
'*  GoldcD  Lico  and  ribbons  flaring. 


498  Heine's  poems. 

"  No  more  bald  pates !  Round  our  lieads  there 
''  Will  be  floating  golden  tresses  ; 

"  While  our  hair  some  charming  virgin 
"  Into  pretty  topknots  dresses. 

"  Winecups  will  be  there  presented 
"  Of  circumference  so  spacious, 

"  That,  compared  with  them,  the  goblets 
"  Made  on  earth  are  not  capacious. 

"  On  the  other  hand,  much  smaller 
"  Than  the  mouths  of  earthly  ladies 

"  Will  the  mouth  be  of  each  woman 
*'  Who  in  heaven  our  solace  made  is. 

"  Drinking,  kissing,  laughing  will  we 
"  Pass  through  endless  ages  jiroudly, 

"  Singing  joyous  Hallelujahs, 
"  Kyrie  Eleyson  loudly." 

Tlius  the  Christian  ended,  and  the 

Monks  believed  illumination 
Pierced  each  heart,  and  so  prepared  for 

The  baptismal  operation. 

But  the  water-hating  Hebrews 

Shook  themselves  with  scornful  grinning, 
Rabbi  Juda  of  Navarre  thus 

His  reply  meanwhile  beginning  : 

*'  That  thou  for  thy  seed  mightst  dung 
"  My  ]ioor  soul's  bare  field  devoutly, 

*'  With  wliole  dung-carts  of  abuse  thou 
"  Hast  in  truth  befoul'd  me  stoutlv. 

"  Every  one  the  method  follows 

"  To  his  taste  best  calculated, 
"  And  instead  of  being  angry, 

"  Thank  you,  I'm  propitiated. 

"  Your  fine  trinitarian  doctrine 

"  We  poor  Jews  can  never  swallow, 

"  Though  from  earliest  days  of  childhood 
"  Wont  the  rule  of  three  to  follow. 

*'  That  three  persons  iii  your  Godhead. 

"  And  no  more,  are  comprehended, 
*'  Moderate  appears;  the  ancients 

"  On  six  thousand  gods  depended. 
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Quite  un'kno\ATi  to  me  the  God  is 
'•  Whom  you  call  the  Clirist,  good  brother  \ 
**  Nor  have  I  e'er  had  the  honour 
"  To  have  met  his  virgin  mother. 

'•  I  regret  that  some  twelve  hundred 
"  Years  back,  as  your  speech  confesses, 

"  At  Jerusalem  he  suli'or'd 
"  Certain  disagreeblenesses. 

"  Tliat  the  Jews  in  truth  destroy "d  liim 
"  Rests  upon  yoiu?  showing  solely, 

"  Seeing  the  delicti  corpus 

"  On  the  third  day  vanish'd  wholly. 

''  It  is  equally  uncertain 

"  Whether  he  was  a  connection 
•'  Of  our  God,  who  had  no  children — 

"  In,  at  least,  our  recollection. 

"  Our  great  God,  like  some  poor  lambkin, 

"  For  humanity  would  never 
"  Perish  ;  for  siich  philanthroi)ic 

"  Actions  he  is  far  too  clever. 

"  Our  great  God  of  love  knows  nothing, 

"  Never  to  aifection  yields  he, 
"  For  he  is  a  God  of  vengeance, 

"  And  as  God  his  thunders  wields  ho. 

"  Nothing  can  his  wrathful  lightnings 
"  From  the  sinner  turn  or  soften, 

"  And  the  latest  generations 

"  Yov  tlie  fathers'  sins  pay  often. 

"  Our  great  God,  he  lives  for  ever 

"  In  his  heavenly  halls  in  glory. 
"  And,  compared  with  him,  eternal 

"  Ages  are  but  transitory. 

"  ( )iir  great  God,  he  is  a  hearty 

"  God,  not  like  tlie  mytlis  iliat  fri^rlit  us, 

"  Pale  and  Iran  as  any  wafer, 
"  Or  tlie  shadows  by  Cocytus. 

*'  Our  great  God  is  strong,     lie  graspctlj 
"  Sun  and  moon  and  constellation  : 

**  Tlirones  are  crush'd,  and  people  vanish 
"  WIru  he  frowns  in  indignatiou. 
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"  And  ho  is  a  mighty  God. 

"  David  sings  :  We  cannot  measure 
"  All  his  greatness,  earth's  his  footstool, 

"  And  is  subject  to  his  pleasure. 

"  Our  great  God  loves  music  dearly, 
"  Lute  and  song  to  him  are  grateful ; 

"  But.  like  gnmts  of  sucking  pigs,  he 

"  Finds  the  sounds  of  churehbclls  hateful 

"  Great  Leviathan  the  fish  is 

•'  Who  beneath  the  ocean  strayeth, 

"  And  with  him  the  Lord  Almighty 
"  For  an  hour  each  morning  playeth. 

"  With  the'  exception  of  the  ninth  day 
"  Of  the  month  Ab,  that  sad  morrow, 

'•  When  they  burnt  his  holy  temple  ; 
"  On  that  day  too  great's  his  sorrow. 

'  Just  one  hundred  miles  in  length  is 
'•  The  Leviathan  ;  cacli  fin  is 

"  Big  as  Og  the  King  of  Basan, 
'■  And  his  tail  no  cedar  thin  is. 

"  Yet  his  flesh  resembles  turtle, 
''  And  its  flavour  is  perfection, 

"  And  the  Lord  will  ask  to  dinner 
"  On  the  day  of  resurrection 

"  All  his  own  elect,  the  righteous, 

"  Those  whose  faith  was  firm  and  stibh,, 

"  And  tliis  fish,  the  Lord's  own  favourite, 
"  Will  be  set  upon  the  table, 

"  Partly  dress'd  with  garlic  white  sauce, 
"  PiN'tly  stow'd  in  wine  and  toasted, 

"  r>ress'd  -with  raisins  and  with  spices, 
"•  Much  resembling  matelotes  roasted. 

"  Little  slices  of  horseradish 

"  Will  the  white  sauce  much  embellislt  < 
"  So  make  ready.  Friar  Jose, 

''  To  devour  the  fish  with  relish, 

"  And  the  raisin  sauce  I  spoke  of 
"  Makes  a  most  delicious  jelly, 
*  And  will  be  full  well  adapted, 

belly. 
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•'  What  God  cooks,  is  quite  perfection — • 
"  Monk,  my  honest  counsel  follow, 

"  And  be  circumcised,  your  jjortion 
"  Of  Leviathan  to  swallow." — 

Thus  the  EaV)bi  to  allure  him 

Spoke  with  inward  mirth  insulting, 

And  the  Jews,  with  pleasure  grunting, 
Brandish'd  all  tlieir  knives  exulting. 

To  cut  off  the  forfeit  foreskins, 

Victors  after  all  the  lighting, 
Genuine  spolia  opima 

In  this  conflict  so  exciting. 

But  the  monks  to  their  religion 

Stuck,  despite  the  Jews'  derision, 
And  were  equally  reluctant 

To  submit  to  circumcision. 

Next  the  Catholic  converter 

Answer'd,  Avhen  the  Jew  had  finish'd, 
His  abuse  again  repeating, 

Full  of  fury  uudiminish'd. 

Then  the  Kabbi  with  a  cautious 
Ardour,  Avith  liis  answer  follow'd  ; 

Tliough  his  heart  was  boiling  over, 
All  his  rising  gall  he  swallow'd. 

He  appeals  unto  the  Mischna, 

Treatises  and  commentaries. 
And  with  extracts  from  the  Tausvcs- 

Jontof  his  quotations  varies. 

But  what  blasphemy  now  speaks  the 

Friar,  arguments  in  want  df  I 
He  exclaim'd  :  "  I  wisli  the  devil 

"  Had  your  stupid  Tausves-Jontof  I" 

'*  This  surpasses  all,  good  heavens!" 

Fearfully  the  ]iabl)i  screeches. 
And  his  patience  lasts  no  longer, 

Like  a  maniac's  soon  his  speech  is. 

"  If  the  Taiisves-Joiitof's  nothing, 
"  What  is  left?     O  vile  detractor  ! 

•  Lord,  avenge  this  foul  transgression  ! 
'*  I'unish,  Lord,  this  makfuctor  I 
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For  the  Tiuisves-Joutof,  God, 
"  Is  thyself!     Aud  on  the  daring 
*'  Tausvcs-Jontof's  base  denier 

"  Thou  must  vent  thy  wrath  unspnriliS', 

"  Let  the  earth  consume  him,  like  the 
"  Wicked  band  of  Cora,  quickly, 

*'  Who  their  plots  and  machinations 
"  Sow'd  against  thee.  Lord,  so  thickly. 

"  Punish,  0  my  God,  his  baseness  ! 

"  Thunder  fortli  thy  loudest  thunder  ; 
"  Thou  with  pitch  and  brimstone  SodoDC 

''  And  Gomorrha  didst  bring  under. 

"  Strike  these  Capuchins  with  vigour, 
"  As  of  yore  thou  struckcst  Pharaoh 

"  Who  pursued  us,  as  well- laden 

"  Flying  from  his  land  we  were,  Oh! 

"  Knights  a  hundred  thousand  follow'd 
"  This  i^roud  monarch  of  Mizrayim, 

"  In  steel  armour,  with  bright  weajions 
"  In  their  terrible  Jadayim. 

"  Lord,  thy  right  hand  then  extending, 
''  Pharaoh  and  his  host  were  smitten 

"  In  the  Ked  Sea,  and  were  drown'd  there 
"  As  we  drown  a  common  kitten. 

"  Strike  these  Capuchins  with  vigour, 
"  Show  the  wicked  wretches  clearly 

"  That  the  lightnings  of  thine  anger 
"  Are  not  smoke  and  bluster  merely. 

"  Then  thy  triumph's  praise  and  glory 
"  I  will  sing  and  tell  of  proudly, 

"  And  moreover  will,  like  Miriam, 
"  Dance  and  play  the  timbrel  loudly.** 

Then  the  monk  with  equal  passion 
Answer 'd  thus  the  furious  Eabbi : 

"  Villain,  may  the  Lord  destroy  thee, 
"  Danmable,  accurst,  and  shabby  1 

"  I  can  well  defy  your  devils 
"  Wliom  the  Evil  One  created, 

"  Lucifer  and  Beelzebub, 
"  Astaratb  and  Belial  hated. 
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"  I  can  well  defy  your  spirits, 

"  And  your  hellisli  tricks  unliallow'd, 

"  For  in  mc  is  Jesus  Christ,  since 
"  I  his  body  blest  have  swallow'd. 

"  Christ  my  only  favourite  food  is, 

"  Than  Leviathan  more  savouiy, 
"  With  its  boasted  garlic  white  sauce 

"  Cook'd  by  Satan,  full  of  knavery. 

"  Ah  !  instead  of  thus  disputing, 

"  I  would  sooner  roast  and  bake  you 

"  With  your  comrades  on  the  warmest 
"  Funeral  pile,  the  devil  take  you  !" 

Thus  for  God  and  faith  the  tourney 

Goes  on  in  confusion  utter  ; 
But  in  vain  the  doughty  clianipions 

Screech  and  rail  and  stunu  and  splutter. 

For  twelve  hours  the  fight  has  Listed, 
Neither  side  gives  signs  of  tiring. 

Rut  the  public  fast  grow  weary. 
And  the  ladies  are  pei-spiring. 

And  the  Court,  too,  grows  impatient, 
Ladies  make  with  yawns  suggestions  ; 

To  the  lovely  queen  the  monarch 

Turns  and  asks  the  following  questions  ■ 

"  Tell  me,  what  is  your  opuiion '? 

"  Which  is  right,  and  whicli  the  liar? 
"  Will  you  give  your  verdict  rather 

"  For  the  liabbi  or  the  friar  y" 

Donna  Blanca  gazes  on  liini, 

Tlioughtfully  her  liands  slic  presses 

Witli  closed  fingers  on  her  forehead, 
And  tlie  lunnareli  tliiis  addresses: 

"Which  is  right,  I  cannot  tell  you, 

'•  But  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion 
"  That  tlu!  K;il>lii  and  the  monk  arc 

''  1V>{\\  in  stinking  l>ttd  conditiou.** 


50J 


LATEST    POEMa 

ri853-4.) 


1.  PEACE-YEARNING. 

OLET  thy  wounds  bleed  on,  and  let 
Thy  tears  for  ever  flow  unbidden — 
In  sorrow  revels  secret  joy, 

And  a  sweet  bahn  in  tears  is  hidden. 

If  strangers'  hand  did  wound  thee  not, 
Thou  by  thyself  must  needs  be  wounded 

Thank  God  with  all  thy  heart,  if  tears 
To  wet  thy  cheek  have  e'er  abounded. 

The  noise  of  day  is  hush'd,  and  night 
In  long  dark  mantle  comes  from  heaven  ; 

While  in  her  arms,  nor  fool  nor  dolt 
Can  break  the  rest  to  soothe  thee  given. 

Here  thou  art  safe  from  music's  noise. 
And  from  the  jjiano's  hammer-hammer, 

From  the  grand  opera's  pompous  notes, 
And  the  bravura's  fearful  clamour. 

Here  thou  art  not  pursued,  nor  jilagued 
By  endless  crowds  of  idle  smatt'rers  ; 

Nor  by  the  genius  Giacomo,* 

And  all  the  clique  of  world-known  chatt'rers. 

0  grave,  thou  art  the  Paradise 

Of  ears  that  shun  the  rabble's  chorus  ; 

Death's  good  indeed,  yet  better  'twere 
Our  loving  mothers  never  bore  us. 

2.  IN  ]\IAY. 

rpHE  friends  whom  I  kiss'd  and  caress'd  of  yortj 
X    Have  treated  me  now  with  cruelty  sore  ; 
My  heart  is  fast  breaking.    The  sun,  though,  above 
With  smiles  is  hailing  the  sweet  month  of  love. 

*  Moycrbecr. 
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Spring  bluoms  around.     In  the  greenwoocl  is  heard 
The  echoing  song  of  each  happy  bird, 
And  flowers  and  girls  wear  a  maidenly  smile  — 
O  beauteous  world,  I  hate  thee  the  while ; 

Yes,  Orcus"  solt  I  wcllnigh  praise  ; 
No  contrasts  vain  torment  there  our  days ; 
For  suffering  hearts  'tis  better  below. 
There  where  the  Stygian  night-waters  flow. 

That  sad  and  melancholy  stream, 
And  tile  Stynii)lialides'  dull  scream, 
The  Furies  suigsong.  so  harsh  and  shrill. 
With  Cerberus'  bark  tlie  pauses  to  till, — 

Those  match  full  well  with  sorrow  and  i^ain. 
In  Proserpine's  accursed  domain, 
]n  tlie  regicm  of  shadows,  the  valley  of  sighs, 
All  with  (jur  tears  doth  harmonize. 

But  here  above,  like  hateful  thin<xs, 
The  i-un  and  the  rose  inflict  their  stings  ; 
l'mn:oek'd  by  the  heavens  so  May-like  and  bluo  — 
0  beauteous  world,  I  hate  thee  anew ! 

3.  BODY  AXD  SOUL. 

1)00R  soul  doth  to  the  body  say  : 
I'll  never  leave  thee,  but  I'll  stay 
"With  thee  ;  yea,  1  with  thee  will  sink 
In  death  and  night,  destruction  drink. 
Tiiou  ever  wert  my  second  I, 
And  round  nie  clungest  lovingly. 
As  though  a  dress  of  satin  briglit. 
All  lined  throughout  with  crniiue  wjiito  — 
Alas  1  I've  come  to  nakedness, 
A  mere  abstniction,  bodiless, 
]ieduyed  u  blessed  nullity 
In  y(n  briglit  realms  of  li^dit  to  \x\ 
In  the  cold  halls  of  heavm  \ip  yonder, 
WIk  re  the  Immortals  silent  wander. 
And  ;.'up(;  Upon  nu;,  clatfring  by 
In  Icndt  ii  slijipcrs  wearily. 
'Tis  (juite  intolerable  ;  stay. 
Stay  with  me,  my  d.nr  body,  pray. 
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The  body  to  poor  soul  replied : 
Cheer  up,  be  not  dissatisfied  ! 
We  peacefully  must  learn  to  bear 
What  Fate  apportions  as  our  share. 
I  was  the  lamp's  wick  ;  I  must  now 
Consume  away  ;  the  sjiirit,  thou, 
Wilt  be  selected  by-and-by 
To  sparkle  as  a  star  on  high 
Of  purest  radiance.     I'm  but  rags. 
Merc  stuff,  like  rotten  tinder  bags, 
Collajising  fast,  and  nothing  worth. 
Becoming,  what  I  was,  mere  earth. 

Farewell !  take  comfort,  cease  comp]aiuii:.g; 
Perchanee  'tis  far  more  entertaining 
In  heaven  than  now  supposed  by  thee. 
If  thou  shouldst  e'er  the  great  bear  see 
(Not  Meyer-beer*)  in  those  bright  climes, 
Greet  him  from  me  a  thousand  times. 

■i.  RED  SLIPPERS. 

A  WICKED  cat,  grown  old  and  gray, 
That  she  was  a  shoemaker  chose  to  say, 
And  put  before  her  window  a  board 
Where  slippers  for  young  maidens  were  stored ; 
While  some  were  of  morocco  made, 
Others  of  satin  were  there  display 'd  ; 
Of  velvet  some,  with  edges  of  gold, 
And  figured  strings,  all  gay  to  behold. 
But  fairest  of  all  exposed  to  view 
Was  a  pair  of  slippers  of  scarlet  hue  ; 
They  gave  full  many  a  lass  delight 
With  their  gorgeous  colours  and  splendour  bright. 
A  young  and  snow-white  noble  mouse 
Who  chanced  to  pass  the  shoemaker's  house 
First  turn'd  to  look,  and  then  stood  still. 
And  then  i)ecp'd  over  the  window  sill. 
At  length  she  said  :  "  Good  day,  mother  eat  : 
"  You've  pretty  red  slippers,  I  grant  you  t.hat. 
"  If  they're  not  dear,  I'm  ready  to  buy, 
"  So  tell  me  the  price,  if  it's  not  too  high." 

*  Tlu;  famous  ooinposer,  whose  real  name  wa's  Beer. 
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"  My  good  young  lady,"  the  cat  replied, 

•'  Pray  do  me  the  favour  to  step  inside, 

"  And  honoiir  my  house,  I  venture  to  pray, 

"  With  your  gracious  presence.     Allow  me  to  say 

"  That  the  fairest  maidens  come  sh()p2)ing  to  me, 

"  And  duchesses  too,  of  high  degree. 

"  The  slippers  I'm  willing  full  cheap  to  sell, 

"  Yet  let  us  see  if  they'll  tit  you  well. 

"  Pray  step  inside,  and  take  a  scat" — 

Thus  the  wily  cat  did  falsely  entreat. 

And  the  poor  white  thing  in  her  ignorance  then 

Fell  plump  in  the  snare  in  that  murderous  den. 

The  little  mouse  sat  down  on  a  chair. 

And  lifted  her  small  leg  up  in  the  air, 

In  order  to  try  liow  the  red  shoes  fitted, 

A  picture  of  innocent  calm  to  be  pitied. 

When  sudden  the  wicked  cat  seized  her  fast, 

Her  murderous  talons  around  her  cast, 

And  bit  right  off  her  poor  little  head. 

'•My  dear  white  creature,'"  the  cat  then  said, 

"  My  sweet  little  mouse,  you're  as  dead  as  a  rat. 

"  The  scarlet  red  slippers  that  served  me  so  i)at 

"  I'll  kindly  place  uu  the  top  of  your  tomb, 

"  And  wlien  is  heard,  on  the  last  day  of  doom, 

"  The  Sfjund  of  the  trump,  O  mouse  so  wliite, 

"  From  out  of  your  grave  you'll  come  to  light, 

"  Like  all  the  rest,  and  then  you'll  be  able 

"  To  wear  your  red  slippers."    Here  ends  my  fabla 

MOKAL. 

YE  little  white  mice,  take  care  where  you  go. 
And  don't  be  seduced  by  worldly  show  ; 
I  counsel  you  sooner  barefooted  to  walk. 
Than  buy  slippers  of  cats,  however  tluy  talk. 

5.  iJAJiVi.dM.w  S(»i;i;(»\vs. 

I'M  summon'd  liy  di:itli.      I'd  lain,  my  lovo, 
Have  left  tluu!  biliind  in  a  wood  to  rove, 
In  one  of  those;  forests  of  iirs  so  <lrear, 
Where  vnltnres  build,  and  wolves'  bowlings  we  liear. 
Where  the  wild  sow  f»!arfnlly  grunts  t-vennore. 
The  lawful  spouse  of  the  light  grey  lioar. 
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I'm  summou'd  by  death.     'Twere  better  far 
If  I,  where  the  stormy  billows  are, 
Had  had  to  leave  thee,  my  wife,  my  child, 
And  straightway  the  northpole's  tempest  wild 
The  waters  had  flogg'd,  and  out  of  the  deep 
The  hideous  monsters  that  in  it  sleep, 
The  crocodile  fierce  and  the  shark,  had  come 
With  open  jaws,  and  around  thee  swum. 
Believe  me,  my  child,  Matilda,  my  wife, 
That  the  angry  sea,  in  its  wildest  strife. 
And  the  cruel  forest  less  dangers  give 
Than  the  city  where  we're  now  fated  to  live. 
Though  fearful  the  wolf  and  the  vulture  may  bo, 
The  shark,  and  the  monsters  dread  of  the  sea, 
Far  fiercer,  more  furious  beasts  have  their  birth 
In  Paris,  the  capital  proud  of  the  earth. 
Fair  Paris,  the  singing,  so  gay  in  her  revels. 
That  hell  to  the  angels,  that  heaven  to  devils. — 
That  thee  I  must  leave  in  this  dungeon  sad, 
This  drives  me  crazy,  this  drives  mo  mad. 

With  scornful  buzzing  around  my  bed 
The  black  flies  come  ;  on  my  nose  and  head 
They  perch  themselves — detestable  race  ! 
Amongst  them  are  some  with  a  human  face, 
And  elephants'  trunks  (though  small  in  span) 
Like  the  god  Ganesa  in  Hindostan. 
In  my  brain  I  hear  noises  and  heavy  knocks, 
It  sounds  as  if  they  were  packing  a  box, 
And  ray  reason  departs,  alas  !  alas  ! 
Ere  I  myself  from  this  eartli  can  pass. 

6.  THE  SLAVE  SHIP. 

PART   I. 

THE  supercargo  Mynher  Van  Koek 
In  his  cabin  sits  adding  his  figures  ; 
He  calculates  his  cargo's  amount, 

And  the  probable  gain  from  his  niggers. 

*'  My  gum  and  pepper  are  good  :  the  stock 
"  Is  three  hundred  chests  of  all  sizes ; 

*'  I've  gold  dust  and  ivory  too  in  store, 

"  But  the  black  ware  by  far  the  best  prize  ie. 
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"  Six  husdred  niggers  I  bought  dirt-cheap 

"  Where  the  Seuegal  river  is  flowing ; 
'*  Their  flesh  is  firm,  and  their  sinews  tough 

"  As  the  finest  iron  going. 

"  I  got  them  by  barter,  and  gave  in  exchange 
"  Glass  beads,  steel  goods,  and  some  brandy ; 

"  I  shall  make  at  least  eight  hundred  per  ccnit. 
"  With  but  half  of  them  living  and  handy. 

"  If  only  throe  hundred  niggers  are  left, 

"  When  I  get  to  Eio  Janeiro, 
"  I  shall  have  a  hundred  ducats  a  head 

"  From  the  house  of  Gonzales  Perrciro." — 

Here  all  of  a  sudden  Mynher  Van  Koek 

Was  disturb'd  in  his  meditation, 
For  Doctor  Yan  Smissen  enter'd  in, 

The  vessel's  surgeon  by  station. 

His  figure  was  just  as  thin  as  a  lath, 

And  his  nose  had  warts  all  over ; 
"  Well,  worthy  Doctor,"  cxclaim'd  Van  Kook, 

"  Are  my  niggers  still  living  in  clover  ?" 
The  Doctor  thaiik'd  him,  and  said  in  reply : 

"  I've  come  with  a  tale  of  disaster; 
"  Throughout  the  night,  I"m  sorry  to  say. 

"  The  deaths  have  gi-own  faster  and  faster. 

"  The  average  daily  number  is  two, 

"  But  to-day  just  seven  have  died.  Sir.— 

"  Four  men  and  three  woni(;n  ;  I  wrote  ihc  lo.^a 
"  At  once  in  the  log  as  my  guide.  Sir. 

"  I  closely  inspected  every  corpse, 

"  For  these  rascals  have  often  a  notion 
«  To  feign  tlumisclvc'S  dead,  in  liopi^s  that  they 

"  May  be  thrown  away  into  the  occmi. 
"  I  took  the  irons  from  oft'  the  dead, 

"  And  according  to  usual  custom 
"  Next  nioniing  •arly  into  tlu!  sea 

"  I  bid  the  sailors  thrast  'cm. 
"  A-t  onec  the  sharks  from  out  of  the  wav<;H 

"  Sliot  nj)  in  countless  legions; 
•'  Thev  love  full  drurly  th(^  niggers'  flrsli, 

"  My  b<«ardcrs  are  they  in  these  regions. 
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"  They  have  follow'd  after  tlic  track  of  the  sliip, 

*•  Since  we've  left  the  land  in  the  distance ; 
"  The  creatures  smell  the  scent  of  a  corpse 

"  With  ravenous  snuffling  persistence. 
"  In  truth  'tis  a  capital  joke  to  see 

"  How  after  the  bodies  they  follow  ; 
"  One  takes  the  head,  another  a  leg, 

"  While  the  rest  the  fragments  swallow. 
"  Then  round  the  ship  contented  they  roll, 

"  When  they've  finished  their  eating  and  crunching 
"  And  stare  in  my  face,  as  if  they  sought 

"  To  thank  me  for  their  luncheon." — 
Then  spake  Van  Koek,  as  he  sadly  sigh'd, 

When  the  Doctor  his  story  had  fiuish'd  : 
"  How  to  lessen  the  evil  ?     In  what  way  best 

"  Can  the  rate  of  the  deaths  be  diminish'd  y" 
The  Doctor  rejdied  :  "  Many  niggers  have  died 

"  By  their  own  misconduct  stealthy ; 
"  Their  breath's  so  bad,  that  it  poisons  the  air 

"  In  the  shiji.  and  makes  it  unhealthy. 

"  Through  lowncss  of  spirits,  too,  many  have  died, 

'•  And  ennui,  in  this  dreary  stillness ; 
"  I  think  that  air  and  music  and  dance 

"  Would  soon  remove  their  illness." — 
Then  cried  Van  Koek:  '•  An  excellent  plan  ! 

'•  Dear  Doctor,  I  utter  no  slander, 
"  When  I  say  that  like  Aristotle  you're  wise, 

"  The  tutor  of  Alexander. 

"  The  Tulip-improvement  Society's  head 

"  In  the  town  of  Delft  may  be  clever, 
"  But  he  hasn't  one  half  of  your  brains,  I'm  sure,— 

"  Your  equal  I've  met  with  never. 
"  Then,  music,  music !     The  niggers  all 

"  On  the  deck  I'll  see  dancing  and  kicking, 
"  And  whosoever  won't  join  in  the  fun 

*'  Shall  receive  in  reward  a  good  licking." 

PART   II. 

ON  high,  from  the  heaven's  blue  canopy, 
Manv  thousand  stars  are  gleaming. 
Like  the  eyes  of  fair  women,  so  large  and  clear^ 
And  with  locks  of  yearning  beaming. 
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They're  looking  down  on  the  ocean  below, 
Whose  wav.'S  in  the  distance  are  curling, 

In  phosphorescent  blue  vaj)our  all  veil'd. 
While  the  billows  are  joyously  whirling. 

Not  a  sail  on  the  slave-ship  is  fluttering  now, 

As  though  without  tackle  she's  lying ; 
But  lanthorns  are  glimmering  high  on  the  decks 

Whore  the  dance  with  the  music  is  vying. 

The  cook  of  the  vessel  is  playing  the  flute, 

The  steersman's  playing  the  fiddle, 
The  trumpet  is  blown  by  the  Doctor  himself, 

And  a  lad  beats  the  drum  in  the  middle. 

A  hundred  niggers,  both  women  and  men, 

Are  yelling  and  whirling  and  leajiing. 
As  though  they  were  mad  ;  and  at  every  spring 

Their  irons  the  tune  are  keeping. 

They  stamp  on  the  ground  in  ujiroarious  mirth. 

And  many  a  swarthy  maiden 
Clasps  her  naked  partner  with  warmth,  while  at  times 

The  ail-  with  their  groanings  is  laden. 

The  jailer  acts  as  mailre  des  flaisirs. 

And  dealing  his  laslies  so  fearful. 
The  weary  dancers  he  stimulates, 

And  bids  them  be  merry  and  cheerful. 

So  dideldumdci  and  sclincdderedeng ! 

Tlie  strange  unwonted  c(jnnuotion 
Aroused  from  their  lazy  slumbers  below 

The  monsters  fierce  of  the  ocean. 

All-heavy  with  sleep,  the  sharks  swam  uj), 

In  numbers  many  a  liundred  ; 
They  stupidly  stared  at  th.:  ship  on  liigh 

With  amazement,  and  blindly  wondered. 

Tliey  sec  that  their  usual  breakfast  time 

Has  not  come  as  soon  as  'tis  wanted. 
So  they  gape  and  oi)e  wide  their  throat:-,  tin  ir  juws 

With  teeth  like  saws  being  planted. 

And  dideldunulei  and  sclmedderedeng! 

There  seems  no  end  to  the  dances  ; 
Tlie  sharks  grow  impatient,  and  bite  thomselvoe 

In  the  tail  \nth  their  teeth  like  lances. 
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I  presiime  that  for  music  they've  got  no  tast,e. 

Like  many  an  ignoramus ; 
Trust  not  the  beast  that  music  loves  not, 

Says  Albion's  poet  famoiis. 

And  schnecldcreJtiKg  and  didcldumdoi  ! 

Not  one  of  the  dancers  seems  lazy ; 
At  the  foremast  stands  Mynher  Van  Koek, 

And  with  folded  hands  thus  prays  he  : 

"  For  Christ's  dear  sake,  0  spare,  good  Lord, 

"  The  lives  of  these  swartliy  sinners ; 
"  If  they've  anger Yl  thee  e'er,  thou  know'st  they're  as 
dull 

"  As  the  beasts  that  we  cat  for  our  dinners. 

''  O  spare  their  lives,  for  Christ's  dear  sake, 

"  Who  died  for  our  salvation  ; 
"  For  unless  I  have  left  me  three  hundred  head, 

"  There's  an  end  to  my  occupation." 

7.  AFFRONTENBURG. 

^piME  fleeteth,  yet  that  castle  old, 
J-     With  all  its  battlements,  its  tower, 
And  simple  folk  that  in  it  dwelt, 
Appears  before  me  every  hour. 

I  ever  see  the  weathercock 

That  on  the  roof  turn'd  round  so  drily ; 
Each  person,  ere  he  spoke  a  word, 

Was  wont  to  look  up  tow'rds  it  slily. 

He  that  would  talk,  iirst  learnt  the  wind, 
For  fear  the  ancient  grumbler  Boreas 

Might  turn  against  him  suddenly, 

Tormenting  him  with  blast  uproarious. 

In  truth,  the  wisest  held  their  tongues, 

For  in  that  place  an  echo  sported, 
Which,  when  it  answer 'd  back  the  voice, 

Each  word  maliciously  distorted. 

Amidst  the  castle  garden  stood 

A  marble  fount,  with  sphinxes  round  it, 

For  ever  dry,  though  tears  enough 
Had  flow'd  inside  it,  to  have  drown'd  it 
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0  most  accursed  garden !     Ah, 

No  single  spot  was  in  thy  keeping 
Wherein  my  heart  had  not  been  sad, 

Wherein  my  eye  had  not  known  weeping. 

No  single  tree  did  it  contain 

Beneath  whose  shade  affronts  injurious 

Had  not  against  me  utter'd  been 
By  tongues  ironical  or  furious. 

The  toad  that  listen'd  in  the  grass 

Unto  the  rat  hath  all  confided, 
Who  told  his  aunt  the  viper  straight 

The  news  in  which  himself  he  prided. 

She  in  her  turn  told  cousin  frog, — 

And  in  this  manner  each  relation 
In  the  whole  filthy  race  soon  learnt 

My  dire  affronts  and  sad  vexation. 

The  garden  roses  were  full  fair. 

And  sweet  the  fragrance  that  they  scattcr'd  ; 
Yet  early  wither 'd  they  and  died. 

By  a  mysterious  poison  shatter'd. 

And  next  the  nightingale  was  sick 

To  death, — that  songster  loved  and  cherish'd, 
That  sang  to  every  rose  her  song ; 

Through  her  own  poison's  taste  she  perishM. 

O  most  accursed  garden !     Yea, 

It  was  as  though  a  curse  oppress'd  it ; 

Oft  was  I  seized  by  ghostly  fear. 

While  broad  clear  daylight  still  posscss'd  it 

The  green-eyed  spectre  on  me  grinn'd, 

Terror  with  fuarful  mockery  vying. 
While  from  tlic  yew-trees  straightway  ruse 

A  sound  of  groaning,  choking,  sighing. 

At  the  long  alley's  end  arose 

The  terrace  whore  the  Bjiltic  Ocean 
At  time  of  flowl  its  billows  diuslid 

Against  the  rocks  in  wild  commotion. 

There  sees  one  far  across  the  main. 

There  stood  I  oft,  in  wild  dreams  roaming; 

The  brcakoi-s  tiU'd  my  hfsart  as  well 

With  ceaseless  roaring:,  raging,  foaming. 

2  I, 
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A  foaming,  raging,  roaring  'twas, 
As  powerless  as  the  biUows  curling 

That  the  hard  rock  broke  mournfully, 

Proudly  as  they  their  shocks  were  hurling,, 

With  envy  saw  I  ships  pass  by. 

Some  happier  country  seeking  gladly, 

While  I  am  in  this  castle  chain'd 

With  bonds  accurst,  and  pining  sadly. 

8.  APPENDIX  TO  "LAZARUS."* 
I. 

HOLT  parables  discarding, 
And  each  guess,  however  pious, 
To  these  awful  questions  plainly 
Seek  with  answers  to  supply  us  : — 

Wherefore  bends  the  Just  One,  bleeding 
'Neath  the  cross's  weight  laborious, 

While  upon  his  steed  the  Wicked 
Eides  aU-proudly  and  victorious  ? 

Wherein  lies  the  fault  ?     It  is  not 

That  our  God  is  not  almighty  ? 
Or  hath  he  himself  offended  ? — 

Such  a  thought  seems  wild  and  flighty. 

Thus  are  we  for  ever  asking, 

Till  at  length  our  mouths  securely 

With  a  clod  of  earth  are  fasten'd, — 
That  is  not  an  answer,  surely  ? 

n. 

MY  head  by  the  maiden  swarthy  but  fair 
Was  press'd  'gainst  her  bosom  with  yearning  ; 
But,  alas !  to  grey  soon  turn'd  my  hair, 
Where  had  fallen  her  tears  so  burning. 

She  kiss'd  me  ill,  and  she  kiss'd  me  lame^ 

She  kiss'd  till  my  eyes  were  faded  ; 
My  spinal  marrow  dried  up  became. 

By  her  mouth's  wild  sucking  pervaded. 

*  See  Book  II.  of  "  Eomanooro." 
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My  body  is  now  a  corpi3e,  wlierein 

My  spirit  is  f etter'd  closely ; 
*Tis  often  angry,  and  makes  a  din. 

And  storms  and  struggles  morosely, 

0  impotent  enrses  I     Not  even  a  fly 
Can  be  kill'd  by  mere  execrations  ; 

Submit  to  thy  fate,  and  patiently  try 
To  bear  Heaven's  dispensations. 

m. 

HOW  slowly  time  is  crawling  on, 
That  serpent  terrible  and  creeping  ! 
"While  I,  alas  1  all-motionless, 

On  the  same  spot  am  ever  weeping. 

On  my  dark  cell  no  ray  of  hope 

Hath  shone,  no  sunbeam  e'er  hath  risen  ; 

For  nothing  but  the  churchyard's  vault 
Shall  1  exchange  this  fatal  prison. 

Perchance  I  long  ago  did  die, 

Perchance  the  phantasies  which  nightly 
Hold  in  my  brain  their  shifting  dance 

Are  nought  but  ghostly  forms  unsightly. 

They  may  full  well  the  spectres  bo 
Of  some  old  heathen  gods  or  devils ; 

They  gladly  choose  the  empty  skull 
Of  a  dead  poet  for  their  revels. 

Those  orgies  sweet  but  terrible. 

Those  nightly  ghost-acts,  full  of  warning, 
The  poet's  corpse-hand  ofttimcs  seeks 

To  place  on  record  in  the  morning. 

ONCE  saw  I  many  a  blooming  flower 
Upon  my  way,  but  Rlnfhfiilly 
Stoop'd  n^*;  to  pluck  them  in  that  hour, 
And  on  my  proud  steed  haston'd  by. 

Now  when  I'm  near  to  death,  and  languish. 
Now  when  beneath  mo  yn■"'nJ^  the  tonil), 

Oft  in  my  thought,  with  bitter  anguisli, 
Koturus  the'  unheeded  flowers'  perfume. 
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Ent  most  of  all,  my  brain  is  l)nniing 
Witli  a  bright  yellow  violet  fair  ; 

Wild  beauty !     How  I  grieve  witli  ycaruijig, 
To  tkLnk  that  I  enjoy 'd  thee  ne'er ! 

My  comfort  is  :  Oblivion's  waters 
Have  not  yet  lost  their  olden  might 

The  dull  hearts  of  earth's  sons  and  daughters 
To  steep  in  Lethe's  blissful  night. 

V. 

I  SAW  them  laughing,  smiling  gladly,— 
1  saw  them  ruin'd  utterly  ; 
I  heard  them  weeping,  dying  sadly,-— 
And  yet  I  utter'd  not  a  sigh. 

Each  corpse  I  as  a  mourner  follow'd, 
Yea,  to  the  churchyard  follow'd  I, 

And  tlien — with  appetite  I  swallow'd, 
My  noontide  meal,  I'll  not  deny. 

I  now  recall  that  band  long  perish'd. 
With  feelings  sadden'd  and  o2)prcss'd  : 

Like  sudden  glowing  love  once  chcrish'd 
They  strangely  storm  within  my  breast. 

And  most  'tis  Juliet's  tears  so  burning 
That  in  my  memory  spring  to  light ; 

My  sadness  turns  to  ceaseless  yearning, 
I  call  upon  her  day  and  night. 

In  feverish  dreams,  with  soft  emotion 
The  faded  flower  oft  comes  again  ; 

Methinks  a  posthumous  devotion 
To  my  love's  glow  it  offers  then. 

O  gentle  phantom,  clasp  me  often 

With  strong  and  ever  stronger  power  ; 

Unto  my  lips  press  thine,  and  soften 
The  bitterness  of  this  last  hour. 

TI. 

rpHOU  wast  a  maiden  fair,  so  good  and  kindly, 

L     So  neat,  so  cool — in  vain  I  waited  blijidly 
Till  came  the  hour  wherein  thy  gentle  heart 
^Vould  ope,  and  inspiration  play  its  jmrt. 
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Yea,  insi)iratiou  for  those  lofty  things 
"Which  proso  and  reason  tleem  but  waudorings, 
But  yet  for  which  the  noblo,  lovely,  good 
Upon  this  earth  rave,  suffer,  shed  their  blood. 

Upon  the  Eliine's  fair  strand,  where  vine-hills  smile, 
Once  in  glad  summer  days  we  roam'd  the  while ; 
Bright  laugh'd  the  sun,  sweet  incense  in  that  hour 
Stream 'd  from  the  beauteous  cup  of  every  flower. 

Tlio  purple  pinks  and  roses  breath 'd  in  turn 
Bed  kisses  on  us,  which  like  fire  did  burn ; 
Kven  the  smallest  daisy's  faint  perfume 
Aj)pear'd  a  life  ideal  then  to  bloom. 

Buf  thou  didst  peacefully  beside  mo  go, 

In  a  white  satin  dress,  demuie  and  slow, 

Jjikc  some  girl's  portrait  limn'd  by  Netscher's  art, 

A  little  glacier  seem'd  to  be  thy  heart. 

VII. 

AT  reason's  solemn  judgment-seat 
Thy  full  acquittal  hath  been  spoken ; 
The  verdict  says :  the  little  one 

By  word  or  deed  no  law  hath  broken. 

Yes,  dumb  and  motionless  thou  stood'st, 

While  madd'ning  flames  were  raging  through  mo ; 

l^hou  stirredst  not,  no  word  thou  spak'st., 
Yet  thuu'lt  be  over  guilty  to  mo. 

Throughout  my  visions  every  night 

A  voice  accusing  cciaseth  nevtT 
To  charge  thee  with  ill  will,  and  say 

That  thou  hast  ruin'd  mo  for  ever. 

It  brings  its  proofs  and  witnesses. 

Its  musty  rolls  from  tliought  long  baiiiHh'd 
And  yet  at  morning,  with  my  dream. 

Lo,  the  accuser  too  hath  vanisli'd  I 

Now  hath  it  in  my  inmost  heart, 

Witli  all  its  records,  n^fiigo  t:iK(ii 
One  only  haunts  my  memory  still  : 

That  I  am  ruin'd  and  forsake  ii. 
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vm. 


THY  letter  was  a  flash  of  lightning, 
lUuming  night  with  sudden  glow ; 
It  served  with  dazzling  force  to  show 
How  deep  my  misery  is,  how  fright'ning. 

E'en  thou  compassion  then  didst  share, 
Who,  'mid  my  life's  sad  desolation, 
Stood'st,  like  the  sculptor's  mute  creation, 

As  cold  as  marble,  and  as  fair. 

O  God,  how  wretched  must  I  be ! 
For  into  speech  her  lips  are  waking, 
From  out  her  eyes  the  tears  are  breaking, 

The  stone  feels  for  me  tenderly. 

The  sight  hath  fill'd  me  with  confusion  ; 

Have  pity.  Lord,  though  thou  mayst  chasten, 
Thy  peace  bestow,  and  quickly  hasten 

This  fearful  tragedy's  conclusion. 

rs. 

THE  true  sphynx's  form's  the  same  as 
Woman's ;  this  I  see  full  clearly ; 
And  the  paws  and  lion's  body 
Are  the  poet's  fancy  merely. 

Dark  as  death  is  still  the  riddle 

Of  this  true  sphynx.     E'en  the  clever 

Son  and  husband  of  Jocasta 

Such  a  hard  one  found  out  never. 

By  good  luck,  though,  woman  knows  not 

Her  own  riddle's  explanation  ; 
If  the  answer  she  discover'd, 

Earth  would  fall  from  its  foundation. 

X. 

THREE  women  sit  at  the  crossway  lonely, 
They're  thinking  and  spinning, 
They're  sighing  and  grinning ; 
Their  very  aspect  is  hideous  only. 
The  distaff  the  first  holds,  so  placid ; 
The  threads  she  setteth. 
And  each  one  wetteth ; 
So  her  hangijig  lip  is  aU  dry  and  flaccid. 
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The  spindle  tlie  second  one  dances 

in  a  circle  'tis  wkLrling, 

In  droll  fasliion  t\vii'ling  ; 
The  old  woman's  eyes  shoot  blood-red  glances. 

The  third  Fate's  hands,  so  befitting, 

Hold  the  scissors  so  dreary, 

She  hums  Miserere, 
And  sharp  is  her  nose,  with  a  wart  on  it  sitting. 

O  hasten  thee  quickly,  and  sever 

My  life's  thread  so  sadd'ning, 

Escaping  this  madd'ning 
Turmoil  of  life's  distresses  for  ever ! 

XI. 

I  SCORN  the  heavenly  plains  above  me, 
In  the  blest  laud  of  Paradise ; 
No  fairer  women  there  will  love  me 

Than  those  whom  here  on  earth  I  prize. 

No  angel  blest,  his  high  flight  winging, 
Could  there  replace  my  darling  wife ; 

To  sit  on  clouds,  whilst  psalms  I'm  singing. 
Would  small  enjoyment  give  to  life. 

0  Lord,  methinks  'twere  best  to  leave  me 

Upon  this  lower  world  to  dwell ; 
But  lirst  from  sufferings  reprieve  mo, 

Some  money  granting  me  as  well. 

The  world,  I  know,  is  overflowing 

Witii  sin  and  misery  ;  yet  I 
Have  learnt  full  well  the  art  of  going 

Along  its  pavement  quietly. 

Life's  bustle  cannot  now  annoy  mo, 
F(jr  'tis  but  seldom  that  I  roam  ; 

Beside  my  wife  I'd  fain  employ  mo 
In  slippers  and  loose-coat  ut  homo. 

Leave  mo  with  hor  !     Wlicn  she  is  prattling, 
My  soul  drinks  in  tlio  music  dear 

Of  tliat  sweet  voice,  so  gaily  rattling,    - 
iler  look  so  fiutliful  is  and  clear  1 
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For  liealtli  alone  and  means  of  living, 
Lord,  ask  I !     Lot  me  stay  below 

For  many  a  day  its  blessings  giviiig, 
Beside  my  wife  in  statu  quo  ! 

9.  THE  DRAGONFLY. 

THE  beauteous  dragonfly's  dancing 
By  tbe  waves  of  the  rivulet  glancing  ; 
She  dances  here  and  she  dances  there, 
The  glimmering,  glittering  fluttercr  fair. 

Full  many  a  beetle  with  loud  applause 
Admires  her  dress  of  azure  gauze, 
Admises  her  body's  bright  splendour, 
And  also  her  figure  so  slender. 

Full  many  a  beetle,  to  his  cost, 

His  modicum  small  of  reason  lost ; 

Her  wooers  are  humming  of  love  and  truth, 

Brabant  and  Holland  pledging  forsooth. 

The  dragonfly  smiled  and  thus  spake  she  : 
"  Brabant  and  Holland  are  nought  to  me ; 
"  But  haste,  if  my  charms  you  admire, 
"  And  fetch  me  a  sparklet  of  fire. 

"  The  cook  has  just  been  brought  to  bed, 
"  And  I  my  supper  must  cook  instead  ; 
"  The  coals  on  the  hearth  are  burnt  away,— 
"  So  fetch  me  a  sparklet  of  fire,  I  pray." 

Scarce  had  the  false  one  spoken  the  word. 
When  off  the  beetles  flew,  like  a  bird. 
They  seek  for  fire,  and  soon  they  find 
Their  home  in  the  wood's  left  far  behind. 

At  length  they  see  a  candle's  light 
In  garden-bower  burning  bright  ; 
And  then  with  amorous  senseless  aim, 
They  headlong  rush  in  the  candle's  flame. 

The  candle's  flame  with  crackling  consumed 
The  beetles  and  their  fond  hearts  so  dooni'd ; 
"While  some  with  their  lives  did  expiatioEj 
Some  only  lost  wings  in  the  conflagration. 
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0  WOO  to  tho  beetle,  wLose  wut^s  have  been 
Burnt  off!     In  a  foreign  land,  I  ween, 

He  must  crawl  on  the  ground  like  vermin  fell, 
Witli  humid  insects  that  nastily  smell. 

One's  bad  companions — he's  heard  to  say, — ■ 
Are  the  worst  of  plagues,  in  exile's  day. 
We're  forced  to  converse  with  every  sort 
Of  noxious  creatures,  of  bugs  in  short, 

Wlio  treat  us  as  though  their  comrades  were  wo, 
Because  in  the  selfsame  mud  we  be. 
Of  this  complain'd  old  Virgil's  scholar, 
The  poet  of  exile  and  hell,  with  choler. 

1  think  with  grief  of  the  happier  time. 
When  I  in  my  glory's  woll-winged  primo 
In  my  native  ether  was  playing, 

On  sunny  flowers  was  straying. 

From  rosy  calixes  food  I  drew. 

Was  thought  of  importance,  and  wheeling  flew 

With  butterflies  all  of  elegance  rare. 

And  with  the  cricket,  the  aitist  fair. 

But  since  my  poor  wings  I  happen'd  to  burn, 
To-my  fatherland  now  I  ne'er  can  return  ; 
I'm  turn'd  to  a  worm,  that  will  soon  expire, 
I'm  rotting  away  in  foreign  mire. 

0  would  that  I  had  never  met 
The  dragonfly,  that  azui'o  coquette, 
With  figure  so  lino  and  sleutlei", 
Tho  fail"  but  cruel  pretender  I 

10.  ASCENSION. 

rpIIE  body  lay  on  tho  bier  of  death, 
JL      While  tlic  poor  soul,  wluai  gone  its  breath, 
Escaping  from  earth's  constant  riot, 
Was  on  its  way  to  heavenly  quiet 

Th(!ii  kiiock'd  it  at  tlic  jjorlul  high. 
And  Kj)aku  tliusu  words  with  a  heavy  sij^h  : 
••  Saint  Peter,  givo  me  inside  a  plac(!, 
■■'  1  am  so  tired  of  life's  hard  race. 
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*'  On  silken  pillows  I  fain  would  rest 
"  In  heaven's  bright  realms,  and  play  my  oeat 
"  With  darling  angels  at  blindman's-bufi^ 
"  Enjoying  repose  and  bliss  enough  1" 

A  clatter  of  slippers  ere  long  was  heard, 
A  bunch  of  keys  appear'd  to  be  stu-r'd, 
And  out  of  a  lattice,  the  entrance  near, 
Saint  Peter's  visage  was  seen  to  peer. 

He  spake  :  "  The  vagabonds  come  again, 

"  The  gipsies,  Poles,  and  their  beggarly  train, 

"  The  idlers  and  the  Hottentots — 

"  They  come  alone  and  they  come  in  knots, 

"  And  fain  would  enter  on  heaven's  bright  rest, 

"  And  there  be  angels,  and  there  be  blest. 

"  Halloa,  halloa  !     For  gallows'  faces 

"  Like  yours,  for  such  contemptible  races 

"  Were  never  created  the  halls  of  bliss, — 

"  Your  portion's  with  Satan,  far  off  from  this. 

"  Away,  away,  and  take  your  flight 

"  To  the  black  pool  of  endless  night." — 

The  old  man  thus  growl'd,  but  hadn't  the  heart 
To  continue  to  play  a  blustering  part. 
So  added  these  words,  its  sjiirits  to  cheer  : 
"  Poor  soul,  in  truth  thou  dost  not  appear 
"  To  that  base  troop  of  rogues  to  belong — 
"  Well,  well,  I'll  grant  thy  desire  so  strong, 
"  Because  it  is  my  birthday  to-day, 
"  And  I  feel  just  now  in  a  merciful  way. 
"  But  meanwhile  tell  me  the  coimtry  and  place 
"  From  whence  thou  comest ;  and  was  it  the  case 
"  That  thou  wast  married  ?     It  happens  sometimea 
'  A  husband's  patience  atones  for  all  crimes  ; 
*'  A  husband  need  not  in  hell  to  be  stew'd, 
"  Nor  need  we  him  from  heaven  exclude." 

The  soul  replied :  "  From  Prussia  T  came, 
*'  My  native  town  is  Berlin  by  name, 
"  There  ripples  the  Spree,  and  in  its  bed 
"  The  young  cadets  jump  heels  over  head  ; 
**  It  overflows  kindly,  when  rains  begin — ■ 
**  A  beautiful  spot  is  indeed  Berlin  i 


LATEST  POEMS.  ,023 

*  I  was  a  private  teacher  when  there, 

"  And  much  philosophy  read  with  care. 

"  I  married  a  chanoinesse — strange  to  sty, 

"  She  quarrell'd  frightfully  every  day, 

"  Especially  when  in  the  house  was  no  bread — 

"  'Twas  this  that  kill'd  me,  and  now  I  am  dead." 

Saint  Peter  cried  :  "■  Alack,  alack  I 
"  Philosophy's  but  the  trade  of  a  quack. 
"  In  truth  it  is  a  puzzle  to  me 
"  Why  people  study  philosophy. 
.  "  It  is  such  tedious  and  profitless  stuff, 
"  And  is  moreover  godless  enough  ; 
"  In  hunger  and  doubt  their  votaries  dwell, 
"  Till  Satan  carries  them  off  to  hclL 
'•'  Well  thy  Xantippe  might  make  exclamations 
"  Against  the  thin  and  washy  potations 
"  From  whence  upon  her,  with  comforting  gleam 
"  No  eye  of  fat  could  ever  beam. 
"  But  now,  poor  soul,  pray  comforted  be ! 
"  The  strictest  commands  ai'e  given  to  me, 
"  'Tis  true,  that  each  who  whilst  he  did  live 
"  To  philosophy  used  his  attention  to  give, 
"  Especially  to  the  godless  German, 
*'  Should  be  diiven  away  from  hence  like  vermin. 
"  Yet  'tis  my  bii'thday  to-day,  as  I 
'*  Have  said,  so  there  is  a  reason  why 
"  111  not  reject  thee,  but  opo  for  a  minute 
"  The  gate  of  heaven — quick,  enter  within  it 
"  With  utmost  speed — 

"  Now  all  is  right ! 
"  The  whole  of  the  day,  from  morn's  first  light 
"  Till  lato  in  the  evening,  thou  canst  walk 
"  Eound  heaven  at  will,  and  dreamily  stalk 
"  Along  its  jewel-paved  sti'cets  so  fair  ; 
"  But  miud,  thou  must  not  meddle  wlicu  there 
"  With  any  philosophy,  or  I  shall  bo 
*'  Soon  coniprouiiscd  most  terribly. 
"  When  angels  thou  hearcst  sijigiug,  nssumo 
"  A  face  of  rapture,  and  never  of  gloom  ; 
"  But  if  an  arcliHiigrd  sung  the  song, 
"  Be  full  of  in8i)iration  strong, 
"  And  say  that  Malibran  no'or  prcti  iidod 
"  To  have  a  soprano  ho  rir-h  raid  .sph mlid  ; 
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"  And  ever  applaud  eacli  tuneful  liymu 

"  Of  cherubim  and  of  serapLim. 

"  Compare  them  all  with  Signer  Eubini, 

"  With  Mario  and  Tamburini, 

"  Give  them  the  title  of  Excellencies, 

"  And  be  not  sparing  of  reverencies. 

"  The  singers  in  heaven,  as  well  as  on  earth, 

"  Have  all  loved  flattery  since  their  birth. 

"  The  world's  great  Chapel-master  on  high, 

"  E'en.He  is  pleased  when  they  glorify 

"  His  works,  and  delighteth  to  hear  ador'd 

"  The  wonders  of  God,  the  mighty  Lord, 

"  And  when  a  psalm  to  His  glory  and  praiso 

"  In  thickest  incense  clouds  they  raise. 

"  Forget  me  not.     Whenever  to  thee 

"  The  glory  of  heaven  causes  ennui, 

"  Then  hither  come,  and  at  cards  we'll  play. 

*'  All  games  alike  are  in  my  way, 

"  From  doubledummy  to  faro  I'll  go, — 

"  We'll  also  drink.     But,  apropos, 

"  If  thou  should'st  meet,  when  going  from  hence, 

"  The  Lord,  and  He  should  ask  thee  from  whenco 

"  Thou  com'st,  let  no  word  of  Berlin  be  said, 

"  But  say,  from  Vienna  or  Munich  instead." 

11.  THE  AFFIANCED  ONES. 

rpHOU  weep'st,  and  on  me  look'st,  believing 
JL     That  thou  art  for  my  anguish  grieving — 
Thou  know'st  not,  wife,  that  'tis  for  theo 
The  tear  escapes  thee,  not  for  me. 

O  tell  me  if  it  be  not  true 

That  o'er  thy  spirit  sometimes  grew 

The  blest  foreboding,  showing  thee 

That  we  were  join'd  by  fate's  decree  ? 

United,  bliss  was  ours  below. 

But  sever'd,  nought  is  ours  but  woe. 

In  the  great  book  'tis  written  clearly 
That  we  should  love  each  other  dearly. 
Thy  place  should  be  upon  my  breast, 
Here  first  awoke  seK-knowledge  blest ; 
From  out  the  realm  of  plants,  with  power 
'Twas  mine  to  free,  to  kiss  thee,  flower  ! — 
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Raise  tbec  to  me,  to  highest  life, 
'Twas  mine  to  give  thee  soul,  my  wife. 

Now,  when  reveal'd  the  riddles  stand, 
When  in  the  hoiir-glass  is  the  sand 
Run  out,  weep  not,  'tis  order'd  so — 
Alone  thou'lt  wither,  when  I  go  ; 
Thou'lt  wither,  ere  thou  yet  hast  hlooniM, 
Ere  thou  hast  glow'd,  be  quench'd  and  doomVl ; 
Thou'lt  die  and  be  the  prey  of  death 
Ere  thou  hast  learnt  to  draw  thy  breath. 

I  know  it  now.     By  heaven,  'tis  thou 
Whom  I  have  loved.     How  bitter  now, 
The  moment  wo  are  join'd  for  ever. 
To  find  the  hour  when  we  must  sever. 
The  welcome  meanwhile  must  give  way 
To  sad  farewell.     We  part  to-day 
Eor  evermore,  for  'tis  not  given 
To  us  to  meet  again  in  heaven. 
Beauty  to  dust  will  fall  at  last, 
Thou'lt  pass  away,  and  crumble  fast. 
The  poets'  fate  will  happier  be, 
Death  cannot  Mil  them  utterly. 
Annihilation  strikes  us  ne'er. 
We  live  in  poesy's  land  so  fair, 
In  Avalon,  where  fairies  dwell — 
Dear  corpse,  for  ever  fare  thee  well ! 

12.  THE  PHILANTHROPIST. 

THERE  once  was  a  brother  and  sistor. 
The  sister  was  poor,  the  brother  was  riv'.h. 
The  poor  one  said  to  the  rich  one : 
"  Give  me  a  piece  of  bread." 

Tho  rich  one  said  to  the  poor  one : 
"  Leave  me  to-day  in  peace, 
"  While  I  give  my  yearly  banquet 
"  To  tho  lords  of  tho  Council  all. 

*'  The  first  doth  turtlesoup  relish, 
"  The  second  doth  pineapples  eat, 
''  Tho  third  is  fond  of  pheasant 
"  And  Pcrigord  trufiles  too. 
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"  Tlie  foTirtli  eats  nongM  but  seafisl?. 
"  The  fifth  in  salmon  delights, 
"  The  sixth  of  each  dish  eateth, 
"  And  drinketh  even  more." 

The  poor  rejected  sister 
"Went  hungry  back  to  her  house ; 
She  threw  herseK  on  her  straw-bo«3, 
And  deeply  sighed  and  died. 
We  all  alike  must  perish ! 
The  scythe  of  death  at  last 
Mowed  down  the  wealthy  brother, 
As  it  the  sister  had  mown. 

And  when  the  wealthy  brother 
His  end  approaching  saw, 
He  sent  for  his  notary  quickly. 
And  straightway  made  his  will. 

With  legacies  large  and  lib'ral 
The  clergy  he  endow'd, 
The  schools,  and  the  great  museum 
Of  zoological  things. 

And  noble  sums  moreover 
The  great  testator  bequeath'd 
To  the  deaf  and  dumb  asylum 
And  Jewish  Conversion  fund. 

A  handsome  bell  bestow'd  he 
On  the  new  Saint  Stephen's  tower ; 
It  weighs  five  hundred  centners, 
Of  first-rate  metal  too. 

It  is  a  bell  enormous, 
And  sounds  both  early  and  late ; 
It  sounds  to  the  praise  and  glory 
Of  that  most  excellent  man. 

It  tells,  with  its  tongue  of  iron, 
Of  all  the  good  he  has  done 
To  the  town  and  his  fellow-towrsmoa. 
Whatever  might  be  their  faith. 

Then  great  benefactor  of  mortals 
In  death  as  well  as  in  life 
The  great  bell's  ever  proclaiming 
Each  benefaction  of  thine  1 
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The  funeral  next  with  all  honour 
And  pomp  was  solemnized, 
The  people  crowded  to  see  it 
And  reverently  gazed. 

Upon  a  coal-black  carriage, 
Like  a  vast  canopy 
Adom'd  with  black  ostrich  feathers. 
The  splendid  coffin  lay. 

Trick'd  out  with  plates  of  silver, 
And  silver  embroidery  fine, 
Upon  the  black  ground  the  silver 
The  gi'andest  effect  produced. 

The  carriage  was  drawn  by  six  horses, 
In  coal-black  trappings  disguised, 
That  fell,  like  funeral  mantles, 
Down  even  to  their  hoofs. 

Behind  the  coffin  were  crowded 

The  servants  in  liveries  black, 

Their  snow-white  handkerchiefs  holding 

Before  their  sorrowing  face. 

The  people  of  rank  in  the  city, 
In  long  procession  form'd 
Of  black  and  showy  coaches, 
Totter'd  along  behind. 

In  this  grand  fun'ral  procession, 
Remember,  were  also  found 
The  noble  lords  of  the  Council, 
And  yet  they  were  not  complete. 

The  one  was  missing,  whose  fancy 
Was  pheasant  and  truffles  to  eat ; 
An  attack  of  indigestion 
Had  lately  carried  him  off. 

13.  THE  WHIMS  OP  THE  AMOROUS. 

(A  true  story,  repeated  after  old  documents  and  rcprodoood  in 
excellent  rhyme.) 

UPON  the  hedge  the  beetle  sits  sadly. 
Ho  has  fallen  in  love  with  a  lady-fly  madly, 

O  fly  of  my  soul,  'tis  thou  alone 

Art  the  wife  I  have  chosen  to  be  my  o^vn. 
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O  marry  me,  and  be  not  cold, 

For  I  have  a  belly  of  glistening  gold, 

INIy  back  is  a  mass  of  glory  and  show, 
There  rubies  glitter,  there  emeralds  glow— »• 

0  would  that  I  were  a  fool  just  now ! 
I'd  never  marry  a  beetle,  I  vow. 

1  care  not  for  emeralds,  rubies,  or  gold, 
I  know  that  no  happiness  riches  enfold. 

'Tis  tow'rd  the  ideal  my  thought  soars  high, 
For  I  am  in  truth  a  haughty  fly. — 

The  beetle  flew  off,  with  a  heart  like  to  breab. 
The  fly  went  away,  a  bath  to  take. 

O  what  has  become  of  my  maid,  the  bcc, 
That  she  when  I'm  washing  may  wait  on  me, 

That  she  may  stroke  my  soft  hair  outside. 
For  I  am  now  a  beetle's  bride. 

In  truth,  a  splendid  party  I'll  give. 
For  handsomer  beetle  never  did  live. 

His  back  is  a  mass  of  glory  and  show. 
There  rubies  glitter,  there  emeralds  glow. 

His  belly  is  golden,  and  noble  each  feature ; 
With  envy  will  burst  full  many  a  creature. 

Make  haste.  Miss  Bee,  and  dress  my  hair. 
And  lace  my  waist,  use  perfumes  rare. 

With  otto  of  roses  rub  me  o'er. 

And  lavender  oil  on  my  feet  then  pour. 

That  I  mayn't  stink  or  nastily  smell. 

When  I  in  my  bridegroom's  arms  shall  dwell 

Already  are  flitting  the  dragon  flies  blue, 
As  maids  of  honour  to  wait  on  me  too. 

Into  my  bridal  garland  they'll  twine 
The  blossoms  white  of  the  orange  so  fine. 

Full  many  musicians  are  asked  to  the  place. 
And  singers  as  well,  of  the  grasshoi)per  race. 

The  bittern,  drone,  hornet,  and  gadfly  all  comOj 
l^o  blow  on  the  trumpet,  and  beat  the  drum. 
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They're  all  to  strike  up  for  the  glad  wedding  feast — 
The  gay-winged  guests,  from  greatest  to  least, 
Are  coming  in  families  dapper  and  brisk, 
The  commoner  insects  amongst  them  frisk. 

The  grasshoppers,  wasps,  and  the  aunts,  and  the  cousiua 
Are  coming,  whilst  trumpets  are  blowing  by  dozens. 

The  pastor,  the  mole,  in  black  dignified  state. 
Has  also  arrived,  and  the  hour  gi'ows  late. 

The  bells  are  all  sounding  ding-dong,  ding-a-dong — 
But  where's  my  dear  bridegroom  ling'ring  so  long  ? 
Ding  dong,  ding-a-dong,  sound  the  bells  all  the  day, 
The  bridegroom  however  has  flown  far  away. 
The  bells  are  all  sounding  ding-dong,  ding-a-dong — 
But  where's  my  dear  bridegroom  ling'ring  so  long  ? 

The  bridegroom  has  meanwhile  taken  his  seat 
On  a  distant  dimghill,  enjoying  the  heat. 

Seven  years  there  sits  he,  until  his  forgotten 
Poor  bride  has  long  been  dead  and  rotten. 

14.  MIMI. 

*'  X'M  no  modest  city  creature 
J-    "  By  the  hearth  demurely  spinning, 

"  But  a  free  (35,t  on  the  roof, 

"  In  the  air,  with  manners  winning. 

"  When  in  summer  nights  I'm  musing 
"  On  the  roof,  in  grateful  cooliici>s, 

"  Music  in  me  purrs,  I  sing 

"  From  my  heart's  o'erpowering  fulness." 

TIius  she  speaks,  and  from  her  bosom 
Wild  and  wedding-songs  stream  thickly, 

And  the  melody  allm-es 

All  the  cats  unmarried  quickly. 

Purring,  mewing,  thither  hiiston 

All  the  young  cats,  plain  or  brindled, 

And  with  Mimi  join  in  chorus. 

Full  of  love,  with  passion  kindled: 

They  are  no  mere  virtuosos 

Who  profane,  for  sordid  wages, 
Music,  but  of  harmony 

Arc  apostles  true,  and  sages. 

2  M 
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Tliey  no  instruments  use  ever, 
Eacli  is  Ms  own  flute  and  viol ; 

All  their  noses  trumpets  are, 
Bellies,  drums,  and  no  denial. 

They  in  chorus  raise  their  voices, 
In  one  general  intermezzo, 

Playing  fugues,  as  if  by  Bach, 
Or  by  Guido  of  Arezzo. 

Wild  the  symphonies  they're  singing 
Like  capriccios  of  Beethoven, 

Or  of  Berlioz,  who's  excell'd 
By  their  strains  so  interwoven. 

Wonderful  their  music's  might  is ! 

Magic  notes  without  an  equal ! 
E'en  the  heavens  they  shake,  the  stars 

All  turn  pallid  in  the  sequel. 

When  the  magic  notes  she  hearcth, 
And  the  wondrous  tones  delightful, 

Then  Selene  hides  her  face 

With  a  veil  of  clouds  so  frightful. 

But  the  nightingale  with  envy — 
Scandalous  old  prima  donna — 

Turns  her  nose  up,  snuffs,  and  scorns 
Mimi's  voice,  to  her  dishonour. 

Never  mind  !     She'll  go  on  singing 
Spite  the  envy  of  Siguora, 

Till  on  the  horizon's  seen, 
Smiling  rosily,  Aurora. 

15.  GOOD  ADVICE. 

CEASE  thy  blushes  and  thy  sorrow, 
Boldly  woo,  and  not  aside. 
Civil  they  will  be  to-morrow, 

And  thou  thus  wilt  win  thy  bride. 

'Tis  the  fiddle  makes  the  revel, — 
Give,  then,  the  musicians  gold ;  _ 

Though  thou  wish  them  at  the  devil, 
Kiss  thy  aunts-in-law,  though  old. 
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GivG  a  prince  liis  meed  of  lam-cl, 

Of  a  ■woman  speak  not  ill ; 
With  tliy  sausages  don't  quarrel 

When  thou  hast  a  sow  to  kill. 

If  the  church  to  thee  is  hateful, 

All  the  more  attend  its  shrine ; 
To  the  parson  be  thou  grateful, 

Send  him,  too,  a  flask  of  wine. 

If  an  itching  chance  to  teaze  thee, 

Like  a  man  of  honour,  scratch ; 
If  thy  shoe  be  tight  and  squeeze  thee, 

Slippers  get  with  all  despatch. 
If  thy  soup  has  too  much  seasoning, 

Be  not  in  an  angry  mood  ; 
Smiling  say,  instead  of  reasoning : 

"  Sweet  wife,  all  thou  cook'st  is  good." 

If  thy  wife  a  wish  expresses 

For  a  shawl,  straight  buy  her  two ; 

Buy  her  golden  brooches,  dresses, 
Lace  and  jewels  not  a  few. 

If  thou'lt  give  this  plan  a  trial. 

Then,  my  friend,  thou'lt  surely  gain 

Heaven  to  bless  thy  self-denial. 
And  on  earth  to  peace  attain. 

16.  EEMINISCENCES  OF  HAiMMONIA.* 

OEPHAN  children  two  and  two, 
Wandering  gladly  on  wo  view, 
All  of  them  blue  coats  are  wearing, 
All  of  them  red  cheeks  are  bearing — 
O  the  pretty  orphan  children ! 
All  arc  moved  when  thus  they  prattle, 
And  the  money  boxes  rattle  ; 
Liberal  alms  upon  them  flow, 
That  their  secret  sires  bestow, — 
O  the  pretty  orphan  children  I 

Women  of  a  feeling  heart 

Many  a  poor  child  kiss  apart. 

Kiss  his  driv'lling  nose  (not  pleasant). 

Give  him  Bweetineats  as  a  present — 

O  the  pretty  orphan  children  I 

Tlic  tutelar  godrlcss  of  Hftmburg.    Seo  Heine's  "  Germany.* 
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One,  witli  timid  face  but  willing, 
Throws  into  tlie  box  a  shilling, — 
For  bo  has  a  beart,— then  gaily 
Follows  be  bis  business  daily — 
O  tbe  pretty  orphan  children  ! 

One  a  golden  louis-d'or 
Next  bestows,  but  not  before 
Heavenward  looking,  hoping  blindly 
That  tbe  Lord  will  view  him  kindly— 
0  the  pretty  orpban  children  ! 

Porters,  coopers,  working  men, 
Servants,  make  to-day  again 
Holiday,  and  drain  their  glasses, 
Drinking  to  these  lads  and  lasses — 
O  tbe  pretty  orphan  children  ! 

Tutelar  Hammonia 

Follows  them  incognita ; 

As  she  moves,  her  form  gigantic 

Sways  about,  in  manner  frantic — 

O  tbe  pretty  orpban  children ! 

In  tbe  green  field  where  they  went 
Music  fills  tbe  lofty  tent, 
Oover'd  o'er  with  flag  and  banner ; 
There  are  fed  in  sumptuous  manner 
All  these  pretty  orphan  children. 

There  in  lengthy  rows  they  sit, 

Eating  many  a  nice  tit-bit, 

Tarts  and  cakes  and  sweet  things  crunching, 

While  like  little  mice  they're  munching, — 

All  these  pretty  orpban  children. 

Now  my  thoughts  to  dwell  begin 
On  an  orphan-house  wherein 
There  no  feasting  is  or  gladness, 
Where  lament  in  ceaseless  sadness. 
Millions  of  poor  orpban  children. 

There  no  uniforms  are  seen, 

Many  want  their  dinner  e'en  ; 

No  two  walk  together  yonder, 

Lonel}',  sorrowfully  wandei 

Many  million  orphan  children.  ' 
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i7.  THE  ROBBERS. 

"^T^HILE  Laiu-a's  arm,  witli  tender  feeling, 
T  T     Embraced  me  on  the  couch,  the  fox 
Her  worthy  husband  from  my  box 
My  banknotes  quietly  was  stealing. 

My  pockets  now  have  got  no  cash  in ! 

Was  Laura's  kiss  a  simple  lie  ? 

Ah!  what  is  truth?     In  days  gone  by 
Thus  Pilate  ask'd,  his  hands  while  washing. 

This  evil  world,  decay'd  and  rotten, 

I  soon  shall  ne'er  again  behold ; 

I  see  that  he  who  has  no  gold 
Will  very  soon  be  quite  forgotten. 

For  you,  pure  souls,  whose  habitation 
In  yonder  realms  of  light  I  see, 
My  bosom  yearns.     No  wants  have  ye, 

So  stealing  is  not  yom*  vocation. 

18.  THE  YOUNG  CATS'  CLUB  FOR  POETRY-MITSIO 

rpHE  philharmonic  young  cats'  club 
JL     Upon  the  roof  was  collected 
To-night,  but  not  for  sensual  joys, 
No  wrong  could  there  be  detected. 

No  summer  night's  wedding  dream  there  was  dreamt, 

No  song  of  love  did  they  utter 
In  the  winter  season,  in  frost  and  snow, 

For  frozen  was  every  gutter. 

A  newborn  spirit  hath  recently 

Come  over  the  whole  cfit-nation. 
But  chiefly  the  young,  and  the  young  cat  feels 

More  earnest  with  inspiration. 

The  frivolous  generation  of  old 

Is  extinct,  aud  a  newborn  yearning, 
A  pussy-siH'ingtime  of  poetry 

In  art  and  iu  life  they're  learning. 

The  philharmonic  young  cats'  club 

Is  now  returning  to  artless 
And  primitive  music,  and  naivete, 

From  modern  fashions  all  heartle.sa- 
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It  seeks  iu  music  for  poetry, 

Eoulades  with  the  quavers  omitted 

It  seeks  for  poetry,  music-void, 
For  voice  and  instrument  fitted. 

It  seeks  for  genius's  sovereign  sway, 

Which  often  bungles  truly, 
Yet  oft  in  art  unconsciously 

Attains  the  highest  stage  duly. 

It  honours  the  genius  which  prefers 
Dame  Nature  to  keep  at  a  distance, 

And  will  not  show  off  its  learning, — iu  fii«t 
Its  learning  not  having  existence. 

This  is  the  programme  of  our  cat  club, 
And  with  these  intentions  elated, 

It  holds  its  first  winter  concert  to-niglM 
On  the  roof,  as  before  I  have  stated. 

Yet  sad  was  the  execution,  alas ! 

Of  this  great  idea  so  splendid ; 
I'm  sorry,  my  dear  friend  Berlioz, 

That  by  thee  it  wasn't  attended. 

It  was  a  charivari,  as  though 

With  brandy  elated  greatly, 
Three  dozen  pipers  struck  up  the  tune 

That  the  poor  cow  died  of  lately. 

It  was  an  utter  medley,  as  though 

In  Noah's  ark  were  beginning 
The  whole  of  the  beasts  in  unison 

The  Deluge  to  tell  of  in  singing, 

O  what  a  croaking,  snarling,  and  noise  I 

0  what  a  mewing  and  yelling ! 
And  even  the  chimneys  all  join'd  in. 

The  wonderful  chorus  swelling. 

And  loudest  of  all  was  heard  a  voice 
Which  sounded  languid  and  shrieking 

As  Sontag's  voice  became  at  the  last, 
When  utterly  broken  and  squeaking. 

The  whimsical  concert !  Methiuks  that  thoy 
A  grand  Te  Deum  were  chanting, 

To  honour  the  trimnph  o'er  reason  obtain'd 
Jjv  commonest  frenzy  and  canting. 
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Pei'cliance  moreover  the  young  cats'  clul) 

The  opera  gi'and  were  essaying 
That  the  greatest  pianist  of  Hungary* 

Composed  for  Charenton's  playing. 

It  was  not  till  the  break  of  day 

That  an  end  was  put  to  the  party ; 
A  cook  was  in  consequence  brought  to  bed 

Who  before  had  seem'd  well  and  hearty. 

The  lying-in  woman  lost  her  wits, 

Her  memory,  too,  was  affected, 
And  who  was  the  father  of  her  child 

No  longer  she  recollected. 

Say,  was  it  Peter  ?  Say,  was  it  Paul  ? 

Say  who  is  the  father,  Eliza  ! 
"  0  Liszt,  thou  heavenly  cat !"  she  said, 

And  simper 'd  and  look'd  the  wiser. 

19.  HANS  LACK-LAND. 

I]^AEEWELL,  my  wife,  said  Lack-Land  Hans, 
A  lofty  object  elates  me  ; 
Far  different  goats  I  now  must  shoot, 
Far  different  game  awaits  me. 

I'll  leave  thee  behind  my  hunting  horn, 

Thou  canst  in  my  absence  daily. 
Play  merrily  on  it,  for  thou  hast  learnt 

To  blow  on  the  post-horn  gaily. 

I'll  also  leave  thee  behind  my  hound, 

To  be  the  castle's  defender  ; 
My  German  folk,  like  faithful  dogs, 

Will  guard  mo  and  never  surrender. 

They  offer  me  the  imperial  throne, 

Their  affection  is  almost  provoking 
My  image  is  graven  on  every  heai-t. 

And  every  pipe  they  are  smoking. 

Ye  Germans  are  a  wonderful  race, 

So  simple  and  yet  so  clever ; 
One  forgets  that  gunpowder,  but  for  yi<u, 

Had  been  discover'd  never. 
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Your  emperor,— no,  your  father  I'll  bo, 
Your  welfare  shall  be  my  sole  glory — - 

0  blissful  thought !  it  makes  me  as  proud 
As  the  Gracchi's  mother  in  story. 

I'll  govern  my  people  by  feeling  alone, 
And  not  by  the  light  of  mere  reason ; 

1  never  could  bear  diplomacy, 

And  politics  hate  like  treason. 

A  huntsman  am  I,  and  Nature's  own  child, 
Who  had  in  the  forest  my  training. 

With  chamois  and  snipe  and  roebuck  and  boar,- 
A  foe  to  all  nonsense  and  feigning. 

By  proclamations  I  never  enticed, 

No  printed  pamphlet  invented  ; 
I  say  :  "  My  people,  the  salmon's  all  gone, 

"  With  cod  for  to-day  be  contented. 

*'  If  I  don't  please  you  as  Emperor,  take 
"  The  first  donkey  that  comes  about  you ; 

"  I  had,  when  I  lived  in  the  Tyrol,  no  lack, 
"  I've  plenty  to  eat  without  you." 

Thus  speak  I,  but  now,  my  wife,  farewell, 

I  must  end  my  long  discoui-ses ; 
My  father-in-law's  postilion's  outside, 

Awaiting  me  with  the  horses. 

Quick,  hand  me  over  my  travelling  cap, 
With  the  ribbon  all  black-red-golden ; 

Thou'lt  see  me  soon  with  the  diadem, 
In  the  dress  imperial  and  olden. 

Thou'lt  see  me  in  the  Pluvial  too, 

The  purple  robe  so  glorious. 
The  gift  of  the  Saracen  Sultan  erst 

To  Otto,  the  Csesar  victorious. 

Beneath,  I  shall  wear  the  Dalmatian  dress, 
Whereon,  in  each  species  of  jewel, 

A  train  of  lions  and  camels  is  work'd, 
And  fabulous  monsters  and  cruel. 

Upon  my  breast  the  stole  I  shall  wear, 

Significantly  blended 
With  eagles  black  on  a  yellow  ground,^. 

The  garment  is  really  splendid. 
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Farewell !  Posterity  shall  say 

I  reigu'd  with  honest  intention. — 
Who  knows  ?    Posterity  perchance 

My  narae  will  never  mention. 

20,  RECOLLECTIONS  FROM  KRAHWINKEL'S  DAYS, 
OP  TERROR. 

WE,  mayor  and  senate  of  the  town, 
The  following  orders  now  lay  down 
To  all  who  love  their  city  truly, 
Enjoining  them  to  keep  them  duly. 

'Tis  foreigners  and  strangers  most 
Who  their  rebellious  sj)irit  boast ; 
Thank  God,  such  rogues  (to  put  it  fairly) 
The  children  of  the  soil  are  rarely. 

The  Atheists  likewise  are  concern'd  ; 
For  he  by  whom  his  God  is  spum'd 
Is  sure  at  last  to  hold  detested 
All  those  on  earth  with  power  invested. 

Christian  and  Jew,  at  close  of  day, 
Must  shut  their  shops  without  delay  ; 
"  Obey  your  rulers"  should  be  ever 
Both  jew  and  Christian's  first  endeavour. 

No  person  shall  be  seen  at  night 

In  any  street  without  a  light ; 

Where  tlu-ee  or  more  in  groups  are  standing, 

Let  them  at  once  begin  disbanding. 

Each  one  must  bring  his  weapons  all, 
And  lay  them  dowTi  in  the  guildhall ; 
And  every  kind  of  ammunition 
Is  subject  to  the  same  condition. 

He  who  in  any  public  spot 
Ventures  to  reason,  shall  be  shot ; 
He  who  by  gestures  dares  to  reason 
Shall  pay  the  penalty  of  treason. 

Confide  in  the  authorities, 

So  gracious,  but  mthal  so  wise, 

Who  nilo  the  fortunes  of  the  city, 

And  hold  your  tongues,  or  moro's  the  pity, 
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21.  THE  AUDIENCE. 

(An  old  Fable.) 

"  T'LL  let  uot  my  children,  like  Pharaoh,  bo  drowu'd 

X   "  In  the  Nile's  deep  turbulent  water; 
"  Nor  am  I  a  tyrant,  like  Herod  of  old, 
"  No  patron  of  children's  slaughter. 

"  T  will,  as  my  gracious  Saviour  did, 

"  Find  the  sight  of  the  children  pleasant ; 

"  So  suffer  the  children  to  come,  and  first 
"  The  big  one,  the  Swabian  peasant." 

Thus  spake  the  monarch  :  the  chamberlain  ran, 

And  return'd,  introducing  slowly 
Tlio  stalwart  child  from  Swabia's  land. 

Who  made  a  reverence  lowly. 

Thus  spake  the  king  :  "  A  Swabian  art  thou  ? 

"  There's  no  disgrace  in  that  surely." — 
"  Quite  right!  I  was  born  in  Swabia's  land," 

lieplied  the  Swabian  demurely. 

"  Art  thou  from  the  seven  Swabians  sprung  ?" 
Ask'd  the  other. — "  In  truth  I'm  descended 

"  From  one  of  them  only,"  the  Swabian  replied, 
"  And  not  from  the  whole  of  them  blended." 

The  king  then  ask'd  :  "  Are  dumplings  this  year 

"  In  Swabia  as  usual  eaten  ?" — 
"  I'm  obliged  for  the  question,"  the  Swabian  rejoin'd, 

"  They  are  not  easily  beaten." 

"  And  do  ye  still  boast  big  men?"  next  said 

The  monarch. — ''  Why,  just  at  present 
"  The  big  ones  are  scarce,  but  in  their  place 

"  We've  fat  ones,"  answer'd  the  peasant. 

"  Has  Menzel,"  added  the  king,  "received 

"  On  his  ear  many  boxes  lately  ?" 
"  I'm  obliged  for  the  question,"  the  Swabian  said, 

"  The  former  ones  punish'd  him  greatly." 

The  king  then  said,  "  Thou'rt  not  such  a  fool, 
"  My  friend,  as  thou  fain  wouldst  persuade  me." 

"  That's  because  I  was  changed  in  my  cradle,"  said  ho, 
"  By  tlic  cuboids,  who  different  made  mc." 
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The  king  tlien  spake :  "  Tlie  Swabians  are  wont 

'•  To  love  theii-  fatherland  dearly  ; 
"  So  why  hast  thou  left  thy  native  home  ? 

'•  Explain  the  reason  clearly." 

The  Swabian  replied  :  "  Each  day  I  had  nought 

'•  But  turnips  and  sour-crout  ever ; 
"  And  had  my  mother  but  cook'd  me  meat, 

'•  I  had  left  my  fatherland  never." 

"  One  wish  I  will  grant  thee,"  the  monarch  then  said  — 
Then  the  Swabian  in  deep  supplication 

Knelt  down  and  exclaim'd :  "  O,  Sire,  pray  grant 
"  Their  freedom  once  more  to  the  nation. 

"  Freeborn  is  man,  and  Nature  ne'er  meant 

"  That  he  as  a  slave  should  perish ; 
"  0,  Sire,  restore  to  the  German  folk 

"  The  rights  that  they  manfully  cherish !" 

The  monarch  in  deep  amazement  stood, 

The  scene  was  really  enthralling ; 
With  his  sleeve  the  Swabian  wiped  from  his  eye 

The  tear  that  was  wellnigh  falling. 

At  last  said  the  king :  "  In  truth  a  iine  dream  ! 

' '  Farewell,  and  pray  learn  more  discretion ; 
"  And  as  a  somnambulist  plainly  thou  art, 

''  Of  thy  person  I'll  give  the  possession 

"  To  two  trusty  gendarmes,  whose  duty  'twill  be 

"  To  see  thee  safe  over  the  border — 
"  Farewell !  I  must  hasten  to  join  the  parade, 

"  The  drums  are  beating  to  order." 

A.nd  so  this  affecting  audience  came 

To  a  most  affecting  conclusion. 
But  from  that  moment  the  monarch  allow'd 

No  more  of  his  children's  intrusion.* 

22.  KOBES  1. 

IN  eighteen  hundred  and  forty-eight, 
When  passions  men's  minds  were  heating, 
The  German  nation's  parliament 
At  Frankfort  held  its  meeting. 

*  Tlie  hero  of  this  htory  ia  the  well-known  Swabian  ihjoI 
CJccrgo  Hcrwcgli. 
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Just  at  this  time,  in  the  Senate-house 

Ajjpear'd  the  white  lady  ghostly, 
Tlio  spectre  that  heralds  the  coming  of  woe,— 

They  call  her  the  Housekeeper  mostly. 

By  night  they  say  in  the  Senate-house 
She  is  wont  to  make  her  appearance, 

Whenever  the  Germans  their  foolish  tricks  play 
With  extra  perseverance. 

I  saw  her  myself  at  the  selfsame  time 
As  she  roam'd  in  the  hours  of  slimiber 

Tlirough  the  silent  chambers,  wherein  were  piled 
Tlie  middle  ages'  old  lumber. 

Slie  held  the  lamp  and  a  bunch  of  keys 

In  her  hands  so  pale  and  sickly ; 
She  open'd  the  presses  against  the  walls, 

And  the  chests  strew'd  around  her  thickly. 

Tlicre  lie  the  imperial  insignia  all, 

There  lies  the  bull  all-golden. 
The  sceptre,  the  regal  apple,  the  crown, 

And  more  of  such  fancies  olden. 

There  lie  the  ancient  imperial  robes, 

The  purple  frippery  faded. 
The  German  kingdom's  wardrobe  in  fact. 

Now  rusted  and  rot-pervaded. 

The  Housekeeper  mournfully  shakes  her  head 
At  the  sight,  then  with  deep  displeasure 

She  suddenly  cries  at  the  top  of  her  voice  : 
"  The  whole  of  them  stink  beyond  measure ! 

"  The  whole  of  them  stink  with  mice's  dung 
"  And  rotten  and  mouldy's  the  ermine  ; 

"  And  all  the  gaudy  trumpery  work 
"  Is  swarming  with  noxious  vermin. 

"  In  truth,  on  this  splendid  ermine  dress, 

"  Once  used  at  the  coronation, 
"  The  cats  of  the  Senate-house  district  are  wonl 

"  To  lie,  as  their  lying-in  station. 

"  'Tis  useless  to  clean  them ;  I  pity  the  fato 

"  Of  the  Emperor  next  elected ; 
"  By  the  fleas  in  his  coronation  robe 

"  His  health  wiU  be  surely  affected. 
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'■  And  kiiow  yc,  that  all  tlie  people  must  scratch, 

"  Whenever  the  Emperor  itches — • 
"  O  Germans,  I  dread  the  princely  fleas 

"  Who  pwallow  up  much  of  your  riches. 
"  Yet  what  is  the  tse  of  monarch  and  fleas  ? 

"  For  rusty  are  now  and  all  rotten 
"  The  olden  costumes— By  modern  days 

"  Are  the  ancient  dresses  forgotten. 

"  The  German  poet  at  Kyffhauser  said 

"  To  Barbarossa  quite  truly  : 
"  '  I  find  that  we  want  no  Emperor  now, 

"  '  When  I  weigh  the  matter  duly.' 

"  But  if,  spite  of  all,  ye  an  empire  must  have, 

"  With  an  Emperor  reigning  o'er  ye, 
"  My  worthy  Germans,  don't  suffer  yourselves 

"  To  be  snared  by  genius  or  glory. 
"  Choose  one  of  the  people  your  monarch  to  be, 

"  All  sons  of  the  nobles  reject  ye  ; 
"  Select  not  the  lion,  select  not  the  fox, 

"  The  dullest  of  sheep  elect  ye. 
"  Elect  as  your  Monarch  Colonia's  son, 

•'  The  crown  to  didl  Kobes  awarding  ; 
"  The  genius  of  Dulness  well-nigh  is  he, 

"  His  people  he'll  ne'er  be  defrauding. 

'•  A  lug  is  ever  the  best  of  kings, 

"  As  Esop  has  shown  in  the  fable  ; 
"  He  cannot  devour  us  poor  frogs  up, 

"As  the  stork  with  his  long  bill  is  able. 
"  Be  sure  that  Kobes  no  tyrant  will  be, 

"  No  Holofemes  or  Nero  ; 
"  He  boasts  no  terrible  antique  heart, 

"  A  soft  modern  heart  has  our  hero- 
"  Thou'^h  vulgar  pride  might  scorn  such  a  heart 

"  Yet  in  the  arms  of  the  helot 
"  Of  work  the  unfortunate  threw  himself, 

"  Becoming  a  regular  zealot. 
"  The  men  of  the  journeymen's  Bv,^sclicmcliaft 

"  As  president  Kobes  elected  ; 
^  Jlc  sbiued  with  them  their  last  piece  of  bread, 

''  They  held  him  vastly  resi)ectcd. 
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"  Tlioy  boasted  tliat  he  in  all  his  life 

"  Had  never  been  at  college, 
"  And  out  of  his  head  composed  his  hooka 

"  By  the  light  of  intuitive  knowledge. 

"  Yes,  his  consummate  ignorance 

''  Was  the  fruit  of  his  own  endeavour ; 
'  With  foreign  wisdom  and  training  ho 
"  Had  injured  his  intellect  never. 

"  From  abstract  philosophy's  influence  he 
"  Kept  likewise  his  thoughts  and  his  spirit 

"  Entirely  free. — Himself  he  remain'd  ! 
"  Yes,  Kobes  has  really  his  merit ! 

"  The  tear  of  the  usual  stereotype  form 

"  In  his  beautiful  eye  is  gleaming, 
"  And  from  his  lips  incessantly 

"  The  grossest  stupidity's  streaming. 

"  He  prates  and  he  grins,  and  he  grins  and  prates, 
"  His  words  with  long  ears  are  provided ; 

"  A  pregnant  woman  who  heard  him  speak 
"  Gave  birth  to  a  donkey  decided. 

"  With  scribbling  books  and  knitting  he's  wont 

"  His  idle  hours  to  flavour  ; 
"  The  stockings  that  he  with  his  own  hands  knit 

"  Have  met  with  particular  favour. 

"  To  devote  himself  wholly  to  knitting  he's  begg'd 

"  By  Apollo  and  all  the  Muses  ; 
"  They're  frighten 'd  whenever  they  see  that  his  hand 

''  A  goose-quill  laboriously  uses. 

"  His  knitting  recals  the  olden  time 

"  Of  the  Funken,* — who  all  stood  knitting 

"  While  moimting  guard, — these  men  of  Cologne 
"  No  means  of  amusement  omitting. 

"  If  Kobes  is  Emp'ror,  he'll  surely  recal 

"  To  life  these  Funken  deserving ; 
**  The  valiant  band  will  surround  his  throne, 

"  As  the  guard  imperial  serving. 

*  Funken  Tor  Sparks)  was  the  name  given  to  the  soldiers  of 
Cologne  before  the  Eevolution,  who  used  to  knit  when  on  guard. 
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*'  He  well  miglit  be  glad  to  go  at  their  head, 

"  And  march  over  Frances  borders, 
"  And  Alsace,  Lorraine,  and  Burgundy  fair 

"  Bring  under  Germany's  orders. 

"  Yet  be  not  afraid,  at  home  he'll  remain, 

"  Intent  on  a  scheme  long  suspended, 
"  A  lofty  idea,  the  completion,  in  fact, 

"  Of  Cologne  Cathedral  so  splendid. 

"  But  when  the  CathedraVs  quite  complete, 

"  Then  Kobes  will  get  in  a  passion, 
"  And  sword  in  hand,  will  bring  the  French 

"  To  account  in  a  regular  fashion. 

"  He'll  take  Alsace  and  Lorraine  away 
"  (By  France  from  the  empire  estreated) ; 

"  To  Burgundy,  too,  he'll  triumphantly  go, 
"  When  once  the  Cathedral's  completed. 

"  Ye  Germans,  pray  lose  not  your  senses  quite, 
"  If  an  Emperor's  needed,  I'll  name  him  ; 

"  The  Carnival  King  of  Cologne  let  it  be, 
"  As  Kobes  the  First  now  proclaim  him ! 

"  The  fools  of  the  Carnival  rout  at  Cologne, 
"  With  caps  and  bolls  ringing  and  mocking, 

"  Shall  be  his  ministers  of  state, 
"  His  scutcheon  a  knitted  stocking. 

"  Let  Drickes  be  Chancellor,  calling  himself 

"  Count  Drickes  of  Drickeshausen, 
"  And  Marizebill  the  Mistress  of  State, 

"  With  the  Emperor  fondly  carousing.* 

"  Within  his  good  sacred  town  of  Cologne 

"  Will  be  Kobes's  habitation  ; 
♦'  And  when  the  Cologners  hear  the  glad  news, 

"  They'll  have  an  illumination. 

"  The  bells,  the  iron  dogs  of  the  air, 

''  Into  joyous  barks  will  be  brealdng, 
"  And  the  three  holy  kings  from  the  land  of  the  East 

"  In  their  chapel  will  soon  be  awaking. 

*  Driolcrs  and  llurizcbill  are  popular  masks  at  the  CnmiviJ 
tt  Colo''iic. 
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'  They'll  step  outside  with  their  clattering  bonos, 
"  All  dancing  with  rapture  and  springing; 

"  I  hear  them  the  Hallelujah's  strains 
"  And  Kyrie  Eleison  singing." — 

Tlius  spoke  the  dread  white  nightly  ghost 

With  loud  uproarious  laughter  ; 
Tlu'ough  all  the  resounding  halls  of  the  place 

The  echo  rang  wildly  long  after. 

13.  EPILOGUE. 

G EAVES  they  say  are  warm'd  by  glory ; 
Foolish  words  and  empty  story  '. 
Better  far  the  warmth  we  prove 
From  a  cow-girl  deep  in  love, 
With  her  arms  around  us  flung, 
Kecking  with  the  smell  of  dung. 
And  that  warmth  is  bettor  too 
That  man's  entrails  pierces  through 
When  he  drinks  hot  punch  and  wiuo, 
Or  his  fill  of  grog  divine, 
In  the  vilest,  meanest  den 
'Mongst  the  thieves  and  scum  of  moh, 
Who  escape  the  gallows  daily, 
But  who  breathe  and  live  ail-gaily, 
With  as  enviable  fate 
As  e'en  Thetis'  son  so  great. — ■ 
Rightly  did  Pelides  say  : 
Living  in  the  meanest  way 
In  the  upper  world's  worth  morft 
Than  beside  the  Stygian  shore 
King  of  shades  to  be ;  a  herf» 
Such  as  Homer  sang  is  zero. 
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ADDENDA  TO  THE  POEMS* 

THE  SONG  OF  SONGS. 

I^AIR  woman's  body  is  a  song 
Inscribed  by  om-  gi-eat  Maker 
In  Nature's  mighty  album  erst, 
Wben  moved  to  life  to  wake  her. 

All  yes  !  propitious  was  the  hour 
When  thus  he  show'd  compassion  I 

Tlie  coy  rebellious  stulf  he  work'd 
In  true  artistic  fashion. 

Yes,  woman's  body  is,  'mongst  songs, 
The  song  most  sweet  and  tender, 

And  wondrous  strophes  are  her  limbs, 
So  snowy-white  and  slender. 

And  then  her  neck,  her  glistening  neck, — 

0  what  a  godlike  notion  ! — 
Where  the  main  thought,  her  little  head, 

Eocks  with  a  graceful  motion. 

Like  polish'd  epigrams  one  loves 

Her  bosom's  rosebuds  dearly  ; 
Enchanting  tlie  cfcsura  is 

That  jjarts  her  breasts  severely. 

The  song  has  flesh,  ribs,  hands,  and  feet, 

No  abstract  jioem  this  is  ! 
With  lips  that  rhyme  deliciously 

It  smiles  and  sweetly  kisses. 

True  poetry  is  breathing  here, 

Grace  shines  in  each  direction  ; 
The  song  upon  its  forehead  bears 

The  stamp  of  all  perfection. 

I'll  praise  thee,  Lord,  and  in  the  dust 

Will  humbly  kneel  to  show  it ; 
Bunglers  are  we,  compared  with  thee, 

Thou  glorious  heavenly  Poet. 

♦  'I'licsc  two  poems  were  first  publislied  in  the  Mutenainianiich 
/or  lbJ4 

2  N 
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Before  tlae  splendour  of  tLy  song 
I'll  bow  in  adoration, 

And  to  its  study  day  and  niglit 
Pay  closest  application. 

Yes,  day  and  niglit  I'll  study  it, 
No  loss  of  time  admitting  ; 

So  sliall  I  soon  witli  overwork 
Be  thinner  than  befitting. 


THE  SUTTLEES  SONG. 

(From  the  Thirty  Years'  War.y 

THE  brave  hussars  I  dearly  love, 
I  love  each  gallant  fellow  ; 
Without  distinction  I  love  them  all, 
The  blue  as  well  as  the  yellow. 

The  musketeers  I  dearly  love, 

I  love  the  musketeers,  too  ; 
The  officers,  privates,  and  recruits, 

And  those  of  older  years  too. 

The  infantry  and  cavalry — 

I  love  the  brave  fellows  sincerely ; 

And  then  the  artillery, — one  and  all, 
I  love  them  truly  and  dearly. 

I  love  the  Germans,  I  love  the  French. 

I  love  the  Italians  and  Dutchmen  ; 
I  love  the  Bohemians,  Spaniards,  and  Swedes, 

I  love  both  many  and  much  men. 

Whatever  may  be  his  native  land. 
Whatever  his  faith  or  persuasion, 

Provided  a  man  is  sound  in  health, 
I  love  him  on  cv'ry  occasion. 

Religion  and  country  are  nothing  more 

Than  his  outside  clothing, — God  bless  him. 

A. way  with  his  cov'ring,  that  I  to  my  heart 
May  fondly  and  warmly  press  him  I 


LATEST   POEMS.  547 

A.  mortal  am  I,  aud  only  too  glad 

With  any  mortal  to  dally ; 
And  as  for  the  man  who  can't  pay  on  the  s^iot, 

For  him  I  keep  a  tally. 

The  garland  green  in  front  of  my  tent 
In  the  light  of  the  sun  smiles  gaily. 

And  I  am  now  drinking  malmsey  wiue 
From  a  fresh-open 'd  bairel  daily. 
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HORSE  AND  ASS. 

A  TRAIN  was  rushiug  along  one  clay, 
With  carriages,  engine,  and  tender ; 
Tlie  cliimuey  vomited  forth  its  smoke, 
Like  a  dashing  old  offender. 

The  train  pass'd  a  farmyard,  and  over  the  hedge 
A  grey  horse,  at  the  sound  of  the  whistle, 

Stretch'd  out  his  head  ;  an  ass  stood  by. 
Demurely  chewing  a  thistle. 

With  wondering  gaze  the  horse  long  stared 
At  the  train  ;  then  strangely  quivering 

In  every  limb,  he  sigh'd,  and  said : 
"  The  sight  has  set  me  a-shivering  I 

"  I'm  sure  that  if  I  by  nature  had  been 
"  A  chesnut,  or  black,  or  bay  horse, 

"  My  skin  with  the  fright  its  colom-  would  change, 
"  And  make  me  (as  now)  a  grey  horse. 

"  The  equestrian  race  is  doom'd,  beyond  doubt, 

"  To  be  swept  away  in  fate's  eddy  ; 
"  Although  I'm  a  grey  horse,  I  cannot  but  seo 

"  A  black  future  before  me  already. 

"  The  competition  of  these  machines 
"  Will  certainly  kill  us  poor  horses; 

"  For  riding  and  driving  will  man  prefer 
"  Iron  steeds,  if  so  great  their  force  is. 

"  And  if  man  can  get  on  without  our  help, 

"  Alike  for  riding  and  driving, 
**  Good-bye  to  our  oats,  good-bye  to  our  hay 

**  What  chance  have  we  of  siirviving  ? 
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**  Tlio  heart  of  man  is  hard  as  a  stone. 


■'} 


"  He  gives  away  nothing  gratis ; 
"  They'll  drive  us  out  of  our  stabl(«,  and  we 
"  Shall  starve — what  a  cruel  fate  'tis ! 

"  We  cannot  borrow  and  cannot  steal 

"  Like  mortals  whose  natures  are  blacker ; 

"  We  cannot  fawn  like  men  and  dogs, 
"  But  shall  fall  a  prey  to  the  knacker." 

Thus  gi-mnbled  the  horse,  and  deeply  sigh'd, — 

Meanwhile  the  ass  hard  by  him 
Had  quietly  chew'd  two  thistle-tops, 

As  if  nothing  could  terrify  him. 

He  presently  answer'd  in  dainty  tones, 

With  his  tongue  first  licking  his  muzzle : 

"  With  what  the  future  may  have  in  store, 
"  My  brains  I  shall  not  puzzle. 

"  You  horses  proud  are  threaten'd,  no  doubt, 
"  By  a  future  that's  far  from  pleasant ; 

"  But  we  modest  asses  are  not  afraid 
"  Of  dangers  future  or  present. 

"  That  grey  horses,  and  chesnut,  and  jncbald,  aiul 
black, 

"  May  be  done  without,  true,  alas  !  is ; 
"  But  Mister  Steam,  with  his  chimney  long, 

"  Can  never  replace  us  asses, 

"  However  clever  may  be  the  machines 
"  Made  by  man  witli  Iiis  senses  besotted, 

"  Tlie  ass  as  his  portion  will  always  liavo 
"  Sure  means  of  existence  allotted. 

"  Its  asses  will  Heaven,  I'm  sure,  ne'er  desert, 
"  Who,  moved  by  a  calm  sense  of  duty, 

"  Tura  the  mill  every  day,   as   their  fathers   Imyo 
done, — 
"  A  sight  not  deficient  in  beauty. 

"  The  mill-wheel  clatters,  the  miller  works  hard, 

"  The  meal  in  the  sack  well  shalring, 
"  And  })eople  cat  tlicir  hroad  auil  their  rolls, 

"  As  soon  as  they've  finislied  the  baking. 
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*'  lu  Nature's  old-fasliion'd  and  jogtrot  way 
"  The  world  will  keep  spinning  for  ever; 

"  And  as  changeless  even  as  Natiu-c  herself, 
"  The  ass  will  alter  never." 


MORAL. 

Gone  are  the  days  of  chivalry, 
And  the  proud  steed  must  hungry  be ; 
But  L — ,  the  ass,  I  boldly  say. 
Will  never  want  his  oats  and  hay. 

THE  ASS-ELEOTION. 

BEING  tired  of  freedom  for  some  time  past 
The  beasts'  republic  decided 
To  be  with  a  single  ruler  at  last 
As  its  absolute  head  provided. 

Each  kind  of  beast  prepared  for  the  strife, 

Electoral  billets  were  written  ; 
Intrigues  on  every  side  were  rife, 

With  party  zeal  all  were  bitten. 

By  long-ear'd  gentry  at  its  head 

The  asses'  committee  was  aided  ; 
Cockades,  whose  colours  were  black,  gold,  and  red,* 

They  boastfully  paraded. 

A  small  party  there  was  of  friends  of  the  horse, 

Who  yet  were  afraid  of  voting, 
So  greatly  they  dreaded  the  oiitcry  coarse 

The  long-ear'd  party  denoting. 

But  when  one  of  them  ventm'ed  the  horse  to  name 

As  a  candidate,  greater  and  greater 
Wax'd  the  noise,  and  an  old  long-ear,  to  his  shame. 

Shouted  out  "  Thou  art  only  a  traitor. 

"  A  traitor  art  thou,  in  thy  veins  doth  not  flow 

"  One  drop  of  asses'  blood  proper ; 
**  No  ass  art  thou,  and  I  almost  know 

"  That  a  foreign  mare  was  thy  dropper  1 

*  The  nrifional  colours  of  Germany. 
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"  From  the  zebra  perchance  thou  art  sprung ;  thy  sti-ipcd 
hide 

"  Quite  answers  the  zebra's  description ; 
"  The  nasal  twang  of  thy  voice  is  allied 

"  To  the  Hebrew  as  well  as  Egyptian. 

"  And  if  not  a  stranger,  thou  art,  thou  must  own, 

"  A  dull  ass,  of  an  intellect  paltry; 
"  The  depths  of  ass-nature  to  thee  are  imknown 

"  Thou  hear'st  not  its  mystical  psalt'ry. 

•'  But  with  sweet  stupefaction  my  soul  drinks  in 
"  That  sound  which  all  others  surpasses ; 

"  An  ass  am  I,  and  each  hair  in  the  skin 
"  Of  my  tail  the  hair  of  an  ass  is, 

"  I  am  not  a  Papist,  I  am  not  a  slave, 

"  A  German  ass  am  I  solely; 
"  The  same  as  my  fathers,  who  all  were  so  Lravc, 

"  So  thoughtful,  demure,  and  so  holy. 
"  They  were  not  addicted  to  doing  ill, 

''  Or  practising  gallantry  gaily  ; 
"  But  trotted  oif  with  the  sack  to  the  mill 

"  In  frolicsome  fashion  daily. 
"  Our  fathers  still  live.     In  the  tomb  only  lie 

"  Their  skins,  their  mortal  covering  ; 
"  Their  happy  spirits,  high  up  in  the  sky, 

"  Complacently  o'er  us  are  hovering. 

"  Ye  glorified  asses,  ye  need  not  doubt 
"  That  w'c  fain  would  resemble  you  ever, 

"  And  from  the  path  that  duty  points  out 
"  We'll  swerve  a  finger's  breadth  never. 

"  0  what  a  delight  an  ass  to  be, 

"  From  such  long-ear'd  worthies  descended  ! 
"  From  every  house-top  I'd  fain  shout  witlx  glee  J 

•'  '  An  ass  I  was  born — how  splendid  !' 

"  The  noble  jackass  who  gave  mo  birth 

"  Was  of  genuine  German  extraction  ; 
"  From  my  mother,  a  German  ass  of  worth, 

"  My  milk  suck'd  I  with  great  satisfaction. 
"  An  ass  am  I,  and  fully  intend, 

"  Liko  my  fatlicrs  who  now  arc  departed, 
"  To  stand  by  tlie  assrs,  yes,  stand  to  the  end 

"  By  the  iiases  so  dear  and  true-hearted. 
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"  And  since  I'm  an  ass,  I  advise  you  all  round 
"  To  choose  your  king  from  the  asses ; 

"  A  mighty  ass-kingdom  we  thus  will  found, 
"  They  being  the  governing  classes. 

"  We  all  are  asses.     Heeha  !  Hee-ha ! 

"  As  ostlers  we  will  not  demean  us ; 
"  Away  with  the  horses  !  Long  live,  hurrah, 

"  The  king  of  the  asinine  genus !" 

Thus  spake  the  patriot.     Through  the  hall 

The  asses  cheer'd  him  proudly ; 
They  all,  in  fact,  were  national. 

And  with  their  hoofs  stamp'd  loudly. 

An  oaken  wreath  on  the  orator's  head 

They  i)ut  as  a  decoration  ; 
He  wagg'd  his  tail  (though  nothing  he  said) 

With  evident  gratification. 

BERTHA. 

SHE  scem'd  so  gentle,  she  seem'd  so  good, 
An  angel  I  thought  my  lover; 
She  wrote  the  dearest  letters  to  me, 
With  kindness  teeming  all  over. 

The  wedding  was  very  soon  to  take  place, 

Her  relations  heard  this  by  dozens ; 
My  Bertha  was  a  silly  thing, 

For  she  listen'd  to  aunts  and  cousins. 

She  kept  not  her  word,  she  broke  her  oath. 

And  yet  I  have  been  forgiving ; 
Had  I  mai-ried  her  first,  I  ne'er  should  have  kuowu 

Either  pleasure  or  love  while  living. 

When  I  of  a  faithless  woman  think, 

I  think  of  Bertha  the  faithless ; 
The  only  wish  I  have  left,  is  that  she 

May  pass  through  her  confinement  scathelesB. 

IN  THE  CATHEDEAIi. 

BEFOEE  me  the  sexton's  daughter  fair 
Through  the  sacred  edifice  skipped  ; 
Her  size  was  small,  and  light  her  hair. 
From  her  neck  her  kerchief  had  slipped, 
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In  tie  old  cathedral  for  sixpence  I  got 

A  sight  of  its  marvellous  creatares, 
Its  tombs,  lights,  crosses  ;  I  turn'd  quite  hot 

When  I  gazed  on  Elspeth's  features. 

And  once  again  I  stared  about 

At  the  sacred  relics  entrancing ; 
In  their  under-petticoats  all  trick'd  out, 

On  the  window  the  women  were  dancing. 

The  sexton's  little  daughter  fair 

Stood  by  me,  while  thus  I  inspected. 
She  had  a  very  pretty  pair 

Of  eyes,  wherein  all  was  reflected. 

Before  me  the  sexton's  daughter  fair 

From  the  sacred  edifice  ski[)ped  ; 
Her  mouth  was  small,  her  neck  was  bare, 

From  her  bosom  her  kerchief  had  slipped. 

THE  DRAGONFLY 

THE  dragonfly  blue's  all  the  fashion 
In  beetle-land,  in  the  present  day  ; 
The  butterflies  their  addresses  pay 
To  the  beauty  with  amorous  passion. 

Her  hips  are  excessively  slender, 

She  wears  a  gauze  dress  of  delicate  hue, 
With  very  symmetrical  movements  too 

She  flutters  about  in  splendour. 

Her  colour'd  admirers  hover 

In  her  train,  and  many  a  young  gallant 

Thus  swears:  "I'll  Holland  give,  and  Brabaiil 

"  If  thou  wilt  bo  my  lover." 

She  answers  (but  how  insincerely!) : 

"  Brabant  and  Holland  are  nothing  to  mo, 
"  I  want  but  a  spark  of  light,  to  see 

In  my  little  chamber  clearly." 

Wlion  she  imposes  this  duty, 

Hor  lovers  hasten  to  join  in  the  race. 
And  eagerly  seek,  from  place  to  place, 

A  spark  of  light  for  the  beauty. 
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As  soon  as  one  sees  a  taper. 

He  blindly  rushes  on  to  his  doom, 

And  the  cruel  flames  the  victim  consume. 

And  his  loving  heart,  like  paper. 

*  *  *  » 

It  comes  from  Japan,  this  fable, 

Yet  even  in  Germany,  my  dear  child, 
Are  plenty  of  dragonflies,  devilish  wild, 

Perfidious,  and  unstable. 

OLD  SCENTS. 

THE  nosegay  Matilda  twined  for  mo, 
And  smilingly  offer'd  entreatingly, 
I  push'd  away,  o'erj)ower'd  completely 
By  the  sight  of  the  flowers  that  blossom'd  so  sweetly. 

At  the  scent  of  the  flowers,  my  tears  fast  flow, — • 
I  feel  that  in  all  this  fair  world  below, 
Its  beauty,  simlight,  joy,  love  are  bereft  me, 
And  nought  but  its  bitter  tears  are  left  me. 

They  tell  me  that  I  no  longer  share 
A  part  in  life  and  its  circle  fair, 
That  I  belong  to  death's  kingdom  dreary, 
Yes,  I,  a  corpse  unburied  and  weary. 

How  happy  was  I  when  erst  I  saw 

The  dance  of  rats  at  the  Oj)era  ! 

But  now  I  hear  the  odious  scuffling 

Of  churchyard  rats  and  grave-moles  shufiling. 

The  scent  of  the  flowers  recalls  again 

A  perfect  ballet,  a  joyous  train 

Of  recollections  perfumed  and  glowing. 

From  the  hidden  depths  of  the  past  o'crflowiiig, 

To  sound  of  cornet  and  castanet. 
In  spangled  dresses  (full  short,  I  regret), — • 
Yet  all  their  toying,  each  laugh,  each  titter. 
Can  only  render  my  thoughts  more  bitter. 

Away  with  the  flowers !  O,  how  I  abhor 
The  scent  that  maliciously  tells  once  more 
Of  days  long  vanish'd  and  hours  of  gladness — 
I  weep  at  the  thought  with  speechless  sadneea- 
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MISERERE. 

ri^HE  sons  of  Fortune  I  envy  not 
JL     For  tlieir  lives,  in  pleasure  vying, 
I  envy  them  only  tlieir  happy  death, 
Their  easy  and  painless  dying. 

In  gala  dresses,  with  garlanded  heads. 

Their  lips  in  laughter  extended, 
They  joyously  sit  at  the  banquet  of  life, — 

The  sickle  falls, — all  is  ended ! 

In  festal  attire,  with  roses  adorn'd. 

Still  blooming  with  life,  these  glad  mortals, 

These  fav'rites  of  fortune  reach  at  last 
The  shadowy  realm's  dark  portals. 

They  ne'er  were  disfigured  by  fever's  attack. 
They  die  with  a  joyous  demeanour, 

And  gladly  are  welcomed  at  her  sad  court 
By  Proserpine,  hell's  Czarina. 

0  how  I  envy  a  fate  like  theirs  ! 

Seven  years  I  daily  languish 
For  death,  as  on  the  ground  I  writhe 

In  bitter  and  speechless  anguish. 

0  God !  my  agony  shorten,  that  I 
May  be  buried, — my  sole  ambition. 

Thou  knowcst  that  I  no  talent  possess 
For  filling  a  martyr's  position. 

1  feel  astonished,  gracious  Lord. 

At  a  course  so  unconsequcntial  ■? 
Thou  madest  a  joyous  poet,  without 
That  joy  that  is  so  essential. 

My  torments  blunt  each  feeling  of  mirtli, 

And  melancholy,  make  me ; 
Unless  I  get  better  ere  long,  to  the  faith 

Of  a  Catholic  I  must  betake  mo. 

liiko  other  good  Christians,  I  then  shall  how] 
In  thine  ears  my  wailings  dreary — • 

The  best  of  humorists  then  will  be  lost 
For  over — O  Miserere. 
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TO  MATILDA. 

1WAS.  dear  lainb,  ordain'd  to  be 
A  shepherd  here,  to  watch  o'er  thee ; 
I  Lourish'd  thee  with  mine  own  bread, 
With  water  from  the  fountain  head. 

And  when  the  winter  storm  roar'd  loudly, 
Against  my  breast  I  warm'd  thee  proudly  ; 
There  held  I  thee  encircled  well 
"Whilst  rain  in  torrents  round  us  fell ; 
When,  through  its  rocky  dark  bed  pouring 
The  torrent,  with  the  wolf,  was  roaring, 
Thou  feared'st  not,  no  muscle  quiver'd. 
E'en  when  the  highest  pine  was  shiver 'd 
By  the  fork'd  flash — within  mine  arm 
Thou  slept'st  in  peace  without  alarm. 

My  arm  grows  weak,  and  fast  draws  near 
Pale  death !     My  shepherd's  task  so  dear, 
And  pastoral  care  approach  their  end. 
Into  Thy  hands,  God,  I  commend 
My  staff  once  more.     O  do  Thou  guard 
My  lamb,  when  I  beneath  the  sward 
Am  laid  in  peace,  and  suffer  ne'er 
A  thorn  to  prick  her  anywhere. 

From  thorny  hedges  guard  her  fleece, 
May  quagmires  ne'er  disturb  her  peace, 
May  there  spring  up  beneath  her  feet 
An  ample  crop  of  pasture  sweet. 
And  let  her  sleep  without  alarm. 
As  erst  she  slept  within  mine  arm ! 

FOE  THE  "  MOTJCHE."* 

I  HAD  a  dream.     It  was  a  summer's  night, 
And  in  the  moonlight,  pale  and  weathorbcatcn, 
Lay  buildings,  relics  of  past  ages  bright, — 

The  style,  renaissant,  of  these  ^Tccks  time-eaten. 

*  This  -was  the  nickname  of  a  young  lady  whoso  acquaintance 
Heine  made  towards  the  end  of  his  life,  who  attended  him  in 
his  lust  illness,  and  for  whom  he  felt  a  strong  affection.  The 
present  poem  was  the  last  composition  of  Heine,  and  was  written 
only  two  or  three  weeks  before  his  death.  It  is  undoubtedly  one 
of  the  finest  of  his  works. 
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And  here  and  there,  with  stately  Doric  head. 
Rose  single  columns  from  the  mass  there  lying, 

And  on  the  fii-mament  high  o'er  them  spread 
Gazed  they,  as  if  its  thunderbolts  defying. 

In  broken  fi-agments  lay  there  on  the  ground, 
Mingled  with  many  a  portal,  many  a  gable. 

Sculptures  where  man,  beast,  centaur,  sphinx  were  found. 
Chimera,  satyr, — creatui-es  of  old  fable. 

The  contrasts  there  presented  were  grotesque, 
The  emblems  of  Judtea's  God  combining 

With  Grecian  grace,  in  fashion  arabesque 

The  ivy  round  them  both,  its  tendrils  twining. 

A  fair  sarcophagus  of  marble  white 

Amid  the  ruins  stood,  unmutilated ; 
And  in  the  coffin  lay  a  corpse  in  sight. 

Of  featm-cs  mild,  with  sadness  penetrated. 

The  power  supporting  it  appear'd  supplied 

By  Caryatides,  with  necks  extended  ; 
And  many  a  bas-relief  on  either  side 

Was  seen,  of  chisell'd  figiu'es  strangely  blended. 

The  glories  of  Olympus  there  saw  I, 
With  all  its  heathen  deities  misguided  ; 

Adam  and  Eve  were  there,  decorously 

With  figleaf  aprons  round  their  loins  provided. 

Troy's  taking  and  Troy's  burning  here  were  seen, 
Hector  and  Helen,  Paris  (that  wild  gay  man)  ; 

Moses  and  Aaron  also  stood  between, 

With  Esther,  Judith,  Holofernes,  Haman, 

God  Amor  also  had  liis  place  hard  by, 
Phoebus,  Apollo,  Vulcan.  Madam  Venus, 

Pluto,  Proserpina,  and  Mcrcmy,  • 

God  Bacchus,  and  Priapus,  and  Silenus. 

Likewise  was  Balaam's  ass  omitted  not.  — 

(Tlie  ass  for  speaking  seem'd,  in  fact,  created), 

And  Abraham's  temptation  too,  and  Lot, 
Who  by  his  daughters  was  intoxicated. 

Hcrodias'  daughter's  dance  was  shown  as  well, 
The  Baptist's  head  was  in  the  charger  given ; 

The  monster  Satan  too  was  there,  and  hell, 
And  I'cter,  with  the  heavy  keys  of  heaven. 
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And  next  in  order  saw  I  sculiitui-ed  tliere 

Tlie  loves  of  Jove,  with  Lis  vile  actions  blending  ; 

How  as  a  swan  he  ravish'd  Leda  fair, 

And  Danae,  in  golden  shower  descending. 

The  wild  hunt  of  Diana  was  display'd, 

With  her  fleet  dogs,  and  nymphs  attired  so  trimly ; 
And  Hercules,  in  woman's  clothes  array 'd. 

Distaff  on  arm,  the  spindle  whirling  nimbly. 

And  next  was  Sinai's  mountain  to  be  view'd, 
And  Israel  near  it,  with  his  oxen  lowing ; 

The  Lord  a  child  within  the  temple  stood, 

Disi)uting  with  the  doctors  proud  and  knowing. 

But,  strange  to  tell,  when  I  had  dreamily 

These  forms  a  while  observed,  in  thought  suspended, 

I  suddenly  conceived  myself  to  be 

The  corpse,  in  that  fair  marble  tomb  extended. 

And  at  the  head  of  this  my  grave  there  stood 
A  flower  full  fair,  of  strange  configuration  ; 

Its  leaves  were  yellow-tinged  and  violet-hued. 
The  flower  possess'd  a  wondrous  fascination. 

'Tis  by  the  name  of  passion-flower  well  known, 
On  Golgotha,  they  say,  'twas  first  created 

The  day  they  crucified  God's  only  Son, 
And  the  Eedeemer's  body  lacerated. 

Bloodwitness  doth  this  flower  now  bear,  they  say  ; 

Each  instrument  of  torture  then  invented 
And  used  at  His  sad  martyrdom  that  day, 

Is  in  its  calyx  duly  represented. 

Yes  !  every  passion-attribute  adorns 

The  flower,  each  emblem  of  their  cruel  malice, — ■ 
For  instance,  scourge  and  rope  and  crown  of  thorns, 

The  hammer  and  the  nails,  the  cross,  the  chalice 

Such  was  the  flower  which  at  my  grave  did  stand, 
And  o'er  my  body  bending  with  compassion, 

As  with  a  woman's  sorrow,  kiss'd  my  hand. 
My  eyes,  and  forehead,  in  sad  silent  fashion. 

But  0,  my  dream's  strange  magic !     Wondrously 
The  passion-flower,  the  yellow-hued  and  rare  one, 

Cliiinc^ed  to  a  woman's  likeness, — ah  !  and  she, 

Siie  was  my  luvcd  ouc.  she  was  mine  own  fair  one  ! 
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Thou  wert  the  flower,  yes,  thou,  my  darling  child  ! 

At  once  I  know  thee  by  thy  kisses  yearning ; 
No  lips  of  flowers  so  tender  are  and  mild, 

No  tears  of  flowers  so  fiery  are  and  bui-ning. 

Although  mine  eyes  were  closed,  my  spirit  gazed 
With  steadiness  upon  thy  face  entrancing  ; 

Thou  look'dst  at  me  mth  raptured  look  amazed, 
Strangely  illumined  in  the  moonlight  glancing. 

No  woi-ds  we  spake,  and  yet  my  heart  could  see 
The  thoughts  that  in  thy  mind  iu  silence  hovcr'd ; 

A  word  when  spoken  has  no  modesty, 

By  silence  is  love's  modest  blossoms  cover'd. 

Voiceless  our  converse !     Wondrous  doth  it  seem 

How  in  our  silent,  tender  conversation 
The  time  pass'd  in  that  summer  night's  fair  di'cam, 

When  joy  commingled  was  with  consternation. 

That  which  we  spoke  of  then,  ne'er  seek  to  learn, 
The  glow-worm  ask,  why  in  the  grass  it  glo\^'cth, 

The  torrent,  why  it  roareth  in  the  bm-n. 

The  west  wind,  why  it  waileth  as  it  bloweth. 

Ask  the  carbuncle  why  it  gleams  so  bright. 
The  rose  and  violet,  why  so  sweetly  scented ; 

But  ask  not  what,  beneath  the  moon's  soft  light. 
The  martyr-flower  talk'd  with  her  love  lamented ! 

1  cannot  tell  how  long  it  was  that  I 

Eiijoy'd,  as  in  the  marble  tomb  I  slumber'd, 

That  beauteous,  happy  di'cam.     It  fleeted  by, 

Too  soon  the  moments  of  my  rest  were  numbcr'd. 

Death  with  thy  gravelike  silence !  Thou  alone 
Canst  give  us  pleasure  in  a  lasting  fasliion ; 

Vain  barbarous  life,  for  joy  is  ever  known 
Tu  give  us  restless  bliss,  convulsive  passion. 

Alas,  alas  !  my  happiness  soon  fled, 

For  suddenly  arose  a  noise  exciting. 
It  was  a  savage  conflict,  fierce  and  dread — 

Ah,  my  jjoor  flower  was  scared  by  all  this  fighting  ! 

Yes  !  there  arose  outside,  witli  hideous  yell, 
A  quarrelling,  a  yelping,  and  a  scolding ; 

Rl'tliought  that  many  a  voice  I  knew  full  well,  — 
It  was  the  bas-rclivfi  my  tomb  enfolding! 
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Is  the  stone  hamitect  by  those  visions  wau  ? 

And  are  those  marble  phantoms  all  disputing  ? 
The  fearful  clamour  of  the  wood-god  Pau, 

Moses's  fierce  anathemas  confuting. 

Alas  !  this  contest  ne'er  will  ended  be, 

The  True  and  Beautiful  will  wrangle  ever ! 

Greeks  and  Barbarians  in  wild  rivalry 

The  ranks  of  man  are  always  doom'd  to  sevei', 

Tliey  cursed  and  raved.    No  end  would  there  have  beet 
To  this  long  squabble,  and  their  passion  towering, 

Had  Balaam's  ass  not  come  upon  the  scene, 

The  voices  of  the  gods  and  saints  o'erjjowering. 

The  stupid  beast,  mth  his  disgusting  brag, 
That  sobbing  sound  of  sheer  abomination, 

Made  me  cry  out  in  terrible  dismay. 
And  I  awoke  at  last  in  desperation. 
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Trans,  by  T.  Buckley,  B.A.     55. 

ARRIAN'S  Anabasis  of  Alex- 
ander, together  with  the  Indica. 
Translated  by  E.  J.  Chinnock, 
M.A.,  LL.D.  With  Maps  and 
Plans.     5^. 

ATHEN.EUS.  The  Deipnoso- 
phists;  or,  the  Banquet  of  the 
Learned.  Trans,  by  Prof.  C.  D. 
Yonge,  M.A.    3  vols.     Jj.  each. 

BACON'S  Moral  and  Historical 
Works,  including  the  Essays, 
Apophthegms,  Wisdom  of  the 
Ancients,  New  Atlantis,  Henry 
VIL,  Henry  VHL,  Elizabeth, 
Henry  Prince  of  Wales,  History 
of  Great  Britain,  Julius  Caesar, 
ind  Augustus  Ceesar.  Edited  by 
J.  Devey,  M.A.     3^.  dd. 

Noviun  Organiim  and  Ad- 
vancement of  Learning.  Edited 
by  J.  Devey,  M.A.     55. 

BASS'S  Lexicon  to  the  Greek 
Testament,    zs, 

BAX'S  Manual  of  the  History 
of  Philosophy,  for  the  use  of 
Students.   By  E.  Belfort  Bax.    ^s. 

BEAUMONT  and  FLETCHER, 
their  finest  Scenes,  Lyrics,  and 
other  Beauties,  selected  from  the 
whole  of  their  works,  and  edited 
by  Leigh  Hunt,     y,  (>d. 


BECHSTEIN'S  Cage  and 
Chamber  Birds,  their  Natural 
History,  Habits,  Food,  Diseases, 
and  Modes  of  Capture.  Translated, 
with  considerable  additions  on 
Structure,  Migration,  and  Eco- 
nomy, by  H.  G.  Adams.  Together 
with  Sweet  British  Warblers. 
With  43  coloured  Plates  and 
Woodcut  Illustrations,     ^s. 

BEDE'S  (Venerable)  Ecclesias- 
tical History  of  England.  To- 
gether with  the  Anglo-Saxon 
Chronicle.  Edited  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     With  Map.     51. 

BELL  (Sir  Charles).  The  Ana- 
tomy and  Philosophy  of  Ex- 
pression, as  connected  with 
the  Fine  Arts.  By  Sir  Charles 
Bell,  K.H.  7th  edition,  revised. 
S^- 

BERKELEY  (George),  Bishop 
of  Cloyue,  The  Works  of. 
Edited  by  George  Sampson.  With 
Biographical  Introduction  by  the 
Right  Hon.  A.  J.  Balfour,  M.P. 
3  vols.     55.  each. 

BION.    See  Theocritus. 

BJORNSON'S  Arne  and  the 
Fisher  Lassie.  Translated  by 
W.  H.  Low,  M.A.     3^.  6d. 

BLAIR'S  Chronological  Tables 
Revised  and  Enlarged.  Compre- 
hending the  Chronology  and  His- 
tory of  the  World,from  the  Earliest 
Times  to  the  Russian  Treaty  of 
Peace,  April  1856.  By  J.  Wil- 
loughby  Rosse.     Double  vol.  xos. 


Index    of   Dates. 


Com- 


prehending the  principal  Facts  in 
the  Chronology  and  History  of 
the  World,  alphabetically  ar- 
ranged ;  being  a  complete  Index 
to  Blair's  Chronological  Tables. 
ByJ.W.  Rosse.    2  vols.   5 j.  each. 


Contained  in  Bohns  Lihrai'ies. 


BLEEK,  Introduction  to  the 
Old  Testament.  By  Friedrich 
Bleek.  Edited  by  Johann  Bleek 
and  Adolf  Kamphausen.  Trans- 
lated by  G.  H.  Venables,  under 
the  supervision  of  the  Rev.  Canon 
Venables.     2  vols.     5^.  each. 

BOETHIUS'S  Consolation  of 
Philosophy.  King  Alfred's  Anglo- 
Saxon  Version  of.  With  a  literal 
English  Translation  on  opposite 
pages,  Notes,  Introduction,  and 
Glossary,  by  Rev.  S.  Fox,  M.A. 

BOHN'S  Dictionary  of  Poetical 
Quotations.    4th  edition.     6^. 

BOHN'S  Handbooks  of  Games 
New  edition.  In  2  vols.,  with 
numerous  Illustrations  35.  bd. 
each. 

Vol.  I.— Table  Games  :— Bil- 
liards, Chess,  Draughts,  Back- 
gammon, Dominoes,  Solitaire, 
Reversi,  Go-Bang,  Rouge  et  Noir, 
Roulette,  E.O.,  Hazard,  Faro. 

Vol.  II.  —  Card  Games  :  — 
Whist,  Solo  Whist,  Poker,  Piquet, 
Ecart^,  Euchre,  Bezique,  -Crib- 
bage.  Loo,  Vingt-et-un,  Napoleon, 
Newmarket,  Pope  Joan,  Specula- 
tion, &c.,  &c. 

BOND'S  A  Handy  Book  of  Rules 
and  Tables  for  verifying  Dates 
with  the  Christian  Era,  &c.  Giving 
an  account  of  the  Chief  Eras  and 
Systems  used  by  various  Nations  ; 
with  the  easy  Methods  for  deter- 
mining the  Corresponding  Dates. 
By  J.  J.  Bond.     Sj. 

BONOMI'S  Nineveh  and  itfi 
Palaces.  7  Plates  and  294  Wo-od- 
cut  Illustrations.     5^. 

BOS  WELL'S  Life  of  Johnson, 
with  the  Tour  in  the  IIrbridrs 
and  JOHNSONIANA.  Pklited  by 
the  Rev.  A.  Napier,  M.A.  With 
Frontispiece  to  e.ach  vol.  6  vols. 
3 J.  6^.  each. 


BRAND'S  Popular  Antiquities 
of  England,  Scotland,  and  Ire- 
land. Arranged,  revised,  and 
greatly  enlarged,  by  Sir  Henry 
Ellis,  K.H.,  F.R.S.,  &c.,  &c.  3 
vols.     Sj'.  each. 

BREMER'S  (Frederika)  VvTorka. 
Translated  by  Mary  Howitt.  4 
vols.     3 J.  dd.  each. 

BRIDGWATER   TREATISES. 

Bell  (Sir  Charles)  on  the  Hand. 

With  numerous  Woodcuts.     5^. 

Klrby  on  the  History,  Habits, 
and  Instincts  of  Animals. 
Edited  by  T.  Rymer  Jones. 
With  upwards  of  100  Woodcuts. 
2  vols.     Sj.  each. 

Kidd  on  the  Adaptation  of  Ex- 
ternal Nature  to  the  Physical 
Condition  of  Man.    y,  6d. 

Chalmers  on  the  Adaptation 
of  External  Nature  to  the 
Moral  and  Intellectual  Con- 
stitution of  Man.     5 J. 

BRINK  (B.  ten)     Early  EngUsh 
Literature.       By   Bernhard    ten 
Brink.  Vol.  I.  ToWyclif.  Trans- 
lated  by   Horace    M.   Kennedy 
y.6d. 

Vol.  II.  Wyclif,  Chaucer,  Ear- 
liest Drama  Renaissance.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Clarke  Robinson, 
Ph.D.     y.  bd. 

Vol.  III.  From  the  Fourteenth 
Century  to  the  Death  of  Surrey. 
Edited  by  Dr.  Alois  Brandl. 
Trans,  by  L.  Dora  Schmitz. 
3J-.  M. 

Five  Lectures  on  Shake- 
speare. Trans,  by  JulLa  Franklin. 
3^.  bd. 

BROWNE'S  (Sir  Thomas) Works 
Edited  by  Simon  Wilkin.  3  vols. 
3.r.  dd.  each. 
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BURKE'S  Works, 
each. 


8  vols.    3J.  (>d. 


I. — Vindication  of  Natural  So- 
ciety— Essay  on  the  Sub- 
lime and  Beautiful,  and 
various  Political  Miscel- 
lanies. 

II. — Reflections  on  the  French 
Revolution  —  Letters  re- 
lating to  the  Bristol  Elec- 
tion —  Speech  on  Fox's 
East  India  Bill,  &c. 

III. — Appeal  from  the  New  to  the 
Old  WOiigs— On  the  Na- 
bob of  Arcot's  Debts — 
The  Catholic  Claims,  &c. 

IV. — Report  on  the  Affairs  of 
India,  and  Articles  of 
Charge  against  Warren 
Hastings. 

V. — Conclusion  of  the  Articles  of 
Charge  against  Warren 
Hastings  —  Political  Let- 
ters on  the  American  War, 
on  a  Regicide  Peace,  to 
the  Empress  of  Russia. 

VI. — Miscellaneous  Speeches  — 
Letters  and  Fragments- 
Abridgments  of  English 
History,  &c.  With  a 
General  Index. 

VII.  &  VIII.— Speeches  on  the  Im- 
peachment of  Warren 
Hastings;  and  Letters. 
With  Index.  2  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

Life.     By  Sir  J.  Prior.  3^.  Gd. 

BURNBY'S  Evelina.  By  Frances 
Burney  (Mme.  D'Arblay).  With 
an  Introduction  and  Notes  by 
A.  R.  Ellis.     3 J.  ed. 


Cecilia.  With  an  Introduc- 
tion and  Notes  by  A.  R.  Ellis. 
a  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 


BURN  (R )  Ancient  Rome  and 
its  Neighbourhood.  An  Illus- 
trated Handbook  to  the  Ruins  in 
the  City  and  the  Campagna,  for 
the  use  of  Travellers.  By  Robert 
Burn,  M.A.  With  numerous 
Illustrations,  Maps,  and  Plans. 
75.  6d. 

BURNS  (Robert),  Life  of.  By 
J.  G.  Lockhart,  D.C.L.  A 
new  and  enlarged  Edition.  Re- 
vised by  William  Scott  Douglas. 
35.  6d. 

BURTON'S  (Robert)  Anatomy  of 
Melancholy.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
A.  R.  Shilleto,  M.A.  With  In- 
troduction by  A.  H.  Bullen,  and 
full  Index.     3  vols.     3J.  6d.  each. 

BURTON  (Sir  R.  P.)  Personal 
Narrative  of  a  Pilgrimage  to 
Al-Madinah  and  Meocah.  By 
Captain  Sir  Richard  F.  Burton, 
K.C.M.G.  With  an  Introduction 
by  Stanley  Lane-Poole,  and  all 
the  original  Illustrations.  2  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

*»*  This  is  the  copyright  edi- 
I       tion,  containing  the  author's  latest 
notes. 

BUTLER'S  (Bishop)  Analogy  01 
Religion,  Natural  and  Revealed, 
to  the  Constitution  and  Course  of 
Nature ;  together  with  two  Dis- 
sertations on  Personal  Identity  and 
on  the  Nature  of  Virtue,  and 
Fifteen  Sermons.     3^.  6d. 

BUTLER'S  (Samuel)  Hudibras. 
With  Variorum  Notes,  a  Bio- 
graphy, Portrait,  and  28  Illus- 
trations.    51. 

or,  further  Illustrated  with  60 

Outline  Portraits.  2  vols.  5^.  each. 

C-ffiSAR.  Commentaries  on  the 
Gallio  and  Civil  Wars.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  A.  McDevitte,  B.A. 
5^/ 
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CAMOENS'  Lu3lad ;  or,  the  Dis- 
covery of  India.  An  Epic  Poem. 
Translated  by  W.  J.  Mickle.  Sth 
Edition,  revised  by  E.  R.  Hodges, 
M.C.P.    IS.  6d. 

OAKAFAS  (The)  of  Maddaloni. 
Naples  under  Spanish  Dominion. 
Translated  from  the  German  of 
Alfred  de  Reumont.     y.  6d. 

CARLYLE'S  French  Revolution. 
Edited  by  J.  Holland  Rose, 
Litt.D.     Illus.    3  vols.    55.  each. 

Sartor   Resartus.     With  75 

Illustrations  by  Edmund  J.  Sul- 
livan.    5^. 

CARPENTER'S     (Dr.    W.    B.) 

Zoology.      Revised    Edition,   by 

W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.     With  very 

numerous  Woodcuts.     Vol.1.  6s. 

[  FoL  II.  out  of  print. 

CARPENTER'S  Mechanical 
Philosophy,  A-stronocay,  and 
Horology.     181  Woodcuts.     5x. 

Vegetable  Physiology    and 

Systematic  Botany.  Revised 
Edition,  by  E.  Lankester,  M.D., 
&c.  With  very  numerous  Wood- 
cuts.    6j. 

Animal  Physiology.    I'leviscd 

Edition.  With  upwards  of  300 
Woodcuts,     ds. 

CASTLE  (E.)  Schools  and 
Masters  of  Fence,  from  the 
Middle  Aj^cs  to  the  End  of  the 
Eighteenth  Century.  I'.y  Egerton 
Castle,  M.A.,  F.S.A.  With  a 
Complete  Bibliography.  Illus- 
trated with  140  Reproductions  of 
Old  Engravings  and  6  I'latcs  of 
Swords,  showing  114  Examples. 
ds. 

CATTERMOLE'3  Evenings  at 
Haddon  Hall.  Wiih  24  En- 
(jravings  on  Steel  from  designs  by 
CatVermole,  li>e  Letterpress  by  the 
Baroness  de  Caral>ella.     5^. 


CATULLUS,  Tibiillua,  and  the 
Vigil  of  Venus.  A  Literal  Prose 
Translation.     <)S, 

CELLINI  (Benveuuto).  Me- 
moirs of,  written  by  Himself. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 
3x.  6,/. 

CERVANTES'  Don  Quixote  de 
la  Mancha.  Motteaux's  Trans- 
lation revised.  2  vols.  Is.  6d. 
each. 

Galatea.  A  Pastoral  Ro- 
mance. Translated  by  G.  W.  J. 
Gyil.     3^.  6d. 

Exemplary  Novels.    Trans- 


lated by  Walter  K.  Kelly.  3^.  6d. 

CIIAUCER'S  Poetical  Works. 
Edited  by  Robert  Bell.  Revised 
E'.lition,  wiih  a  Preliminary  Essay 
by  Prof.  W.  W.  Skeat,  M.A.  4 
vols.     y.  6d.  each, 

CHESS  CONGRESS  of  1862. 
A  Collection  of  the  Games  played. 
Edited  by  J.  Lbwenthal.     5^. 

GHBVREUL  on  Colour.  Trans- 
lated from  the  French  by  Charles 
Martel.  Third  Edition,  with 
Plates,  5.f. ;  or  with  an  additional 
series  of  16  Plates  in  Colours, 
71.  6d. 

CHILLINGWORTH'S  Religion 
of  Protestants.  A  Safe  Way  to 
Salvr.tion.     3^.  6d. 

CHINA,  Pictorial,  Descriptive, 
and  Historical.  With  Map  and 
nearly  100  Illustrations.     5^. 

CHRONICLES  OP  THE  CRU- 
SADES. Contemporary  Naria- 
tives  of  the  Crusade  of  Richard 
Cceur  de  Lion,  by  Richard  of 
Devizes  and  GeotTrey  de  Vinsauf ; 
and  of  the  Crusade  at  St.  Louis, 
Ijy  Lord  John  de  Joinville.     ^s. 

CICERO'S  Orations.  Translated 
by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.  4 
vols.     5i.  each. 
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CICERO'S  Letters.  Translated  by 
Evelyn  S.  Shuckburgh.  4  vols. 
5^.  each. 

On    Oratory   and    Orators. 

With  Letters  to  Quintus  and 
Brutus.  Translated  by  the  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.     Sj. 

On  the  Nature  of  the  Gods, 

Divination,  Fate,  Laws,  a  Re- 
public, Consulship.  Translated 
by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.,  and 
Francis  Barham.     Si-. 

Aoademios,  De  Finibus,  and 

f     Tusculan    Questions.      By   Prof. 
C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.     5^. 

Offices  ;    or.    Moral    Duties. 

Cato  Major,  an  Essay  on  Old 
Age ;  Lselius,  an  Essay  on  Friend- 
ship ;  Scipio's  Dream ;  Paradoxes ; 
Letter  to  Quintus  on  Magistrates. 
Translated   by  C.    R.  Edmonds. 

CORNELIUS    NEPOS.— .y^^ 

Justin. 

CLARK'S  (Hugh)  Introduetlon 
to  Heraldry.  i8th  Edition,  Re 
vised  and  Enlarged  by  J.  R. 
Planch6,  Rouge  Croix.  With 
nearly  1000  Illustrations.  55.  Or 
with  the  Illustrations   Coloured, 

CLASSIC  TALES,  containing 
Rasselas,  Vicar  of  Wakefield, 
Gulliver's  Travels,  and  The  Senti- 
mental Journey.     31. 6d. 

COLERIDGE'S  (S.  T.)  Friend. 
A  Series  of  Essays  on  Morals, 
Politics,  and  Religion,     y.  6d. 

Aids  to  Reflection,  and  the 

Confessions  of  an  Inquiring 
Spirit,  to  which  are  added  the 
Essays  on  Faith  and  the  Book 
OF  Common  Prayer.     35.  6d. 

Lectures    and    Notes 


on 


Shakespeare  and  other  English 
Poets.   Edited  by  T.  Ashe.  y.6d. 


COLERIDGE'S  Biographia  Lite- 
rarla ;  together  with  Two  Lay 
Sermons.     3^.  6d. 

Table-Talk   and    Omnlana. 

Edited  by  T.  Ashe,  B.A.     3s.  6d. 

Miscellanies,  .Esthetlo  and 

Literary;  to  which  is  added, 
The  Theory  of  Life.  Col- 
lected and  arranged  by  T.  Ashe, 
B.A.     3s.  6d. 

COMTE'S  Positive  PMlosophy. 
Translated  and  condensed  by 
Harriet  Martineau.  With  Intro- 
duction by  Frederic  Harrison. 
3  vols.     5^.  each. 

COMTE'S  Philosophy  of  the 
Sciences,  being  an  Exposition  of 
the  Principles  of  the  Cours  de 
Philosolhie  Positive.  By  G.  H. 
Lewes.     5^. 

CONDE  S   History  of  the   Do 
minion  of  the  Arabs  in  Spain. 
Translated   by   Mrs.    Foster.      3 
vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 

COOPER'S  Biographical  Dlo- 
tlonary.  Containing  Concise 
Notices  (upwards  of  15,000)  of 
Eminent  Persons  of  all  Ages  and 
Countries.  By  Thompson  Cooper, 
F.S.A.  With  a  Supplement, 
bringing  the  work  down  to  1883. 
2  vols.     ^s.  each. 

COXE'S  Memoirs  of  the  Duke  of 
Marlborough.  With  his  original 
Correspondence.  By  W.  Coxe, 
M.A.,  F.R.S.  Revised  edition 
by  John  Wade.  3  vols.  y.  6d. 
each. 

*^*  An  Atlas  of  the  plans  of 
Marlborough's  campaigns,  4to. 
10;.  6d. 

History    of   the    House    of 

Austria  (1218-1792).  With  a 
Continuation  from  the  Accession 
of  Francis  I.  to  the  Revolution  of 
1848.     4  vols.     3 J.  6d,  each. 


Contained  in  BoJuCs  Libraries. 


CRAIK'S(Q.  L.)Purauit  of  Know- 
ledge under  Diffioultiea.  Illus- 
trated by  Anecdotes  and  Memoirs. 
Revised  edition,  with  numerous 
Woodcut  Portraits  and  Plates.   5^. 

CRUIKSHANK'S  Punch  and 
Judy.  The  Dialogue  of  the 
Puppet  Show  ;  an  Account  of  its 
Origin,  &c.  With  24  Illustra- 
tions, and  Coloured  Plates,  de- 
signed and  engraved  by  G.  Cruik- 
shank.     5^. 

CUNNINGHAM'S  Lives  of  the 
Most  Eminent  British  Painters. 
A  New  Edition,  with  Notes  and 
Sixteen  fresh  Lives.  By  Mrs. 
Heaton.     3  vols.     3^.  (>d.  each. 

DANTE.  Divine  Comedy.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  11,  F.  Gary, 
M.A.     3^.  dd. 

Translated  into  English  Verse 


by  I.  C.  Wright,  M.A.  3rd  Edi- 
tion, revised.  With  Portrait,  and 
34  Illustrations  on  Steel,  after 
Flaxmao. 

DANTE.  The  Inferno.  A  Literal 
Prose  Translation,  with  the  Text 
of  the  Original  printed  on  the  same 
page.   By  John  A.  Carlyle,  M.D. 

The  Purgatorlo.     A  Literal 


I'rose  Translation,  with  the  Text 
printed  on  the  same  page.  By 
W.  S.  Dugdale.     5^. 

DE  COMMINES  (Ptdllp),  Me- 
moirs of.  Containing  the  liistories 
of  Louis  XI.  and  Charles  VIII., 
Kings  of  France,  and  Charles 
the  Bold,  Duke  of  Burgundy. 
Together  with  the  Scandalous 
Chronicle,  or  Secret  History  ol 
Louis  XL,  by  Jean  de  Troyes. 
Translated  by  Andrew  R.  Scoblc. 
\\  ilh  I'ortraits.  2  vols.  3^.  bd. 
each. 


DEFOE'S  Novels  and  Miscel- 
laneous Works.  With  Prefaces 
and  Notes,  including  those  attri- 
buted to  Sir  W.  Sco.t.  7  vols. 
3J.  dd.  each. 

I. — Captain  Singleton,  and 
Coloiiel  Jack. 

II. — Memoirs  of  a  Cavalier, 
Captain  Carltton, 
Dickory  Cronke,  &c. 

III.— Moll  Planders,  and  the 
History  of  the  Devil. 

IV. — Roxana,  and  Life  of  Mrs, 
Christian  Davies. 

V. — History  of  the  Great  Plague 
of  London,  1665  ;  The 
Storm  (1703) ;  and  the 
True-born  Englishman. 

VI. — Duncan  Campbell,  New 
Voyage  round  the 
World,  and  Political 
Tracts. 

VII, — Robinson  Crusoe. 

DEMMIN'S  History  of  Arms 
and  Armovir,  from  the  Earliest 
Period.  By  Auguste  Demmin. 
Translated  by  C.  C.  Black,  M.A, 
With  nearly  2000  Illustrations. 
"]$.  6d. 

DEMOSTHENES'  Orations. 
Translated  by  C  Rann  Kennedy. 
5  vols.  Vol.  I.,  y.  6d.;  Vols. 
II.-V.,  Ss.  each. 

DE  STAEL'S  Corinue  or  Italy. 
By  Madame  de  Stael.  Trans- 
lated by  Emily  Baldwin  and 
Paulina  Driver,     y.  6d. 

DEVEY  S  Logic,  or  the  Science 
of  Inference.  A  Popular  Manual. 
By  J.  Devey.     55. 

DICTIONARY  of  Latin  and 
Greek  Quotations ;  including 
Proverbs,  Maxims,  Mottoes,  Law 
Terms  and  Phrases.    With  all  the 


An  Alphabetical  List  of  Books 


Quantities  marked,  and  English 
Translations.  With  Index  Ver- 
borum  (622  pages).     55. 

DICTIONARY  of  Obsolete  and 
Provincial  English.  Compiled 
by  Thomas  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S  A., 
&c.     2  vols.     51.  ^ach. 

DIDRON'S  Christian  Icono- 
graphy :  a  History  of  Christian 
Art  in  the  Middle  Ages.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  J.  Millington  and 
completed  by  Margaret  Stokes. 
With  240  Illustrations.  2  vols. 
5^.  each. 

DIOGENES  LAERTIUS.  Lives 
and  Opinions  of  the  Ancient 
Philosophers.  Translated  by 
Trof.  C.  D.  Yonge,  M.A.     5^. 

DOBREE'S  Adversaria.  Edited 
by  the  late  Prof.  Wagner.  2  vols. 
55,  each. 

D  ODD'S  Epigrammatists.  A 
Selection  from  the  Epigrammatic 
Literature  of  Ancient,  Mediceval, 
and  Modern  Times.  By  the  Rev. 
Henry  Philip  Dodd,  M.A.  Ox- 
ford. 2nd  Edition,  revised  and 
enlarged.     6j. 

DONALDSON'S  The  Theatre  of 
the  Greeks.  A  Treatise  on  the 
History  and  Exhibition  of  the 
Greek  Drama.  With  numerous 
Illustrations  and  3  Plans.  By  John 
William  Donaldson,  D.D.     5^. 

DRAPER'S  History  of  the 
Intellectual  Development  of 
Europe.  Byjohn  William  Draper, 
M.D.,  LL.D.     2  vols.    S^.  each. 

DUNLOP'S  History  of  Fiction. 
A  new  Edition.  Revised  by 
Henry  Wilson.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

DYER'S  History  of  Modem  Eu- 
rope, from  the  Fall  of  Constan- 
tinople. 3rd  edition,  revised  and 
continued  to  the  end  of  the  Nine- 
teenth Century.  By  Arthur  Ilas- 
sall,  M.A.    6  vols.    3^.  dd  each. 


DYER'S  (Dr.  T.  H.)  Pompeii :  its 

Buildings  and  Antiquities.  By 
T.  11.  Dyer,  LL.D.  With  nearly 
300  Wood  Engravings,  a  large 
Map,  and  a  Plan  of  the  Forum. 

DYER  (T.  F.  T.)  British  Popidar 
Customs,  Present  and  Past. 
An  Account  of  the  various  Games 
and  Customs  associated  with  Dif- 
ferent Days  of  the  Year  in  the 
British  Isles,  arranged  according 
to  the  Calendar.  By  the  Rev. 
T.  F.  Thiselton  Dyer,  M.A.     55. 

EBERS'  Egyptian  Princess.  An 
Historical  Novel.  By  George 
Ebers.  Translated  by  E.  S. 
Buchheim.     3^^.  6d. 

EDGEWORTH'S  Stories  for 
Children.  With  8  Illustrations 
by  L.  Speed.     3^.  6d. 

ELZE'S  William  Shakespeare. 
— See  Shakespeare. 

EMERSON'S    Works.      5  vols. 
35.  6d.  each. 

I. — E.ssays   and   Representative 
Men. 
II. — English  Traits,  Nature,  and 
Conduct  of  Life. 
III. — Society  and  Solitude — Letters 
and    Social     Aims  —  Ad- 
dresses. 
VI. — Miscellaneous  Pieces. 
V. — Poems. 

ENNEMOSER'S  History  of 
Magic.  Translated  by  William 
Howitt.     2  vols.     5J-.  each. 

EPIOTETUS,  The  Discourses  of. 

With  the  Enchkiridion  and 
Fragments.  Translated  by  George 
Long,  M.A.    5j. 

EURIPIDES.  A  New  Literal 
Translation  in  Prose.  By  E  P. 
Coleridge,  M.A.   2  vols.    $s.  each. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 


EUTROPIUS,— ^««  Justin. 

EUSEBIUS  PAMPHILUS, 
Ecclesiastical  History  of.  Trans- 
lated by  Rev.  C.F.Cruse.M.  A.  5^. 

EVELYN'S  Diary  and  Corre- 
spondendence.  Edited  from  the 
Original  MSS.  by  W.  Bray, 
F.A.S.  With  45  engravings.  4 
vols.  5^.  each. 

FAIRHOLT'S  Costume  In  Eng- 
land. A  History  of  Dress  to  the 
end  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
3rd  Edition,  revised,  by  Viscount 
Dillon,  V.P.S. A.  Illustrated  with 
above  700  Engravings.  2  vols. 
5j.  each. 

FIELDING  S  Adventures  ot 
Joseph  Andrews  and  his  Friend 
Mr.  Abraham  Adams.  With 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations.  3^.  6</. 

History  of  Tom    Jones,    a 

Foundling.     With  Cruikshank's 
Illustrations.  2  vols.  3^.  6d.  each. 

Amelia.    With    Cruikshank's 

Illustrations.     5x, 

FLAXMAN'S  Lectures  on  Sculp- 
ture. By  Jolin  Fiaxir-an,  R.A. 
With  Portrait  and  53  Plates.     6s, 

FOSTER'S  (John)  Life  and  Cor- 
respondence. Edited  by  J.  E. 
Ryland.     2  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

Critical  Essays.     Edited  by 

E.  Ryhind.     2  vols.      3^.  6d. 


J 
each, 


—  Essays  :  on  Decision  of  Cha- 
racter ;  on  a  Man's  writing  Me- 
moirs of  Himself ;  on  the  epithet 
Romantic ;  on  the  aversion  of 
Men  of  Taste  to  Evangelical  Re- 
ligion,    y.  (xl. 

Essays  on  the  Evils  of  Popular 


Ignorance  ;  to  which  is  added,  a 
Discourse  on  the  Propagation  of 
Christianity  in  India.     3^.  6</. 


FOSTER'S  Essays  on  the  Im- 
provement of  Time.  With  Notes 
OF  Sermons  and  other  Pieces. 
3^.  (>d. 

GASPARY'S  History  of  Italian 
Litera,ture.  Translated  by  Her- 
man Oelsner,  M.A.,  Ph.D. 
Vol.  I.     3 J.  6d. 

GEOFFREY  OF  MONMOUTH, 

Chronicle  of. — See  Old  English 
Chronicles. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  En- 
tertaining Moral  Stories  invented 
by  the  Monks.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  Charles  Swan.  Revised 
Edition,  by  Wynnard  Hooper, 
B.A.     5^. 

GILDAS,  Chronlolea  oi,—See  Old 

English  Chronicles. 

GIBBON'S  Decline  and  Pall  of 
the  Roman  Empire.  Complete 
and  Unabridged,  with  Variorum 
Notes.  Edited  by  an  English 
Churchman.  With  2  Maps  and 
Portrait.     7  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

(HLBART'S  History,  Principles, 
and  Practice  of  Banking.  By 
the  late  J.  W.  Gilbart,  F.R.S. 
New  Edition,  revised  by  A.  S. 
Michie.     2  vols.     los. 

GIL  BLAS,  The  Adventures  of. 
Translated  from  the  French  of 
Lesage  by  Smollett.  With  24 
Engravings  on  Steel,  after  Smirke, 
and  10  Etchings  by  George  Cruik- 
shank.     6s. 

GIRALDUS  CAMBRENSIS* 
Historical  Works.  Translated 
by  Th.  Forester,  M.A.,  and  Sir 
R.  Colt  Hoare.  Revised  Edition, 
Edited  by  Thomas  Wright,  M.A., 
F.S.A.     sx. 

GOETHE'S  Faust.  Part  I.  Ger- 
man Text  with  I  lay  ward's  Prose 
Translation  and  Notes.  Revised 
by  C.  A.  Buchheim,  Ph.D.     51. 
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QOETHE'S  Works.  Translated 
into  English  by  various  hands. 
14  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

I.  and  II. — Poetry    and    Truth 
from  My  Own  Life.     New 
and  revised  edition. 
III. —  Faust.      Two    Parts,    com- 
plete.    (Swan  wick.) 

IV. — Novels  and  Tales. 
V. — Wilhelm  Meister's  Appren- 
ticeship. 
VI. — Conversations   w^ith   Ecker- 
mann  and  Soret. 
VIII. — Dramatic  Works. 
IX.— Wilhelm  Meister's  Travels. 
X. — Tour  in  Italy,  and  Second 
Residence  in  Rome. 
XI. — Miscellaneous  Travels. 
XII. — Early     and     Miscellaneous 

Letters. 
XIV. — Reineke  Fox,  West-Eastern 
Divan  and  Achilleid. 

GOLDSMITH'S  Works.  A  new 
Edition,  by  J.  W,  M.  Gibbs.  5 
vols.     35.  6d.  each. 

GRAMMONT'S  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  Charles  II.  Edited  by 
Sir  Walter  Scott.  Together  with 
the  BoscoBEL  Tracts,  including 
two  not  before  published,  &c. 
New  Edition.     t,s, 

GRAY'S  Letters.  Including  the 
Correspondence  of  Gray  and 
Mason.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
D.  C.  Tovey,  M.A.  Vols.  I. 
and  II.  3^.  6d.  each. 

GREEK  ANTHOLOGY.  Trans- 
lated by  George  Purges,  M.A.    55. 

GREEK  ROMANCES  of  HeUo- 
dorus,  Longus,  and  Achillea 
Tatius — viz.,  The  Adventures  of 
Theagenes  &  Chariclea  ;  Amours 
of  Daphnis  and  Chloe  ;  and  Loves 
of  Clitopho  and  Leucippe.  Trans- 
lated by  Rev.  R.  Smith,  M.A. 
5f. 


GREGORY'S  Letters  on  the 
Evidences,  Doctrines,  &  Duties 
of  the  Christian  Religion.  By 
Dr.  Olinthus  Gregory.     3^,  6d, 

GREENE,  MARLOWE,  and 
BEN  JONSON.  Poems  of. 
Edited  by  Robert  Bell.     jr.  6d. 

GRIMM'S  TALES.  With  the 
Notes  of  the  Original.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  A.  Hunt.  With  Intro- 
duction by  Andrew  Lang,  M.A. 
2  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

Gammer  Grethel;   or,  Ger- 


man Fairy  Tales  and  Popular 
Stories.  Containing  42  Fairy 
Tales.  Trans,  by  Edgar  Taylor. 
With  numerous  Woodcuts  after 
George  Cruikshank  and  Ludwig 
Grimm.     35.  6d. 

GROSSI'S  Marco  Vlsoonti. 
Translated  by  A.  F.  D.  The 
Ballads  rendered  into  English 
Verse  by  C.  M.  P.     3s.  6d. 

GUIZOT'S  History  of  the 
English  Revolution  of  1640. 
From  the  Accession  of  Charles 
I.  to  his  Death.  Translated  by 
William  Hazlitt.     31.  6d. 

History  of  Civilisation,  from 


the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  French  Revolution.  Trans- 
lated by  William  Hazlitt.  3  vols. 
35.  6d.  each. 

HALL'S  (Rev.  Robert)  Miscel- 
laneous Works  and  Remains. 
3s.  6d. 

HAMPTON  COURT:  A  Short 
History  of  the  Manor  and 
Palace.  By  Ernest  Law,  B.A. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     ■;•'■• 

HARDWICK'S  History  of  the 
Articles  of  Religion.  By  the  late 
C.  Haidwick.  Revised  by  the 
Rev.  Fnancis  Procter,  M.A.    5^. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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HAUFF'S  Tales.  The  Caravan— 
The  Sheik  of  Alexandria — The 
Inn  in  the  Spessart.  Trans,  from 
the  German  by  S.  Mendel.  3^.  M. 

HAWTHORNE'S  Tales.    4  vols. 

3 J.  6d.  each, 
I.— Twice-told   Tales,   and   the 
Snow  Image. 

II.— Scarlet  Letter,  and  the  House 
with  the  Seven  Gables. 

III.— Transformation  [The  Marble 
Faun],  and  Blithedale  Ro- 
mance. 

IV. — Mosses  from,  an  Old  Manse. 

HAZLITT'S  Table-talk.  Essays 
on  Men  and  Manners.  By  W. 
Hazlitt.     T,s.  6ci. 

Lectiires  on  the  Literature 

of  the  Age  of  Elizabeth  and  on 
Characters  of  Shakespeare's  Plays. 

Lectures    on    the    English 


Poets,  and  on  the  English  Comic 
Writers.     3^.  dd. 

The  Plain  Speaker.  Opinions 


on  Books,  Men,  and  Things.  y.6d, 
—  Hound  Table.     3;.  6^?. 


Sketches     and   Essays. 

3J.  6d. 
The  Spirit  of  the  Age;    or. 

Contemporary  Portraits.     Edited 

by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.     3^.  6d. 
View  of  the  English  Stage. 

Edited  by  W.  Spencer  Jackson. 

y.  bd. 

HEATON'S  Concise  History  of 
Painting.  New  Edition,  revised 
by  Cosmo  Monkhouse.     5^. 

HEGEL'S  Lectures  on  the  Philo- 
sophy of  History.  Translated  by 
J.  .Sibree,  M.A. 

HEINE'S     Poems,    Complete 
Translated  by  Edgar  A.  Bowring, 
C.H.     3^.  dd. 

Travel-Pictures,  including  the 

Tour  in  the  Ilarz,  Norderney,  and 


Book  of  ideas,  together  with  the 
Romantic  School.  Translated  by 
Francis  Storr.  A  New  Edition, 
revised  throughout.  With  Appen- 
dices and  Maps.     3^.  dd. 

HELP'S  Life  of  Christopher 
Colvtmbus,  the  Discoverer  of 
America.  By  Sir  Arthur  Helps, 
K.C.B.     3J.  dd. 

Life   of  Hernando    Cortes, 

and  the  Conquest  of  Mexico.  2 
vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 

Life  of  Pizarro.     3^.  dd. 


Life  of  Las  Casas  the  Apostle 

of  the  Indies.     35.  dd. 

HENDERSON  (E.)  Select  His- 
torical Documents  of  the  Middle 
Ages,  including  the  most  famous 
Charters  relating  to  England,  the 
Empire,  the  Church,  &c.,  from 
the  6th  to  the  14th  Centuries. 
Translated  from  the  Latin  and 
edited  by  Ernest  F.  Henderson, 
A.B.,  A.M.,  Ph.D.     5^. 

HENFREY'S  Guide  to  English 
Coins,  from  the  Conquest  to  the 
present  time.  New  and  revised 
Edition  by  C.  F.  Keary,  M.A., 
F.S.A.     ds. 

HENRY  OF  HUNTINGDON'S 
History  of  the  English.  Trans- 
kted  by  T.  Forester,  M.A.     5^. 

HENRY'S  (Matthew)  Exposition 
of  the  Book  of  the  Psalms.     5^. 

HELIODORXJS.  Theagenes  and 
Chariclea.  —  See  Greek  Ro- 
mances. 

HERODOTUS.  Tran.slated  by  the 
Rev.  Henry  Gary,  M.A.     3^.  dd. 

..  Notes  on.  Original  and  Se- 
lected from  the  best  Commenta- 
tors. By  D.  W.  Turner,  M.A. 
With  Coloured  Map.     ^s. 

Analysis  and   Summary  of 

By  J.  T.  Wheeler,    .^s. 
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HESIOD,  CAIiLTMACHUS,  and 
THEOGNIS.  Translated  by  the 
Rev.  J.  Banks,  M,  A.     51-. 

HOFFMANN'S  (£3.  T.  W.)  The 
Seraplon  Brethren.  Translated 
from  the  German  by  Lt. -Col.  Alex. 
Ewing.     2  vols.     3J-,  td.  each. 

HOLBEIN'S  Dance  of  Death 
and  Bible  Cuts  Upwards  of  150 
Subjects,  engraved  in  facsimile, 
with  Introduction  and  Descrip- 
tions by  Francis  Douce  and  Dr. 
Thomas  Frognall  Dibdcn.     55. 

EOMEE'S  niad.  Translated  into 
English  Trose  by  T.  A.  Buckley, 
B.A.     ST. 

Odyssey.    Ilymiis,  Epigrams, 

and  Battle  of  the  P'rogsand  Mice. 
Translated  into  Encrlish  Prose  by 
T.  A.  Buckley,  B.A.     5.^. 

See  also  Pope. 

HOOPER'S  (G.)  Waterloo :  The 
Downfall  of  the  First  Napo- 
leon :  a  History  of  the  Campaign 
of  1815.  By  George  Hooper. 
With  Maps  and  I'ians.     t,s.  6d. 

The  Campaign   of  Sedan  : 

The  Downfall  of  the  Second  Em- 
pire, August  -  September,  1870. 
With  General  Map  and  Six  Plans 
of  Battle.     3^-.  6d. 

HOEACE.  A  new  literal  Prose 
tiansiation,  byA.  Hamilton  Bryce, 
LL.D.     zs.  6d. 

HUGO'S  (Victor)  Dramatic 
Works.  Hernani— Ruy  Bias— 
The  King's  Diversion.  Translated 
by  Mrs.  Newton  Crosland  and 
F.  L.  Slous.     ss.  6d. 

Poems,  chiefly  Lyrical.  Trans- 
lated by  various  Writers,  now  first 
collected  by  J.  H.  L.  Williams. 
35.  6d. 

HUMBOLDT'S  Cosmos.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  C.  Otte,  B.  H.  Paul, 
and  W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  5  vols. 
3J.  6d.  each,  excepting  Vol.  V.  5^. 


HUMBOLDT'S  Personal  Narra- 
tive of  his  Travels  to  the  Equi- 
noctial Regions  of  America  during 
the  years  1790-1804.  Translated 
by  T.  Ro.ss.    3  vols.     5^.  each. 

Views  of  Nature.   Translated 

by  E.  C.  Otte  and  H.  G.  Bohn. 
Sx. 

HUMPHREYS'  Coin  CoUeotor'8 
Manual.  By  H.  N.  Humphreys, 
with  upwards  of  140  Illustrations 
on  Wood  and  Steel.  2  vols.  51. 
each. 

HUNGARY:  its  History  and  Re- 
volution, together  with  a  copious 
Memoir  of  Kossuth.     3^.  6d. 

HUTCHINSON  (Colonel).  Me- 
moirs of  the  Life  of.  By  his 
Widow,  Lucy  :  together  with  hei 
Autobiography,  and  an  Account 
of  the  Siege  of  Lathom  House. 
3s.  6d. 

HUNT'S  Poetry  of  Science.  By 
Richard  Hunt.  3rd  Edition,  re- 
vised and  enlarged.     55. 

INGULPH'H  Chronicles  of  the 
Abbey  of  Croyland.  with  the 
Co'-JTINUATION  by  Peter  of  Blois 
ppd  other  Writers.  Translated  by 
il.  T.  Riley,  M.A.     5^. 

IRVING'S  (Washhigton)  Com. 
plete  fVorks.  15  vols.  With  Por- 
traits, &c.     p.  6d.  each. 

I. —Salmagundi,  Knicker- 
bocker's History  of  New 
York. 

II.— The  Sketch-Book,  and  the 
Life  of  Oliver  Goldsmith. 

in.— Bracebridge  Hall,    Abbots- 
ford  and  Newstead  Abbey. 

IV.— The  Alhambra,  Tales  of  a 
Traveller. 

v.— Chronicle  of  the  Conquest 
of  Granada,  Legends  of 
the  Conquest  of  Spain. 
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Irving's(Washington)Complete 
Works  continued. 

VI.  &  VII.— Life  and  Voyages  of 
Columbus,  rogether  with 
the  Voyages  of  his  Com- 
panions. 

VIII. — Astoria,    A    Tour    on    the 
Prairies. 
IX. — Lifeof  Mahomet, Livesof  the 
Successors  of  Mahomet. 
X. — Adventures  of  Captain  Bon- 
neville, U.S.A.,  Wolfert's 
Roost. 
XL — Biographies    and    Miscella- 
neous Papers. 

XII.-XV.— Life  of  George  Wash- 
ington.    4  vols. 

Life    and    Letters.     By  his 

Nephew,  Pierre  E.  Irving.    2  vols. 
35.  (td.  each. 

ISOCRATES,  The  Orations  of. 
Translated  b^  J.  H.  PVeese,  M.A. 
Vol.  I.     5 J. 

JAMES'S  (G.  P.  R.)  Life  of 
Richard  Cceur  de  Lion.  2  vols. 
35.  (yi.  each. 

JAMESON'S  (Mrs.)  Shake- 
speare's Heroines.  Character- 
istics of  Women :  Moral,  Poetical, 
and  Historical.  By  Mrs.  Jameson. 
y.  6d. 

JESSE'S  (E.)  Anecdotes  of  Dogs. 
With  40  Woodcuts  and  34  Steel 
Engravings.     51. 

JESSE'S  (J.  H.)  Memoirs  of  the 
Court  of  England  during  the 
Reign  of  the  Stuarts,  including 
the  Protectorate.  3  vols.  With 
42  Portraits.     51.  each. 

Memoirs  of  the  Pretenders 

and  their  Adherents.     With  6 
Portraits.     5^. 

JOHNSON'S  Lives  of  the  Poeta. 
Edited  by  Mrs.  Alexander  Napier, 
with  Introduction  by  Professoi 
Hales.     3  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 


JOSEPHUS  (Flavlus)  The  Works 
of.  'Whiston's  Translation,  re- 
vised by  Rev.  A  R  Shille'o.  M.A 
With  Topographical  anr!  Geo. 
graphical  Notes  b)  Colonel  Sii 
C.  W.  Wilson,  K.C.B.  5  vols. 
3j.  (td.  each. 

JIJLIAN,  the  Emperor.  Contain- 
ing Gregory  N  izianzen's  Two  In- 
vectives and  Libanus'  Monody, 
with  Julian's  extant  Theosophical 
Works.  Translated  by  C.  W. 
King,  M.A.     5^. 

JUNIUS'S  Letters.  With  all  the 
Notes  of  Wood  fall's  Edition,  and 
important  Additions.  2  vols. 
3t.  6^.  each. 

JUSTIN  CORNELIUS  NEPOS, 
and  EUTROPIUS.  Translated 
by  the  Rev.  J.   S.  Watson,  M.A. 

JUVENAL.  PERSIUS.  S^^I,- 
PICIA  and  LUCIlJUS.  Trans- 
lated by  L.  Evans,  M.A.     ^s. 

KANT'S  Critique  of  Pure  Reason. 
Translated  by  J.  M.  D.  Meikle- 
john.     5J-. 

Prolegomena   and   Meta- 

phyBlcal  Foundation  s  of  Natural 
Science.  Translated  by  E.  Belfort 
Bax.     5^. 

KEiaHTLEY'S  (Thomas)  My- 
thology of  Ancient  Greece  and 
Italy.  4th  Edition,  revised  by 
Leonard  Schmitz,  Ph.D.,  LL.D. 
With  12  Plates  from  the  Antique. 

KEIQHTLEY'S  Fairy  Mytho- 
logy, illustrative  of  the  Romance 
and  Superstition  of  Various  Coun- 
tries. Revised  Edition,  with 
Frontispiece  by  Cruikshank.     5^. 

LA  FONTAINE'S  Fables.  Trans- 
lated into  EngUsh  Verse  by  Elizur 
Wright.  New  Kdition,  with  Notes 
by  J.  W.  M.  Gibbs.     3^.  6a'. 
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LAMARTINE'S  History  of  the 
Girondists.  Translated  by  H.  T. 
Ryde.      3  vols.     3^.  6c/.  each. 

History  of  the  Restoration 

of  Monarchy  in  France  (a  Sequel 
to  the  History  of  the  Girondists). 
4  vols.     3^.  dd.  each. 

History  of  the  French  Re- 
volution of  1848.     y.  6d. 

LAMB'S  (Charles)  Essays  of  Elia 
and  Ellana.  Complete  Edition. 
3j.  6d. 

Specimens  of  English  Dra- 
matic Poets  of  the  Time  of 
Elizabeth,    y.  6a. 

Memorials   and  Letters    of 

Charles  Lamb,  By  Serjeant 
Talfourd.  New  Edition,  revised, 
by  W.  Carew  Hazlitt.  2  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

Tales    from     Shakespeare 

With  Illustrations  by  Byam  Shaw. 
3^.  6d. 

LANE'S  Arabian  Nights'  Enter- 
tainments. Edited  by  Stanley 
Lane-Poole,  M.A.,  Lilt.D.  4 
vols.     3r.  6d.  each. 

LANZI'S  History  of  Painthig  In 
Italy,  from  the  Period  of  the 
Revival  of  the  Fine  Arts  to  the 
End  of  the  Eighteenth  Century. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Roscoe. 
3  vols.    3^.  6d.  each. 

LAPPENBERG'S  History  of 
England  under  the  Anglo- 
Saxon  Kings.  Translated  by 
B.  Thorpe,  F.S.A.  New  edition, 
revised  by  E.  C.  Otte.  2  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

LECTURES    ON    PAINTING, 

by  Barry,  Opie,  Fuseli.  Edited 
by  R.  Wornum.     5^. 


LEONARDO  DA  VINCI'S 
Treatise  on  Painting.  Trans- 
lated by  J.  F.  Rigaud,  R.A., 
With  a  Life  of  Leonardo  by  John 
William  Brown.  With  numerous 
Plates.     Sj. 

LEPSIUS'S  Letters  from  Egypt, 
Etniopia,  and  the  Peninsula  of 
Sinai.  Translated  by  L.  and 
J.  B.  Horner.    With  Maps.     Ss. 

LESSING'S  Dramatic  Works, 
Complete.  Edited  by  Ernest  Bell, 
M.A.  With  Memoir  of  Lessing 
by  Helen  Zimmern.  2  vols. 
35.  6d.  each. 

Laokoon,  Dramatic  Notes, 

and  the  Representation  01 
Death  by  the  Ancients.  Trans- 
lated by  E.  C.  Beasley  and  Helen 
Zimmern.  Edited  by  Edward 
Bell,  M.A.  With  a  Frontispiece 
of  the  Laokoon  group.     3^.  6d. 

LILLY'S  Introduction  to  Astro- 
logy. With  a  Grammar  of 
Astrology  and  Tables  for  Cal- 
culating Nativities,  by  Zadkiel.  55. 

LIVY'S  History  of  Rome.  Trans- 
lated by  Dr.  Spillan,  C.  Edmonds, 
and  others.     4  vols.     5:-.  each. 

LOCKE'S  Philosophical  Works. 
Edited  by  J.  A.  St.  John,  2  vols. 
3 J.  6d.  each. 

Life  and  Letters:    By  Lord 

King,     3J-.  6d. 

LOOKHART  (J.  (3r.)—See  Burns. 

LODGE'S  Portraits  of  Illustrious 
Personages  of  Great  Britain, 
with  Biographical  and  Historical 
Memoirs.  240  Portraits  engraved 
on  Steel,  with  the  respective  Bio- 
graphies unabridged.  8  vols.  Sj. 
each. 

LONGFELLOW'S  Prose 
Works.  With  16  full-page  Wood 
Engravings.     Sj. 


Contai7icd  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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LOUDON'S  (Mrs.)  Natural 
History.  Revised  edition,  by 
W.  S.  Dallas,  F.L.S.  With 
numerous  Woodcut  Illus.     5j. 

LOWNDES'  Bibliograpi-er's 
Manual  of  English  Literature. 
Enlarged  Edition.  By  II.  G. 
Bohn.  6  vols,  cloth,  55.  each. 
Or  4  vols,  half  morocco,  2/.  is. 

LONGUS.  Daphnls  and  Chloe. 
— Sci  Greek  Romances. 

LUCAN'S  Pliarsalia.  Translated 
by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.     Sx. 

LUC  IAN' S  Dialogues  of  the 
Gods,  of  the  Sea  Gods,  and 
of  the  Dead.  Translated  by 
Howard  Williams,  M.A.     5^. 

LUCRETIUS.  A  Prose  Trans- 
lation. By  H.  A.  J.  Munro. 
Reprinted  from  Ihe  Final  (4th) 
Edition.  With  an  Introduction 
by  J.  D.  Duff,  M.A.     Sj-. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  J.  S. 

Watson,  M.A.     5^. 

LUTHER'S  Table-Talk.  Trans- 
lated and,  Edited  by  William 
Hazlitt.     3J.  6a'. 

Autobiography.  —  ^'t'tf 

MiCHELET. 

MACHIAVELLI'S  History  of 
Florence,  together  with  the 
Prince,  Savonarola,  various  His- 
torical Tracts,  and  a  Memoir  of 
Machiavelli.     31.  bd. 

MALLET'S  Northern  Antiqui- 
ties, or  an  Historical  Account  of 
the  Manners,  Customs,  Religions 
and  Laws,  Maritime  Expeditions 
and  Discoveries,  I^anguage  and 
Literature,  of  the  Ancient  Scandi- 
navians. Translated  by  Bishop 
Percy.  Rcvi.sed  and  Enlarged 
Edition,  with  a  Translation  of  the 
Pro.sk  Edda,  by  J.  A.  lOnck- 
well.     5j. 


MANTELL'S  (Dr.)  Petrifactions 
and  their  Teachings.  With  nu- 
merous illustrative  Woodcuts.  6^. 

Wonders  of  Geology.     8th 


Edition,  revised  by  T.  Rupert 
Jones,  F.G.S.  With  a  coloured 
Geological  Map  of  England, 
Plates,  and  upwards  ol  200 
Woodcuts.    2  vols.    75.  6(/.  each. 

MANZONI.  The  Betrothed: 
being  a  Translation  of  '  I  Pro- 
messi  Sposi.'  By  Alessandro 
Manzoni.  With  numerous  Wood- 
cuts.    5J-. 

MARCO    POLO'S    Travels;   the 

Translation  of  Marsden  revised 
by  T.  Wright,  M.A.,  F.S.A.     <,$. 

MARRYAT'S  (Capt.  R.N.) 
Mastermau  Ready.  With  93 
Woodcuts.     3^.  dd. 

Mission  ;  or.  Scenes  in  Africa. 


Illustrated  by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel. 
3J.  M. 

—  Pirate  and   Three  Cutters. 


With  8  Steel  Engravings,  from 
Drawings  by  Clarkson  Stanfield, 
R.A.     3^.  (>d. 

Privateersman.      8  Engrav- 


ings on  Steel.     3^.  6a 

—  Settlers  in  Canada.  10  En- 
gravings by  Gilbert  and  Dalziel. 
y.  6d. 

—  Poor  Jack.      With  16  Illus- 


trations after  Clarkson  Stansfield, 
R.A.     3 J.  6d. 

Peter  Simple.     With  8  full- 


page  Illustrations.     3J-.  6d. 

Midshipman  Easy.    With  8 

full-page  Illustrations.     3^.  6d. 

MARTIAL'S  Epigrams,  complete. 
Translated  into  Prose,  each  ac- 
companied by  one  or  more  Verse 
Translations  selected  from  the 
Wniks  of  English  I'oets,  and 
other  sources.     7^.  6</. 
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MARTINEAU'S  (Harriet)  His- 
tory of  England,  from  1800- 
1815.     3^.  6c/. 

History  of  the  Thirty  Years' 

Peace,  a.d.    1815-46.      4  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

See  Cofnte' s  Positive  Philosophy. 

MATTHEW   PARIS'S    English 

History,  from  the  Year  1235   to 

1273.     Translated  by  Rev.  J.  A. 

Giles,  D.C.L.     3  vols.     5^.  each. 

[  Vols.  II.  and  III.  out  of  print. 

MATTHEW  OF  WESTMIN- 
STER'S Flowers  of  History, 
from  the  beginning  of  the  World 
to  A.D.  1307.  Translated  by  C.  D. 
Yonge,  M.A.     2  vols.     55.  each. 

MAXWELL'S  Victories  of  Wel- 
ington  and  the  British  Armies. 
Frontispiece  and  5  Portraits.     <)S. 

MENZEL'S  History  of  Germany, 
from  the  Earliest  Period  to  1842. 
3  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

MICHAEL  ANGELO  AND 
RAPHAEL,  their  Lives  and 
Works.  By  Duppa  and  Quatre- 
mere  de  Quincy.  With  Portraits, 
and  Engravings  on  Steel.     5^. 

MICHELET'S  Luther's  Auto- 
biography. Trans,  by  William 
Hazlitt.  With  an  Appendix  (no 
pages)  of  Notes.     35.  6d. 

History  of  the  French  Revo- 
lution from  its  earliest  indication.s 
to  the  flight  of  the  King  in  1791. 
y.  6d. 

MIGNET'S History  of  theFrench 
Revolution,  from  1789  to  18 14. 
3^.  6d.     New  edition  reset. 

MILL  (J.  S.).  Early  Essays  by 
John  Stuart  Mill.  Collected  from 
various  sources  byj.  W.  M.  Gibbs. 
3x.  6d. 

MILLER  (Professor).  History 
Philosophically  lUustrated.from 
the  Fall  of  the  Roman  Empire  to 
the  French  Revolution.  4  vols. 
3j.  6d.  each. 


]VnLTON'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  J.  A.  St.  John.  5  vols.  jr.  6d. 
each. 

Poetical  Works,  with  a  Me- 


moir and  Critical  Remarks  by 
James  Montgomery,  an  Index  to 
Paradise  Lost,  Todd's  Verbal  Index 
to  all  the  Poems,  and  a  Selection 
of  Explanatory  Notes  by  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  Illustrated  with  120 
Wood  Engravings  from  Drawings 
by  W.  Harvey.  2  vols.  31.  6d. 
each. 

MITFORD'S  (Miss)  Our  Village 
Sketches  of  Rural  Character  and 
Scenery.  With  2  Engravings  on 
Steel.     2  vols.     31.  6d.  each. 

MOLIERE'S    Dramatic  Works. 

A    new   Translation    in  English 

Prose,  by  C.   H.  Wall.  3  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

MONTAGU.  The  Letters  and 
Works  of  Lady  Mary  Wortley 
Montagu.  Edited  by  her  great- 
grandson,  Lord  WharncHffe's  Edi- 
tion, and  revised  by  W.  Moy 
Thomas.  New  Edition,  revised, 
with  5  Portraits.   2  vols.  5^.  each. 

MONTAIGNE'S  Essays.  Cotton's 
Translation,  revised  by  W.  C. 
Hazlitt.  New  Edition.  3  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

MONTESQUIEU'S  Spirit  ol 
Laws.  New  Edition,  revised  and 
corrected.  By  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
A.M.     2  vols.     31.  6d.  each. 

MORPHY'S  Games  of  Chesa. 
Being  the  Matches  and  best  Games 
played  by  theAmerican  Champion, 
with  Explanatory  and  Analytical 
Notes  by  J.  Loweothal.     ^s. 

MOTLEY  (J.  L.).  The  Rise  01 
the  Dutch  Republic.  A  History. 
By  John  Lothrop  Motley.  New 
Edition,  with  Biographical  Intro- 
duction by  Moncure  D.  Conway. 
3  vols.    3^.  6d.  each, 


Cojttained  in  Bohn!s  Libraries. 
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MTJDIE'S  British  Birds ;  or,  His- 
tory of  the  Feathered  Tribes  of  the 
British  Islands.  Revised  by  W. 
C.  L.  Martin.  With  52  Figures 
of  Birds  and  7  Coloured  Plates  of 
Eggs.     2  vols. 

NEANDER  (Dr.  A.).  History 
of  the  Christian  Religion  and 
Ohixrch.  Trans,  from  the  German 
byj.  Torrey.    10  vols.   y.6d.Q&c\\. 

Life  of  Jesus  Christ.  Trans- 
lated by  J.  McClintock  and  C. 
Rlumenthal.     y.  dd. 

History  of  the  Planting  and 

Training  of  the  Christian 
Ohurch  by  the  Apostles. 
Translated  by  J.  E.  Ryland. 
2  vols.     35.  6i/.  each. 

Memorials  of  Christian  Life 

in  the  Early  and  Middle  Ages  ; 
including  Light  in  Dark  Places. 
Trans,  by  J.  E.  Ryland.     35.  M. 

NIBELUNGEN  LIED.  The 
Lay  of  the  Nibelungs,  metrically 
translated  from  the  old  German 
text  by  Alice  Ilorton,  and  edited 
by  Edward  Bell,  M.A.  To  which 
is  prefixed  the  Essay  on  the  Nibe- 
lungen  Lied  by  Thomas  Carlyle. 

NEW  TESTAMENT  (The)  hi 
Greek.  Griesbach's  Text,  with 
various  Readings  at  the  foot  of 
the  page,  and  Parallel  References 
in  the  margin  ;  also  a  Critical 
Introduction  and  Chronological 
Tables.  By  an  eminent  Scholar, 
with  a  Greek  and  English  Lexicon. 
3rd  Edition,  revised  and  corrected. 
Two  Facsimiles  of  Greek  Manu- 
scripts.    900  pages.     5j. 

The  Lexicon  may  be  had  sepa- 
rately, price  2J. 

NICOLINI'S  History  of  the 
Jeaults :  their  Origin,  Progress, 
Doctrines,  and  Designs.  VVith  8 
I'orlraits.     5^. 


NORTH  (R.)  Lives  of  the  Right 
Hon.  Francis  North,  Baron  Guild- 
ford, the  Hon.  Sir  Dudley  North, 
and  the  Hon.  and  Rev.  Dr.  John 
North.  By  the  Hon.  Roger 
North.  Together  with  the  Auto- 
biography of  the  Author.  Editgd 
by  Augustus  Jessopp,  D.D.  3vols. 
3^.  6(/.  each. 

NUGENT'S  (Lord)  Memorials 
of  Hampden,  hia  Party  and 
Times.  With  a  Memoir  of  the 
Author,  an  Autograph  Letter,  and 
Portrait,     ^s. 

OLD  ENGLISH  CHRON- 
ICLES, including  Ethelwerd's 
Chronicle,  Asser's  Life  of  Alfred, 
Geoffrey  of  Monmouth's  British 
History,  Gildas,  Nennius,  and  the 
spurious  chronicle  of  Richard  of 
Cirencester.  Edited  by  J.  A. 
Giles,  D.C.L.     S^f. 

OMAN  (J.  C.)  The  Great  Indian 
Epics :  the  Stories  of  the  Rama- 
YANA  and  the  Mahabharata. 
By  John  Campbell  Oman,  Prin- 
cipal of  Khalsa  College,  Amritsar. 
With  Notes,  Appendices,  and 
Illustrations.     3J.  dd. 

ORDERICUS  VITALIS'  Eccle- 
siastical History  of  England 
and  Normandy.  Translated  by 
T.  Forester,  M.A.  To  which  is 
added  the  Chronicle  of  St. 
EvROULT.     4  vols.     5^.  each. 

OVID'S  Works,  complete.  Literally 
translated  into  Prose.  3  vols. 
5^.  each. 

PASCAL'S  Thoughts.  Translated 
from  the  Text  of  M.  Auguste 
Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.  3rd 
Edition.     3^.  dd. 

PAULI'S  (Dr.  R.)  Life  or  Alfred 
the  Great.  Translated  from  the 
German.  To  which  is  appended 
Alfred's  Anc.lo-Saxon  Vkk.sion 
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OF  Orosius.  With  a  literal 
Translation  interpaged,  Notes, 
and  an  Anglo-Saxon  Grammar 
and  Glossary,  by  B.  Thorpe.  $$. 

PAUSANIAS'     Description     of 

^reece.   Newly  translated  by  A.  R. 

Shilleto,  M.A.    2  vols.    5^.  each. 

PEARSON'S  Exposition  of  the 
Creed.  Edited  by  E.  Walford, 
M.A.     5x. 

PEPYS'  Diary  and  Correspond- 
ence. Deciphered  by  the  Rev. 
J.  Smith,  M.A.,  from  the  original 
Shorthand  MS.  in  the  Pepysian 
Library.  Edited  by  Lord  Bny- 
brooke.  4  vols.  With  31  En- 
gravings.    5^.  each. 

PERCY'S  Rellques  of  Ancient 
English  Poetry.  With  an  Essay 
on  Ancient  Minstrels  and  a  Glos- 
sary. Edited  by  J.  V.  Pritchard, 
AM.     2  vols.     31.  6d,  each. 

PERSIUS.— 6"?«  Juvenal. 

PETRARCH'S  Sonnets,  Tri- 
umphs, and  other  Poems. 
Translated  into  English  Verse  by 
various  Hands.  With  a  Life  of 
the  Poet  by  Thomas  Campbell. 
With  Portrait  and  15  Steel  En- 
gravings.    5^. 

PHILO  -  JUD^US,  Works  of. 
Translated  by  Prof.  C.  D.  Yonge, 
M.A.     4  vols.     5 J.  each. 

PICKERING'S  History  of  the 
Races  of  Man,  and  their  Geo- 
graphical Distribution.  With  An 
Analytical  Synopsis  of  the 
Natural  History  of  Man  by 
Dr.  Hall.  With  a  Map  of  the 
World  and  12  coloured  Plates.  55. 

PINDAR.  Translated  into  Prose 
by  Dawson  W.  Turner.  To  which 
is  added  the  Metrical  Version  by 
Abraham  Moore,     ^j. 


PLANCHE.  History  of  British 
Costume,  from  the  Earliest  Time 
to  the  Close  of  the  Eighteenth 
Century.  By  J.  R.  jpianche, 
Somerset  Herald.  With  upwards 
of  400  Illustrations.     ^J. 

PLATO'S  Works.    Literally  trans- 
lated,    with     Introduction     and 
Notes.     6  vols.     $s,  each. 
I. — The   Apology  of   Socrates, 
Crito,  Phaedo,  Gorgias,  Pro- 
tagoras, Phaedrus,  Theoetetus, 
Euthyphron,  Lysis.      Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  H.  Carey. 
II. — The  Republic,    Timseus,    and 
Critias.  Translated  by  Henrj' 
Davis. 
III.— Meno,      Euthydemus,      The 
Sophist,  Statesman,  Cratylus, 
Parmenides,  and  the  Banquet. 
Translated  by  G.  Burges. 
IV. — Philebus,  Charmides,  Laches, 
Menexenus,     Hippias,    Ion, 
The  Two   Alcibiades,   The- 
ages,     Rivals,     Hipparchus, 
Minos,    Clitopho,     Epistles. 
Translated  by  G.  Burges. 
V. — The    Laws.      Translated    by 

G.  Burges. 
VI.— The  Doubtful  Works.    Trans- 
lated by  G.  Burges. 

Summary  and  Analysis  of 

the  Dialogues.    With  Analytical 
Index.     By  A.  Day,  LL.D.     5j. 

PLAUTUS'S  Comedies.  Trans- 
lated by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A.  2 
vols.     5^.  each. 

PLINY'S  Natural  History. 
Translated  by  the  late  John 
Bostock,  M.D.,  F.R.S.,  and  H.T. 
Riley,  M.A.     6  vols.     5^.  each. 

PLINY.  The  Letters  of  Pliny 
the  Younger.  Melmoth's  trans- 
lation, revised  by  the  Rev.  F.  C. 
T.  Bosanquet,  M.A.     i,s. 

PLOTINUS,  Select  Works  of. 
Translated  by  Thomas  Taylor. 
With  an  Introduction  containing 
the  substance  of  Porphyry's  Plo- 
tinus.  Edited  by  G.'R.  S.  Mead, 
B.A.,  M.R.A.S.     %s. 
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PLUTAEOH'S  Lives.  Translated 
by  A.  Stewart,  M.A.,  and  George 
Long,  M.A.    4  vols.    3^.  dd.  each. 

Morals.  Theosophical  Essays. 

Translated  by  C.  W.  King,  M.A. 

Morals.      Ethical    Essays. 

Translated  by  the  Rev.  A.  R. 
Shilleto,  M.A.    Sj. 

POETRY  OF  AMERICA.  Se- 
lections from  One  Hundred 
American  Poets,  from  1776  to 
1876.     By  W.  J.  Linton,     y.  6d. 

POLITICAL  CYCLOPiEDIA. 
A  Dictionary  of  Political,  Con- 
stitutional, Statistical,  and  Fo- 
rensic Knowledge  ;  forming  a 
Work  of  Reference  on  subjects  of 
Civil  Administration,  Political 
Economy,  Finance,  Commerce, 
Laws,  and  Social  Relations.  4 
vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

POPE'S  Poetical  Works.  Edited, 
with  copious  Notes,  by  Robert 
Carruthers.  With  numerous  Illus- 
trations.    2  vols.     51.  each. 

Homer's   Iliad.      Edited    by 

the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson,  M.A. 
Illustrated  by  the  entire  Series  of 
Flaxman's  Designs.     55. 

Homer's  Odyssey,  with  the 

Battle  of  Frogs  and  Mice,  Hymns, 
&c. ,  by  other  translators.  P2dited 
by  the  Rev.  J.  S,  Watson,  M.A. 
With  the  entire  Series  of  Flax- 
man's  Designs.    S-^- 

Life,   including   many   of  his 

Letters.  By  Robert  Carruthers. 
With  numerous  Illustrations.     $s. 


POUSHKIN'S  Prose  Tales:  The 
Captain's  Daughter — Doubrovsky 
—  The  Queen  of  Spades  —  An 
Amateur  Peasant  Girl — The  Shot 
—The  Snow  Storm— The  Post- 
master —  The  Coffin  Maker  — 
Kirdjali— The  Egyptian  Nights- 
Peter  the  Great's  Negro.  Trans- 
lated by  T.  Keane.     y,  Sti. 


PRESCOTT'S  Conquest  of 
Mexico.  Copyright  edition,  with 
the  notes  by  John  Foster  Kirk, 
and  an  introduction  by  G.  P. 
Winship.     3  vols.     y.  6d.  each. 

Conquest  of  Peru.  Copyright 

edition,  with  the  noles  of  John 
Foster  Kirk.    2  vols.    31.  6d.  each. 

Reign    of    Ferdinand    and 

Isabella.  Copyright  edition, 
with  the  notes  of  John  Foster 
Kirk.     3  vols.     3.'.  6d.  each. 

PROPERTIUS.  Translated  by 
Rev.  P.  J.  F.  Gantillon,  M.A., 
and  accompanied  by  Poetical 
Versions,  from  various  sources. 
y.  6d. 

PROVERBS,  Handbook  of.  Con- 
taining an  entire  Republication 
of  Ray's  Collection  of  English 
Proverbs,  with  his  additions  from 
Foreign  Languages  and  a  com- 
plete Alphabetical  Index;  in  which 
are  introduced  large  additions  as 
well  of  Proverbs  as  of  Sayings, 
Sentences,  Maxims,  and  Phrases, 
collected  by  11.  G.  Bohn.     $s. 

PROVERBS,  A  Polyglot  of 
Foreign.  Comprising  French, 
Italian,  German,  Dutch,  Spanish, 
Portuguese,  and  Danish.  With 
Enghsh  Translations  &  a  General 
Index  by  H.  G.  Bohn.     5^. 

POTTERY  AND  PORCELAIN, 
and  other  Objects  of  Vertu.  Com- 
prising an  Illustrated  Catalogue  of 
the  Bernal  Collection  of  Works 
of  Art,  with  the  prices  at  which 
they  were  sold  by  auction,  and 
names  of  the  possessors.  To  which 
are  added,  an  Introductory  Lecture 
on  Pottery  and  Porcelain,  and  an 
Engraved  List  of  all  the  known 
Marks  and  Monograms.  By  Henry 
G.  Bohn.  With  numerous  Wood 
Engravings,  5^. ;  or  with  Coloured 
Illustrations,  lOs.  6d. 

PROUT'S  (Father)  Reliques.  Col- 
lected and  arranged  by  Rev.  F. 
Mahony.  New  issue,  with  2 1 
Etchings  by  D.  Maclise,  R.A. 
Nearly  6cx3  pages.     5^. 
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QUINTILIAN'S  Institutes  of 
Oratory,  or  Education  of  an 
Orator.  Translated  by  the  Rev. 
J.  S.  Watson,  M.A.  2  vols.  -s. 
each. 

RACINE'S  (Jean)  Dramatic 
Works.  A  metrical  English  ver- 
sion. By  R.  Bruce  Boswell,  M.A. 
Oxon.     2  vols.     3j-.  6d.  each. 

RANKE'S  History  of  the  Popes, 
during  the  Last  Four  Centuries. 
Translated  by  E.  Foster.  Mrs. 
Foster's  translation  revised,  with 
considerable  additions,  by  G.  R. 
Dennis,  B.A.  3  vols.  35.  6d.  each. 

History  of   Servia  and  the 

Servian  Revolution.  With  an 
Account  of  the  Insurrection  in 
Bosnia.  Translated  by  Mrs.  Kerr. 
3J.  bd. 

RECREATIONS  In  SHOOTING. 

By  '  Craven.'  With  62  Engravings 
on  Wood  after  Harvey,  and  9 
Engravings  on  Steel,  chiefly  after 
A.  Cooper,  R.A.     5^. 

RENNIE'S  Insect  Architecture. 
Revised  and  enlarged  by  Rev. 
J.  G.  Wood,  M.A.  With  186 
Woodcut  Illustrations.     51. 

REYNOLD'S  (Sir  J.)  Literary 
Works.  Edited  by  H.  W.  Beechy. 
2  vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

RICARDO  on  the  Principles  of 
Political  Economy  and  Taxa- 
tion, Edited  by  E.  C.  K.  Conner, 
M.A.     5^. 

RICHTER  (Jean  Paul  Friedrich). 
Levana,  a  Treatise  on  Education: 
together  with  the  Autobiography 
(a  Fragment),  and  a  short  Pre- 
fatory Memoir,     y.  6d, 

Flower,  Fruit,   and   Thorn 


Pieces,  or  the  Wedded  Life,  Death, 
and  Marriage  of  Firmian  Stanis- 
laus Siebenkaes,  Parish  Advocate 
in  the  Parish  of  Kuhschnapptel. 
Newly  translated  by  Lt.  Col.  Alex. 
Ewing.     3f.  6il 


ROGER  DE  HOVEDEN'S  An- 
nals of  English  History,  com- 
prising the  History  of  England 
and  of  other  Countries  of  Europe 
from  A.  D.  732  to  A.  D.  1201. 
Translated  by  H.  T.  Riley,  M.A. 
2  vols.     $s.  each. 

ROGER  OF  WENDOVER'S 
Flowers  of  History,  comprising 
the  History  of  England  from  the 
Descent  of  the  Saxons  to  a.d. 
1235, formerly  ascribed  to  Matthew 
Paris.  Translated  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     2  vols.     5^.  each 

[  Vol.  II.  out  of  print. 

ROME  in  the  NINETEENTH 
CENTURY.  Containing  a  com- 
plete Account  of  the  Ruins  of  the 
Ancient  City,  the  Remains  of  the 
Middle  Ages,  and  the  Monuments 
of  Modern  Times.  By  C.  A.  Eaton. 
With  34  Steel  Engravings.  2  vols. 
51.  each. 

See  Burn. 


ROSCOE'S  (W.)  Life  and  Ponti- 
ficate of  Leo  X.  Final  edition, 
revised  by  Thomas  Roscoe.  2 
vols.     3x.  6t/.  each. 

Life  of  Lorenzo  de'  Medici, 


called  '  the  Magnificent.'  With 
his  poems,  letters,  (fee  loth 
Edition,  revised,  with  Memoir  of 
Roscoe  by  his  Son.     3^.  dd. 

RUSSIA.  History  of,  from  the 
earliest  Period,  compiled  from 
the  most  authentic  sources  by 
Walter  K.  Kelly.  With  Portraits. 
2  vols.     35  ()d.  each. 

SALLUST,  PLORUS,  and  VEL- 
LEIUS      PATERCULUS. 

Translated  by  J.  S.Watson,  M.A. 

SCHILLER'S  Works.  Translated 
by  various  hands.  7  vols.  3^.  dd, 
each : — 

I. — History  of  the  Thirty  Years' 
War. 


Contained  in  Bohn's  Libraries. 
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Schiller's  Works  continued. 

II.— History  of  the  Revolt  in  the 
Netherlands,  the  Trials  of 
Counts  Egmont  and  Horn, 
the  Siege  of  Antwerp,  and 
the  Disturbances  in  France 
preceding  the  Reign  of 
Henry  IV. 

III. — Don  Carlos,  Mary  Stuart, 
Maid  of  Orleans,  Bride  of 
Messina,  together  with  the 
Use  of  the  Chorus  in 
Tragedy  (a  short  Es^ay). 
These  Dramas  ate  all 
translated  in  metre. 

IV.— Robbers  ( with  Schiller's 
original  Preface),  Fiesco, 
Love  and  Intrigue,  De- 
metrius, Ghost  Seer,  Sport 
of  Divinity. 

The     Dramas    in    this 
volume  are  translated  into 
Prose. 
V. — Poems. 

VI. — Essays,^stheticaland  Philo- 
sophical 
VII.— Wallenstein's     Camp,    Pic- 
colomini    and    Death    of 
Wallenstein,  William  Tell. 

SCHILLER  and  GOETHE. 
Oorrespondence  between,  from 
A.D.  1794-1805.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.  2  vols.  y.  (>d. 
each. 

SCHLEGEL'S  (F.)  Lectures  on 
the  Philosophy  of  Life  and  the 
Philosophy  of  Language.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev,  A.  J.  W.  Mor- 
rison, M.A.     3 J.  6d. 

Lectures  on  the  History  of 

Literature,  Ancient  and  Modern. 
Translated  from  the  German.  y.Ga. 

Lectures  on  the  Philosophy 

of  History.     Translated  by  J.  B. 
Robertson.     3/.  6d. 

SCHLEGEL'S  Lectures  on 
Modern  History,  t.  gcthcr  witli 
the   Lectures  entitled  C^tsar  ar.d 


Alexander,  and  The  Beginning  of 
our    History.     Translated  by  L. 
Purcell   and    R.    H.   Whitetock. 
3^.  ed. 
—  iSsthetlc  and  Miscellaneous 


Works.      Translated    by   E.    J. 
Millington.     31.  6d. 

SCHLEGEL  (A.  W.)  Lectures 
on  Dramatic  Art  and  Literature. 
Translated  by  J.  Black.  Revised 
Edition,  by  the  Rev.  A.  J.  W. 
Morrison,  M.A.     3^.  td. 

SCHOPENHAUER  on  the  Four- 
fold Root  of  the  Principle  of 
Sufficient  Reason,  and  On  the 
Will  in  Nature.  Translated  by 
Madame  llillebrand.     $s. 

Essays.  Selected  and  Trans- 
lated. With  a  Biographical  Intro- 
duction and  Sketch  of  his  Philo- 
sophy, by  E.  Belfort  Bax.     55. 

SCHOUW'S  Earth,  Plants,  and 
Man.  Translated  by  A.  Henfrey. 
With  coloured  Map  of  the  Geo- 
graphy of  Plants.     5^. 

SCHUMANN  (Robert).  His  Life 
and  Works,  by  August  Reissmann. 
Translated  by  A.  L.  Alger,   y.  dd. 

Early  Letters.  Originally  pub- 

blished  by  his  Wife.  Translated 
by  May  Herbert.  With  a  Preface 
by  Sir  George  Grove,  D.C.L. 
3^.  6d. 

SENECA  on  Benefits.  Newly 
translated  by  A.  Stewart,  M.A. 

y.  ed. 

Minor  Essays  and  On  Clem- 
ency.    Translated  by  A.  Stewart, 

M.A.     5.f. 

SHAKESPEARE  DOCU- 
MENTS. Arranged  by  D.  H. 
Laml;ert,  B.A.     3^.  6d. 

SHAKESPEARE'S  Dramatic 
Art.  The  History  and  Character 
of  Shakespeare's  Plays.  By  Dr. 
Hermann  Ulrici.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmili.  2  vols.  3^.  (td. 
each. 
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SHAKESPEARE  (WiUlam).  A 
Literary  Biography  by  Karl  Eke, 
Ph.D.,  LL.D.  Translated  by 
L.  Dora  Schmitz.     5^. 

SHARPE  (S.)  The  History  of 
Egypt,  from  the  Earliest  Times 
till  the  Conquest  by  the  Arabs, 
A.D.  640.  By  Samuel  Sharpe, 
2  Maps  and  upwards  of  400  Illus- 
trative Woodcuts.  2  vols,  5j.  each. 

SHERIDAN'S  Dramatio  Works, 
Complete.  With  Life  by  G.  G.  S. 
35.  6d. 

SISMONDI'S  History  of  the 
Literature  of  the  South  01 
Europe.  Translated  by  Thomas 
Roscoe.     2  vols.     3J-.  6d.  each. 

SMITH'S  Synonyms  and  An- 
tonyms, or  Kindred  Words  and 
their  Opposites.  Revised  Edi- 
tion.    5j. 

Synonyms    Discriminated. 


A  Dictionary  of  Synonymous 
Words  in  the  English  Language, 
showing  the  Accurate  signification 
of  words  of  similar  meaning. 
Edited  by  the  Rev.  H.  Percy 
Smith,  M.A.     6^^. 

SMITH'S  (Adam)  The  Wealth  of 
Nations.  Edited  by  E.  Belfort 
Bax.    2  vols.     3J.  6d.  each. 

Theory  of  Moral  Sentiments. 

With  a  Memoir  of  the  Author  by 
Dugald  Stewart.     35.  6d. 

SlvryTH'S  (Professor)  Leotures 
on  Modern  History.  2  vols. 
3^.  6d.  each. 

SMYTH'S    (Professor)  Leotures 
on    ttie    French    Revolution. 
2  vols.     31.  (>d.  each. 

SMITH'S  (  Pye )  Geology  and 
Scripture.     2nd  Edition.     5^. 

SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  of 
Roderick  Random.  With  short 
Memoir  and  Bibliography,  and 
Cruikshank's  Illustrations,    y.  6d. 


SMOLLETT'S  Adventures  of 
Peregrine  Pickle.  With  Biblio- 
graphy and  Cruikshank's  Illus- 
trations.   2  vols.    35.  6c/.  each. 

The  Expedition  of  Hum- 
phry Clinker.  With  Bibliography 
and     Cruikshank's    Illustrations. 

Zs.  ed, 

SOCRATES  (surnamed  'Scholas- 
ticus ').  The  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory of  (a.  0.305-445).  Translated 
from  the  Greek.     5^. 

SOPHOCLES,  The  Tragedies  of. 
A  New  Prose  Translation,  with 
Memoir,  Notes,  &c.,  by  E.  P. 
Coleridge,  M.A.     $>. 

SOUTHEY'S  Life  of  Nelson. 
With  Portraits,  Plans,  and  up- 
wards of  50  Engravings  on  Steel 
and  Wood.     55. 

Life  of  Wesley,  and  the  Rise 

and  Progress  of  Methodism.     5^. 

Robert  Southey.    The  Story 

of  his  Life  written  in  his  Letters. 
Edited  by  John  Dennis.     3.F.  6d. 

SOZOMEN'S  Ecclesiastical  His- 
tory. Translated  from  the  Greek. 
Together  with  the  Ecclesiasti- 
cal History  of  Philostor- 
Gius,  as  epitomised  by  Photius. 
Translated  by  Rev.  E.  Walford, 
M.A.     5.. 

SPINOZA'S  Chief  Works.  Trans- 
lated, with  Introduction, by  R.H.M. 
Elwes.    2  vols.    5j.  each. 

STANLEY'S  Classified  Synopsis 
of  the  Principal  Painters  of  the 
Dutch  and  Flemish  Schools. 
By  George  Stanley.     5j. 

STARLING'S  (Miss) Noble  Deeds 
of  Women.  With  14  Steel  En- 
gravings.    5^' 

STAUNTON'S  Chess  -  Player's 
Handbook.     5^. 

Chess  Praxis.    A  Supplement 

to  the  Chess-player's  Handbook. 
5^- 


Contained  in  Bohn^s  Libraries. 
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STAUNTON'S  Chesa  -  player's 
Companion.  Comprising  a  Trea- 
tise on  Odds,  Collection  of  Match 
Games,  and  a  Selection  of  Original 
Problems.  55. 

Chess  Tournament  of  1851. 

With  Introduction  and  Notes,    ^s. 

STOCKHAHDT'S  Experimental 
Chemistry.  Edited  by  C.  W. 
Heaton,  F.C.S.     t^s. 

STOWE  (Mrs.H.B.)  Uncle  Tom's 
Cabin.     Illustrated.     3^.  dd. 

STRABO'S  Geography.  Trans- 
lated by  W.  Falconer,  M.A., 
and  H.  C.  Hamilton.  3  vols. 
55.  each. 

STRICKLAND'S  (Agnes)  Lives 
of  the  Queens  of  England,  from 
the  Norman  Conquest.  Revised 
Edition.  With  6  Portraits.  6  vols. 
5^.  each. 

Life  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

2  vols.     5 J.  each. 

Lives  of  the  Tudor  and  Stuart 

Princesses.     With  Portraits.     5.1 

STUART  and  REVETT'S  Anti- 
quities of  Athens,  and  other 
Monuments  of  Greece.  With  71 
Plates  engraved  on  Steel,  and 
numerous  Woodcut  Capitals.     5i. 

SUETONIUS'  Lives  of  the  Twelve 
Caesars  and  Lives  of  the  Gram- 
marians. Thomson's  translation, 
revised  by  T.  Forester.     5^. 

SWIFT'S  Prose  Works.  Edited 
by  Temple  Scott.  With  a  Bio- 
graphical Introduction  by  the  Right 
lion.  W.  E.  II.  Lecky,  M.P. 
With  Portraits  and  Facsimiles. 
12  vols.     3i.  bd.  each. 

[  Vols.  I.-XI.  ready. 
I.— A  Tale  of  a  Tub,  The  Battle 
of  the  Books,  and  other 
early  works.  Edited  by 
Temple  Scott.  With  a 
Biographical  Introduction 
by  W.  E.  II.  Lecky. 


Swift's  Prose  Wokks  continued. 

II.— The  Journal  to  Stella.  Edited 
by  Frederick  Ryland,M.A. 
With  2  Portraits  and  Fac- 
simile. 
III.&lV^. — Writings  on  Religion  and 
the  Church. 
V. — Historical    and     Political 

Tracts  (English). 
VI. — The  Drapier's   Letters. 
With  facsimiles  of  Wood's 
Coinage,  &c. 
VII. — Historical      and       Political 
Tracts  (Irish). 
VIII.—Gulliver's  Travels.      Edited 
by  G.  R.  Dennis.     With 
Portrait  and  Maps. 
IX. — Contributions  to  Periodicals. 
X. — Historical  Writings. 
XI. — Literary  Essays. 

XII. — Index  and  Bibliography,  &c. 
[Ill  preparation. 

TACITUS.  The  Works  of.  Liter- 
ally translated.     2  vols.    5^.  each. 

TASSO'S  Jerusalem  Delivered. 
Translated  into  English  Spenserian 
Verse  by  J.  H.  Wiffen.  With  8 
Engravings  on  Steel  and  24  Wood- 
cuts by  Thurston.     51. 

TAYLOR'S  (Bishop  Jeremy) 
Holy  Living  and  Dying.   3^.  dd. 

TEN  BRINK.— .S£<;  Brink. 

TERENCE  and  PH.ffiDRUS. 

Literally  translated  byll.T.  Riley, 
M.A.  To  which  is  added.  Smart's 
Metrical  Version  of  Phivdrus.    5^. 

THEOCRITUS,  BION,  MOS- 
CHUS,  and  TYRT^US.  Liter- 
ally translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Banks,  M.A.  To  which  are  ap- 
pended the  Metrical  Versions  of 
Chapman.     5^. 

THEODORET  and  EVAQRIUS. 
Histories  of  ihe  Church  from  a.d. 
332  to  A.D.  427;  and  from  A.U. 
431  to  A.D.  544.     Translated.     51. 
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THIERRY'S  History  of  the 
Conquest  of  England  by  the 
Normans.  Translated  by  Wil- 
liam Hazlitt.  2  vols.  3^.  6rf.  each. 

THTJCYDIDES.  The  Pelopon- 
nesian  War.  Literally  translated 
by  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.  2  vols. 
35'.  (td.  each. 

An  Analysis  and  Siimmary 

of.     By  J.  T.  Wheeler.     55. 

THUDICHUM  (J.  L.  W.)  A  Trea- 
tise on  Wines.    Illustrated.     5^. 

URE'S  (Dr.  A.)  Cotton  Manufac- 
ture of  Great  Britain.  Edited 
by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  2  vols.  ^s. 
each. 

Philosophy  of  Manufactures. 


Edited  by  P.  L.  Simmonds.  ^s.  6d. 

VASARI'S  Lives  of  the  most 
Eminent  Painters,  Sotilptors, 
and  Architects.  Translated  by 
Mrs.  J.  Foster,  with  a  Commen- 
tary by  J,  P.  Richter,  Ph.D.  6 
vols.     3^.  6d.  each. 

VIRGIL.  A  Literal  Prose  Trans- 
lation by  A.  Plamilton  Bryce. 
LL.D.     With  Portrait.     3.?.  6d. ' 

VOLTAIRE'S  Tales.  Translated 
by  R.  B.  Boswell.  Containing 
Bebouc,  Memnon,  Candide,  L'ln- 
genu,  and  other  Tales.     3^.  6d. 

WALTON'S  Complete  Angler. 
Edited  by  Edward  Jesse.  With 
Portrait  and  203  Engravings  on 
Wood  and  26  Engravings  on 
Steel.     S-r. 

Lives  of  Donne,  Hooker,  &o. 

New  Edition  revised  by  A.  H. 
BuUen,  with  a  Memoir  of  Izaak 
Walton  by  Wm.  Dowling.  With 
numerous  Illustrations.     5^. 

WELLINGTON,  Life  of.  By  « An 
Old  Soldier.'  From  the  materials 
of  Maxwell.  With  Index  and  18 
Steel  Engravings,      ^s. 


WELLINGTON,  Victories  of. 
See  Maxwell. 

WERNER'S  Templars  In 
Cyprus.  Translated  by  E.  A.  M, 
Lewis.     35.  6d. 

WESTROPP  (H.  M.)  A  Hand- 
book of  Archaeology,  Egyptian, 
Greek,  Etruscan,  Roman.  Illus- 
trated,    cj-. 

WHITE'S  Natural  History  of 
Selborne.  With  Notes  by  Sir 
William  Jardine.  Edited  by  Ed- 
ward Jesse.  With  40  Portraits 
and  coloured  Plates.     5^. 

WHEATLEY'S  A  Rational  Illus- 
tration of  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer.     3j^.  6d. 

WHEELER'S  Noted  Names  of 
Fiction,  Dictionary  of.     ^s. 

WIESELER'S  Chronological 
Synopsis  of  the  Pour  Gospels. 
Translated  by  the  Rev.  Canon 
Venables.     3^.  6d. 

V7ILLI  AM  of  MALME  SBURY'S 
Chronicle  of  the  Kings  of  Eng- 
land. Translated  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Sharpe.  Edited  by  J.  A.  Giles, 
D.C.L.     55. 

XENOPHON'S  Works.  Trans- 
lated by  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Watson, 
M.A.,  and  the  Rev.  H.  Dale.  In 
3  vols.     5^.  each. 

YOUNG  (Arthur).  Travels  In 
France  during  the  years  1787, 
1788,  and  1789.  Edited  by 
M.  Betham  Edwards.     3.f.  6d. 

Tour  In  Ireland,  with 

General  Observations  on  the  state 
of  the  country  during  the  years 
1776  -  79.  Edited  by  A.  W. 
JIutton.  With  Complete  Biblio- 
graphy by  J.  P.  Anderson,  and 
Map.     2  vols.     35.  6d.  each. 

YULE-TIDE  STORIES.  A  Col- 
lection of  Scandinavian  and  North- 
German  Popular  Tales  and  Tra- 
ditions.   Edited  by  B.  Thorpe,  ^s. 


THE  YORK    LIBRARY 

A  NEW  SERIES  OF  REPRINTS  ON  THIN  PAPER. 

With  specially  designed  iille-pages,  bindings  and  end-papers. 

Fcap.  ^\o.  in  cloth,   2s.  net  ; 
In  leather,  3s.  net. 

'  The  Yoik  Library  is  noliceable  by  reason  of  the  wisdom  and  intelli- 
gence displayed  in  the  choice  of  unhackneyed  classics.  ...  A  most 
attractive  series  of  reprints.  .  .  .  The  size  and  style  of  the  volumes  are 
exactly  what  they  should  be.' — Bookman. 

The  following  volumes  are  now  ready  : 

CHARLOTTE  BRONTE'S  JANE  EYRE. 

BURNEY'S  EVELINA.  Edited,  with  an  Introduction  and 
Notes,  by  Annie  Raine  Ellis. 

BURNEY'S  CECILIA.    Edited  by  Annie  Raine  Ellis.   2  vols. 

BURTON'S  ANATOMY  OF  MELANCHOLY.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  A.  R.  Shilleto,  M.A.,  with  Introduction  by  A.  H.  Bullen.  3  vols. 

BURTON'S  (SIR  RICHARD)  PILGRIMAGE  TO  AL- 
MADINAH  AND  MECCAH.  With  Introduction  by  Stanley  Lane- 
Poole.     2  vols. 

CERVANTES'  DON  QUIXOTE.  Motteux's  Translation,  re- 
vised.   With  Lockhart's  Life  and  Notes.     2  vols. 

CLASSIC  TALES  :  Johnson's  Rasselas,  Goldsmith's  Vicar 
OK  Wakefield,  Sterne'.s  Sentimental  Journey,  Walpole's 
Castle  ov  Otranto.     With  Introduction  by  C.  S.  Fearenside,  M.A. 

COLERIDGE'S  AIDS  TO  REFLECTION,  and  the  Confessions 
of  an  Inquiring  Spirit. 

COLERIDGE'S  FRIEND.  A  series  of  Essays  on  Morals, 
Politics,  and  Religion. 

COLERIDGE'S  TABLE  TALK  AND  OMNIANA.  Arranged 
and  Edited  by  T.  AsiiE,  B.A. 

COLERIDGE'S  LECTURES  AND  NOTES  ON  SHAKE- 
SPE.ARE,  and  other  English  Poets.     Edited  by  T.  Ashe,   B.A. 

DRAPER'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  INTELLECTUAL  DE- 
VELOPMENT OF  EUROPE.     2  vols. 

EBERS'  AN    EGYPTIAN    PRINCESS.     Translated  by  E.  S. 

BUCHIIEIM. 

GEORGE  ELIOT'S  ADAM  BEDE. 

EMERSON'S  WORKS.  A  new  edition  in  5  volumes,  with  the 
Text  edited  and  collated  by  George  .Sampson. 

FIELDING'S  TOM  JONES  (2  vols.),  AMELIA(i  vol.),  JOSEPH 
ANDREWS  (I  vol.). 

GASKELL'S  SYLVIA'S  LOVERS. 


The  York  Library — continued. 

GESTA  ROMANORUM,  or  Entertaining  Moral  Stories  in- 
vented by  the  Monks.  Translated  from  the  Latin  by  the  Rev.  Charles 
Swan.     Revised  edition,  by  Wynnard  Hooper,  M.A. 

GOETHE'S  FAUST.  Translated  by  Anna  Swanwick,  LL.D. 
Revised  edition,  with  an  Introduction  and  Bibliography  by  KARL  Breul, 
Litt.D.,  Ph.D. 

GOETHE'S  POETRY  AND  TRUTH  FROM  MY  OWN  LIFE. 

Translated  by  M.  Steele-Smith,  with  Introduction  and  Bibliography  by 
Karl  Breul,  Litt.D. 

HAWTHORNE'S  TRANSFORMATION  (The  Marble  Faun). 

HOOPER'S  WATERLOO  :  THE  DOWNFALL  OF  THE 
FIRST  NAPOLEON.     With  Maps  and  Plans. 

IRVING'S  SKETCH  BOOK. 

IRVING'S  BRACEBRIDGE  HALL,  OR  THE  HUMOURISTS. 

JAMESON'S  SHAKESPEARE'S  HEROINES,  Characteris- 
tics of  Women  :  Moral,  Poetical,  and  Historical. 

LAMB'S  ESSAYS.  Including  the  Essays  of  Elia,  Last  Essays 
of  Elia,  and  Eliana. 

MARCUS    AURELIUS    ANTONINUS,   THE    THOUGHTS 

OF.      Translated  by  George  Long,   M.A.      With  an  Essay  on  Marcus 
Aurelius  by  MATTHEW  Arnold. 

MARRYAT'S  MR.  MIDSHIPMAN  EASY.  With  8  lUustra- 
trations.     i  vol.     PETER  SIMPLE.     With  8  Illustrations,     i  vol. 

MIGNET'S   HISTORY  OF  THE  FRENCH  REVOLUTION, 

from  1789  to  1814. 

MONTAIGNE'S  ESSAYS.  Cotton's  translation.  Revised  by 
W.  C.  Hazlitt.     3  vols. 

MOTLEY'S  RISE  OF  THE    DUTCH    REPUBLIC.      With  a 

Biographical  Introduction  by  MONCURE  D.  Conway.     3  vols. 

PASCAL'S    THOUGHTS.       Translated  from   the   Text   of  M. 

Auguste  Molinier  by  C.  Kegan  Paul.     Third  edition. 

PLUTARCH'S  LIVES.  Translated,  with  Notes  and  a  Life  by 
Aubrey  Stewart,  M.A.,  and  George  Long,  M.A.    4  vols. 

RANKE'S  HISTORY  OF  THE  POPES,  during  the  Last  Four 
Centuries.     Mrs.  Foster's  translation.     Revised  by  G.  R.  Dennls.    3  vols. 

SWIFT'S  GULLIVER'S  TRAVELS.  Edited,  with  Introduction 
and  Notes,  by  G.  R,  DENNIS,  with  facsimiles  of  the  original  illustrations. 

SWIFT'S  JOURNAL  TO  STELLA.     Edited,  with  Introduction 

and  Notes,  by  F.  Ryland,  M.A. 

TROLLOPE'S  BARSETSHIRE  NOVELS.— THE  WARDEN 
(i  vol.),  BARCHESTER  TOWERS  (i  vol.),  DR.  THORNE  (i  vol.), 
FRAMLEY  PARSONAGE  (i  vol.),  SMALL  HOUSE  AT  ALLING- 
TON  (2  vols.),  LAST  CHRONICLE  OF  BARSET  (2  vols.). 

VOLTAIRE'S  ZADIG  AND  OTHER  TALES.  Translated  by 
R.  Bruce  Boswell. 

ARTHUR  YOUNG'S  TRAVELS  IN  FRANCE,  during  the 
years  1787,  1788,  and  1789.  Edited  with  Introduction  and  Notes,  by  M. 
Betham  Edwards. 

Other   Volumes  are  in  Preparation. 


BELL'S    HANDBOOKS 


OF 


THE    GREAT    MASTERS 

IN   PAINTING  AND  SCULPTURE. 

Edited  by  G.  C.  WILLIAMSON,  Litt.D. 

NEW  AND  CHEAPER  REISSUE. 

Post  8vo.  With  40  Illustrations  and  Photogravure  Frontispiece,  y.  6d.  net  each. 


The  following  Volumes  have  been  issued  : 

BOTTICELLI.     By  A.  Streeter.     2nd  Edition. 

BRUNELLESCHI.    By  Leader  Scott. 

CORREGGIO.     By  Selwyn  Brinton,  M.A.     2nd  Edition. 

CARLO    CRIVELLI.      By  G.  McNeil  Rushforth,  M.A. 

DELLA  ROBBIA.     By  the  Marchesa  Burlamacchi.     2nd  Edition. 

ANDREA  DEL  SARTO.     By  H.  Guinness.     2nd  Edition. 

DONATELLO.     By  Hope  Rea.     2nd  Edition. 

GERARD  DOU.     By  Dr.  W.  Martin.     Translated  by  Clara  Bell. 

GAUDENZIO  FERRARI.     By  Ethel  Halsey. 

FRANCIA.     By  George  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D. 

GIORGIONE.    By  IIerbebt  Cook,  M.A. 

GIOTTO.     By  F.  Mason  Perkins. 

FRANS  HALS.     By  Gerald  S.  Davies,  M.A. 

BERNARDINO  LUINI.  By  George  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D.   3rd  Edition. 

LEONARDO  DA  VINCI.     By  Edward  McCurdy,  M.A. 

MANTEGNA.     By  Maud  Cruttwell. 

MEMLINC.     By  W.  H.  James  Weale. 

MICHEL  ANGELO.     By  Lord  Ronald  Sutherland  Gower,   M.A., 

F.S.A. 
PERUGINO.    By  G.  C.  Williamson,  Litt.D.     2nd  Edition. 
PIERO  DELLA  FRANCESCA.     By  W.  G.  V/aters,  M.A. 
PINTORICCHIO.    By  Evelyn  March  PiiiLLiprs. 
RAPHAEL.     By  H.  Strachey.     2nd  Edition. 
REMBRANDT.     By  Malcolm  Bell.    2nd  Edition. 
RUBENS.     By  Hope  Rea. 

LUCA  SIGNORELLI.     By  Maud  Cruttwell.     2nd  Edition. 
SODOMA.    By  the  Contessa  Lorenzo  Priuli-Bon. 
TINTORETTO.     By  J.  B.  Stoughton  Holborn,  M.A. 
VAN  DVCK.     By  Lionel  Cust,  M.V.O.,  F.S.A. 
VELASQUEZ.    By  R.  A.  M.  Stevenson.     3rd  Edition. 
WATTEAU.     By  Edgcumise  Siai.ky,  B.A. 
WILKIE.     By  Lord  Ronald  Sutherland  Gowri;,  M.A  ,  F.S.A. 
IVn'/c  for  III  list  rated  Pi-ospectiis. 


THE 


CHISWICK  SHAKESPEARE. 

Illustrated  by  BYAM  SHAW. 
With  Introductions  and  Glossaries  by  JOHN  DENNIS. 


Printed  at  the  Chiswick  Press,  pott  8vo-,  price  \s.  6d.  net  per  volume ; 

also  a  cheaper  edition,  \s.  net  per  volume  ;  or  2s.  net  in  limp  leather ;  also 

a  few  copies,  on  Japanese  vellum,  to  be  sold  only  in  sets,  price  5^.  net  per 

volume. 

Now  Complete  in  39  Volumes. 


ALL'S  WELL  THAT  ENDS 

WELL. 
ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA. 
AS  YOU  LIKE  IT. 
COMEDY  OF  ERRORS. 
CORIOLANUS. 
CYMBELINE. 
HAMLET. 
JULIUS  CESAR. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  I. 
KING  HENRY  IV.     Part  II. 
KING  HENRY  V. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  I. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  II. 
KING  HENRY  VI.     Part  III. 
KING  HENRY  VIII. 
KING  JOHN. 
KING  LEAR. 
KING  RICHARD  II. 
KING  RICHARD  III. 


LOVE'S  LABOUR'S  LOST. 

MACBETH. 

MEASURE  FOR  MEASURE. 

MERCHANT  OF  VENICE. 

MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR. 

MIDSUMMER-NIGHT'S  DREAM. 

MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 

OTHELLO. 

PERICLES. 

ROMEO  AND  JULIET. 

THE  TAMING  OF  THE  SHREW. 

THE  TEMPEST. 

TIMON  OF  ATHENS. 

TITUS  ANDRONICUS. 

TROILUS  AND  CRESSIDA. 

TWELFTH  NIGHT. 

TWO  GENTLEMEN  OF  VERONA. 

WINTER'S  TALE. 

POEMS. 

SONNETS. 


'  A  fascinating  little  edition.' — Notes  and  Queries. 

'  A  cheap,  very  comely,  and  altogether  desirable  edition.' — Wesifntjister  Gazette. 
But  a  few  years  ago  such  volumes  would  have  been  deemed  worthy  to  be  considered 
iditiojis  de  luxe.     To-day,  the  low  price  at  which  they  ars  offered  to  the  public  alone 
prevents  them  being  so  regarded.' — Studio. 

'  Handy  in  shape  and  size,  wonderfully  cheap,  beautifully  printed  from  the  Cam- 
bridge text,  and  illustrated  quaintly  yet  admiraljly  by  Mr.  Byam  Shaw,  we  have  nothing 
but  praise  for  it.  No  one  who  wants  a  good  and  convenient  Shakespeare — without 
excursuses,  discursuses,  or  even  too  many  notes — can  do  better,  in  our  opinion,  than 
subscribe  to  this  issue  :  which  is  saying  a  good  deal  in  these  days  of  cheap  reprints.' — 
Vanity  Fair. 

'  What  we  like  about  these  elegant  booklets  is  the  attention  that  has  been  paid  to  the 
paper,  as  well  as  to  the  print  and  decoration ;  such  stout  laid  paper  will  last  for  ages. 
On  this  account  alone,  the  'Chiswick'  should  easily  be  first  among  pocket  Shake- 
speares.' —  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

*^*  The  Chistvick  Shakespeare  7tiay  also  be  had  bound  in  12  volumes, 
full  qilt  back,  price  365.  net. 


New  Editione,  foap.  8vo.  2«.  6d.  each  net. 

THE     ALDINE     EDITION 


OF  THE 


BRITISH      POETS. 

This  excellont  edition  of  the  English  classics,  with  their  complete  texts  and 
aoholsirly  introductions,  are  something  very  different  from  the  cheap  70  lames  of 
pstracts  which  are  just  now  so  much  too  common.' — St.  Jaines's  Gazette, 

'  An  excellent  series.    Small,  handy,  and  complete.' — Saturday  Review. 


Blake.    Edited  by  W.  M.  Rossetti. 
Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken, 


Edited  by  R.  B.  Johnson. 


Bums. 

3  vols. 

Butler. 
2  vols. 

Campbell.  Edited  by  His  Son- 
in-law,  the  Rev.  A.  W.  Hill.  With 
Memoir  by  W.  Allingham. 

Ohatterton.  Edited  by  the  Rev. 
W.  W.  Skoat,  M.A.    2  vols. 

Ohauoer.  Edited  by  Dr.  R.  Morris, 
with  Memoir  by  Sir  H.  Nicolas.   6  vols. 

Churchill.  Edited  by  Jae,  Hannay. 

2  vol*. 
Coleridge.     Edited   by    T.  Ashe, 

B.A.    2  vols. 

Colllna.        Edited     by    W.     Moy 

Thomas. 
Cowper.     Edited  by  John  Bruoe, 

F.8.A.    3  vols. 

Dryden.     Edited  by  the  Rev.  R. 

Hooper,  M.A.    5  vols. 

Goldsmith.  Revised  Edition  by 
Austin  Dobaon.     With  Portrait, 

Gray.  Edited  by  J.  Bradnhaw, 
LL.D. 

Herbert. 

Groaart. 

Herriok. 

Saintabury 

Keats.     Edited  by  the 
Houghton. 

Kh-ire    White.       Edited, 
Momoir,  by  Sir  U.  Nicolan. 


Edited  by  the  Rev.  A.  B. 
by     George 


Edited 
2  vols. 


late   Lord 


with    a 


Milton.  Edited  by  Dr.  Bradshaw. 
2  vols. 

Pamell.    Edited  by  G.  A.  Aitken. 

Pope.     Edited  by  G.  R.  Dennis. 

With  Memoir  by  John  Dennis.    3  vols. 

Prior.    Edited  by  R.  B.  Johnson. 

2  vols. 

Raleigh  and  Wotton.  With  Se- 
lections from  the  Writings  of  other 
COURTLY  POETS  from  1540  to  1650. 
Kdited  by  Ven.  Archdeacon  Hannah, 
D.C.L. 

Rogers.  Edited  by  Edward  Bell, 
M.A. 

Scott.  Edited  by  John  Dennis. 
5  vols. 

Shakespeare's  Poems.    Edited  by 

Rev.  A.  Dyco. 

Shelley.  Edited  by  H.  Buxton 
Forman.    5  vols. 

Spenser.  Edited  by  J.  Payne  Col- 
lier.   5  vols. 

Surrey.     Edited  by  J.  Yeowell. 

Swift.  Edited  by  the  Rev.  J. 
Mitford.    3  vols. 

Thomson.    Edited  by  the  Rev.  D, 

0.  Tovoy.    2  vols. 

V  a  u  g  h  a  n.  Sacred  Poems  and 
Piou.s  Ejaculations.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  H.  Lyto. 

Wordsworth.       Edited    by  Prof. 

Dowdou.     7  vols. 

Wyatt.     Edited  by  J.  leowoll. 
Young      2  vols.     Edited  by,  the 

Rev.  J.  Mitford. 


THE    ALL-ENGLAND    SERIES. 

HANDBOOKS   OF   ATHLETIC    GAMES. 

•  The  best  instruction  on  games  and  sports  by  the  best  authorities,  at  the  lowest 
prices.' — Oxfm-d  Magazine. 

Small  8vo.  cloth,  Illustrated.    Price  Is.  each. 


Cricket.    By  Fbed  C.  Holland. 
Cricket.    By  the  Hon.  and  Eev. 

B.  Lyttelton. 
Croquet.    By  Lieut.-Col.  the  Hon. 

H.  C.  Needham. 
Lawn    Tennis.      By    H.  W,   W. 

WiLBERFORCE.     With  a  Chapter  for 

Ladies,  by  Mrs.  Hilltard. 
Squash  Tennis.     By  Eustace  H. 

Miles.    Double  vol.    2s. 

Tennis  and  Rackets  and  Fives. 

By  Julian  Marshall,  Major  J.  Speks, 

and  Rev.  J.  A.  Arnan  Tait. 
Golf.      By    H.    S.    C.    Evebard. 

Double  vol.    2s. 
Rowing  and  Sculling.      By  Gvy 

RlXON. 

Rowing  and  Sculling.    By  W.  B. 

WOODGATE. 

Sailing.  By  E .  F.  Knight,  dbl.vol.  2s. 
Swimming.    By  Mabtin  and  J. 

Racster  Cobbett. 
Camping  out.    By  A.  A.  Maodon- 

ELL.    Double  vol.    28. 
Canoeing.    By  Dr.  J.  D.  Hatwabd. 

Double  vol.    2s. 

Mountaineering.     By  Dr.  Claude 

Wilson.    Double  vol.    28. 
Athletics.    By  H.  H.  Griffin. 
Riding.     By   W.  A.  Kerb,    V.O. 

Double  vol.    2s. 

Ladles' Riding.  ByW.A.KEER.V.C. 

BozinR.   By  K.  G.  Allansgn-Winn. 

With  Prefatory  Note  by  Bat  Mullins. 


Fencing.    By  H.  A.  Colmobk  Dunn. 

Cycling.  By  H.  H.  Griffin, L.A.C., 
N.C.U.,  C.T.C.  With  a  Chapter  for 
Ladies,  by  Misa  Agses  Wood.  Double 
vol.    2s. 

Wrestling.     By  Walteb  Abm- 

STEONG.    New  Edition. 

Broadsword     and     Singlestick. 

By  R.  Gr.  Allanson-Winn  and  C.  Phil- 

LIPPS-WOLLET, 

Gymnastics.     By  A.  F.  Jenkin. 

Double  vol.  2s. 

Gymnastic  Competition  and  Dis- 
play Exercises.  Compiled  by 
¥,  Graf. 

Indian  Clubs.  By  G.  T.  B.  Cob- 
bett and  A.  P.  Jenkin. 

Dumb-bells.    By  F.  Graf. 

Football  —  Rugby    Game.      By 

Harry  Vassaxl. 

Football — Association  Game.  By 

0.  W.  AxcocE.    Revised  Edition. 

Hookey.     By   F.    S.    Cbeswell. 

New  Edition. 

Skating.     By    Douglas     Adams. 

With  a  Chapter  for  Ladies,  by  Miss  L. 

Chbetham,  and  a  Chapter  on  Speed 

Skating,  by  a  Fen  Skater.  DbL  vol.  2s. 
Baseball.    By  Newton  Cbanb. 
Rounders,  Fieldball,  Bowls, 
Quoits,   Curling,  Skittles,    &o. 

By  J.  M.  Walker  and  C.  C.  Mott. 
Dancing.      By   Edwabd    Scott. 

Double  vol.    2s. 


THE  CLUB  SERIES  OF  CARD  AND  TABLE  GAMES. 

'  No  well-regulated  club  or  country  house  should  be  without  this  useful  series  of 
books.'— Giobe.        g^gji  g^^.  doth,  lUustrated.     Price  Is.  each 


Bridge.    By 'Templar.' 
Whist.    By  Dr.  Wm.  Pole,  F.R.S. 
Solo  Whist.  By  Kobeet  F.  Gbeen. 
Billiards.     By  Major-Gen,  A.  W. 

Deatson,  P.R.A.S.     With  a  Preface 

by  W.  J.  Peall. 

Hints    on    Billiards.      By  J.  P. 

Buchanan.    Double  vol.    2s. 
Chess.     By  Robert  F.  Green. 
The  Two-Move  Chess  Problem. 

By  B.  G.  Laws. 
Chess  Openings.  By  I,  Gunsbebg. 
Draughts  and  Backgammon. 

By  '  Bebkeiey.' 

Reversl  and  Go  Bang. 
By  '  Beekelet,' 


Dominoes  and  Solitaire. 

By  '  Berkeley.' 
Bezique  and  Cribbage. 

By  '  Berkeley.' 

fioart6  and  Euchre. 

By  '  Berkeley.' 

Piquet  and  Rubicon  Piquet. 

By  '  Berkeley.' 
Skat.     By  Louis  Diehl. 

*»*  A  Skat  Scoring-book.    Is. 

Round  Games,  including  Poker, 
Napoleon,  Loo,  Vingt-et-un,  Ac.  By 
Baxtee-Wray. 

Parlour  and  Playground  Games. 
By  Mrs.  Laueknoe  Gomme, 


BELL'S    CATHEDRAL   SERIES. 

Profusely  Illustrated^  cloth,  crown  Zvo.    \s.  6d.  net  each. 

ENGLISH  CATHEDRALS.  An  Itinerary  and  Description.  Compiled  by  James  G. 
Gilchrist,  A.M.,  M.D.  Revised  and  edited  with  an  Introduction  on  Cathedral 
Architecture  by  the  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A.,  F.R.A.S. 

BANGOR.     By  P.  B.  Ironside  Bax. 

BRISTOL.     By  H,  J.  L.  J.  Masse,  M.A. 

CANTERBURY.     By  Hartley  Withers.     5th  Edition. 

CARLISLE.    By  C.  King  Eley. 

CHESTER.     By  Charles  Hiatt.     3rd  Edition. 

CHICHESTER.     By  H.  C.  Corlette,  A.R.I. B.A.     2nd  Edition. 

DURHAM.     By  J.  E.  Bygate,  A.R.C.A.     3rd  Edition. 

ELY.     By  Rev.  \V.  D.  .Sweeting,  M.A.     2nd  Edition. 

EXETER.     By  Percy  Addleshaw,  B.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 

GLOUCESTER.     By  H.  J.  L.  J.  Mass6,  M.A.     3rd  Edition. 

HEREFORD.    By  A.  Hugh  Fisher,  A.R.E,    2nd  Edition,  revised. 

LICHFIELD.     By  A.  B.  Clifton.     2nd  Edition. 

LINCOLN.     By  A.  F.  Kendrick,  B.A.     3rd  Edition. 

LLANDAFF.     By  E.  C.  Morgan  Wii.lmott,  .-V.R.I.B.A. 

MANCHESTER.     By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 

NORWICH.     By  C.  H.  B.  Quennell.     2nd  Edition. 

OXFORD.     By  Rev.  Percy  Dearmer,  M.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 

PETERBOROUGH.     By  Rev.  W.  D.  Sweeting.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 

RIPON.    By  Cecil  Hai.lett,  B.A. 

ROCHESTER.     By  G.  H.  Palmer,  B.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 

ST.  ALBANS,     By  Rev.  T.  Perkins,  M.A. 

ST.  ASAPH.     By  P.  B.  Ironside  Bax. 

ST.  DAVID'S.     By  Pini.ip  Robson,  A.R.I. B.A. 

ST.  PATRICK'S,  DUBLIN.    By  Rev.  J.  H.  Bernard,  M.A.,  D.D.    2nd  Edition. 

ST.  PAUL'S.     By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock,  M.A.     3rd  Edition,  revised. 

ST.  SAVIOUR'S,  SOUTIIWARK.     By  George  Worley. 

S.^LISBlfRY.     By  Gleeson  White.     3rd  Edition,  revised. 

SOUTHWELL.     By  Rev.  Arthur  Dimock,  M.A.     2nd  Edition,  revised. 

WELLS.     By  Rev.  Percy  Dearmer,  M.A.     3rd  Edition. 
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